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Dragon Ball Super: Twilight of Gods I (Book 1: Beerus) 
by Chronos_X 


Summary 


As an ancient evil stirs from its slumber, God of Destruction Beerus finds himself confronted 
by Grand Zen-Oh, stripped of his godhood, powers and skills, and exiled to Universe 7's 
Earth for life. The former Hakaishin must turn to Son Goku and the Z-Fighters not only to 
regain his fighting abilities, but also to learn how to be mortal all over again. 


Confronted with his troubled past and the atrocities he committed as a Destroyer, Beerus 
must overcome guilt, shame, fear and self-loathing if he is to make peace with his twin 
brother Champa, stand up to their abusive father, come to terms with their traumatic family 
history, face one among the countless children he has sired throughout the eons, save his 
fellow Destroyers, and help defeat a group of rogue deities more powerful than any 
Hakaishin. Can Goku, his friends, and three prototype android ex-assassins help Beerus and 
the Multiverse through their darkest hour? 


This fic occurs simultaneously with Twilight of Gods I, Books 2, 3, 4 and 5. 


Notes 


Disclaimer: 


Unless otherwise stated, all characters, stories, plot elements and related aspects belong to 
me. All migrant OCs, designs and backstories belong to their respective creators. Used with 
permission. 


[SPOILER ALERT] Negroni belongs to Issj2 (www.deviantart.com/Issj2) 
Lord Mate belongs to Mate397 (www.deviantart.com/mate397) 


Android 21/Good Boi Cell, Good Guy Raditz, Good Guy Nappa, Ranch, Daikon, Mooli, and 
all related characters/events/story arcs belong to Masako-kun (www.deviantart.com/masako- 
kun) 


Special redesigns for Beerus, Jiren et al. belong to Geofffffff (www.deviantart.com/geofffffff) 


Yabrel, Richi, Osore, backstories/post-ToP designs for Shosa, Majora, and Trio of Danger 
belong to 6SpiritKings (www.furaffinity.net/user/6spiritking) 


Anise, Fennel, Cumin and other OCs belong to Chronos-X, AKA Yours Truly 
(www.deviantart.com/chronos-x) 


Rated Mature. Deals with depression, child abuse, trauma, suicide, torture, rape (physical and 
psychological) and other prickly subjects relevant to the plot. Expect plenty of curse words of 
varying gravity, certainly lots of fighting and violence (it's Dragon Ball, after all). Reader 
discretion is advised. 


(Note: Will post a TRIGGER WARNING at the start of certain chapters as required). 


Subject B 


Chapter Summary 


God of Destruction Beerus’s world comes crashing down after a visit from the Omni- 
King himself. Will Beerus survive his first day as a mortal? Is there a point to these 
happenings? Stay tuned! 


EDIT: Revised Chapters 1-23, fixed formatting errors and other screwups. Should be 
easier to read now. 


EDIT2: Finished fic last night (22/X/2022). Will be implementing "final" corrections for 
the next coupla weeks. 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Dragon Ball Super: Twilight of Gods, by Chronos-X 
Saga I: On Mortality and Consequences 
Book One: Beerus 
Chapter 1: Subject B 


God of Destruction Beerus never was the most diligent deity. While it certainly wouldn’t do 
if mortals got the wrong idea about his job or how he went about doing it, the Hakaishin 
really didn’t have much to worry about. His position as a Destroyer had become a sinecure 
over millennia, one he was sure to retain if he played his cards right, particularly when it 
came to Grand Zen-Oh, the Grand Priest, and their watchdogs. Long as a certain dimwitted 
Saiyan from Earth didn’t attract the wrong kind of attention (whteh+s+e-say-any), everything 
should be just peachy... 


So what if Beerus spent veritable centuries sleeping? He more than made up for lost time 
cruising around U7’s galaxies, purging them of petty tyrants, murderers, adulterers, liars, 
cheaters, thieves, lousy cooks, and countless other undesirables... well, at least they were 
countless before he got his hands on them. However, the Hakaishin wasn’t entirely heartless, 
as he believed in giving second chances and conducting himself with fairness and integrity. 
There really was no better way to practice what he preached than by compelling mortals to 
run his gauntlet. 


It was a simple bargain, really: Beerus and his Angel Guide Whis would sample the finest 
dishes of each planet; appetizers, main courses, desserts, drinks, the works. If the food was 
good, the Destroyer would let the planet and its inhabitants off the hook for another couple of 


eons. If it was bad, it’d get Hakai’d, obliterated in body and soul along with every single 
living being that inhabited it. The latter also applied when said beings dared disrespect 
Beerus and/or Whis, or if their overall behavior irked the Hakaishin enough to warrant such 
exertion. Just ask those warthog people who not only tried to poison him, but also dared to 
serve him greasy food, to top it all off. The unmitigated nerve! Even so, Lord Beerus was not 
without mercy, seeing how he only destroyed half of their planet... 


Apparently, this way of doing things didn’t sit well with the Omni-King, as indicated by 
Universe 7’s perilously low mortal level, barely above Beerus’s twin brother Champa’s 
Universe 6 and that overgrown lima bean Sidra’s Universe 9. The Tournament of Power 
proved a rude awakening for the feline deity: he’d been found wanting as a Destroyer and 
thus subject to erasure, all because of Son Goku! No... Frieza was to blame. It seemed 
Beerus had been less than crystal clear as to what that damned Icejin could and couldn’t do as 
his Agent of Destruction. What’s the Universe coming to, when you can’t rely on stinking 
mortals to do your job for you even under threat of utter annihilation? 


Good thing Goku and company (Frieza included) proved their mettle by winning the blasted 
Tournament. They were even kind enough to wish all deleted Universes back into existence 
with the Super Dragon Balls, a gesture that increased U7’s mortal level and overall good 
standing with the King of All. The fact His Eminence befriended Goku of all people was also 
a plus. Anyhow, Beerus got the message: shape up or ship out. 


A year and a half later, Beerus the Destroyer lounged in his temple. The Hakaishin of 
Universe 7 licked his forearm by the time he called his Attendant in the kitchen. 


“Whis! Whis, hurry up! I’m starving!” 
“Almost done, Lord Beerus. Good heavens, this risotto is to die for!” 
“Easy on the wasabi this time, will you? I don’t want a repeat of last week’s incident.” 


“Well, I did warn you about it. You certainly didn’t object when Goku’s friend made those 
hors d’oeuvres a year ago.” 


“Goku’s friend? Which one?” 
“The short bald one with the spots on his forehead.” 
“Ah, you mean Krillin... good cook in the making, wouldn’t you agree?” 


“I’ve been alive for over a hundred eons, my Lord. You’ll forgive me if I prove difficult to 
impress... or just plain difficult.” 


“Whatever. Hurry up, will ya?” 


Beerus reclined on his seat and shut his eyes: he had it made. Sure, there was Champa and his 
petty contests, but so what? It would be ages before the Destroyer from U7 would need to 
choose a successor. Plus, he could always swing down to Earth and sample its cuisine 


whenever he felt peckish. That Bulma woman would move Heaven and Hell to keep him 
happy. How couldn’t she, knowing full well the consequences of failing to do so? 


So much the better. It’d be too much of a waste to destroy such a beautiful planet, the home 
of Son Goku and Prince Vegeta IV, a pair of Saiyans who were among the greatest warriors 
Beerus had met in over a thousand lifetimes. Like most beings, those two didn’t take kindly 
to having their home planet horribly purged from existence. Leave it to mortals to get 
attached to ephemeral things! Far as the Destroyer was concerned, however, it didn’t get any 
better than this... that damn hunger, though. He would’ve gladly traded Champa for a bag of 
pork-rinds right about now. 


Licking his forearm with distracted bliss, the feline deity blinked, shut his eyes, and opened 
them: business as usual. The creatures in the nearby aquarium swam. The big fish ate the 
small ones, or otherwise remained blissfully absorbed by whatever went on in their watery 
world. Beerus made a mental note to ask Oracle Fish about this topic. He’d meant to do so, 
but who doesn’t get a little absentminded after so many eons? 


The Destroyer blinked again: there they were, still swimming. Third time: nothing out of 
place. Fourth time: Grand Zen-Oh and company. Fifth ti—wait, what!? 


Beerus fell out of his chair, caught as he was in a compromising position by the sudden 
appearance of He-Who-Must-Not-Be-Named, the Dreaded One, accompanied by a rather 
confused Grand Priest and the usual two guards. Nearly tripping over his own tail, the 
Hakaishin awkwardly scrambled to his feet to properly bow before the irritating-git scowling 
All-Universal Benefactor. 


“G-G-Grand Zen-Oh! S-Sir! T-T-To w-what d-d-d-do we o-owe s-such—” 
“Quiet! Stand and face me, Lord Beerus.” 


Beerus’s body all but acted on its own accord. Ultra Instinct at its finest, indeed. Whis 
would’ve been so proud. Emerging from the kitchen, the Angel casually tossed aside his 
frilly apron. 


“O-Oh, Grand Zen-Oh! Now this is an unexpected pleasure.” 

Beerus sweated nervously. 

“(Why the fuck’re you so calm!? Did all that hair gel seep into your angelic brain!?].” 
The King of All waved. 

“You’re here, too, Attendant Whis.” (To Beerus). “Where’s Son Goku?” 

Bowing like a broken pendulum, Beerus had practically become an ocean of sweat. 


“H-He left two days ago, S-Supreme L-Leader! L-Let me g-greet y-you w-with all our p-p- 
pleases and our thank-yous and—” 


“Zip it!” (Brief pause). “God of Destruction Lord Beerus XXVII, son of Tusker, of House 
Artois, do you know why we’re here?” 


“N-No, S-Sir, [-I—” 


“Gods damn it, quit sniveling already! Would it kill you to address me like the mature, 
responsible adult you’re supposed to be at least once in your stinking life!? Seriously, you 
and that brother of yours are beyond pathetic!” 


A concerned Grand Priest stepped forward. 

“Sir, please... there’s no need for—” 

“Don’t presume to lecture me, Father of Angels.” 
A bewildered Whis couldn’t help but wonder... 


“Something is amiss here. This wasnt part of the...|. Grand Zen-Oh, if I may, why do you 
speak so harshly to Lord Beerus? Have we displeased you?” 


Zen-Oh dramatically pointed at the God of Destruction, who then yelped like a frightened 
puppy. 


“He displeases me!” (Brief pause). “For over two-million years you have neglected your 
duties, wasted your days sleeping, stuffing your face, bullying innocent beings, when you 
should have been destroying useless planets and making sure the knowledge of the gods was 
not misused!” 


“B-But I...” 


“You allowed Frieza to slaughter billions because you were too lazy to do your own job and 
he wanted to buy and sell planets! You snored while the Universe under your care was under 
constant threat and the balance we work so hard to maintain unraveled! Universe 7 would be 
ashes by now if not for Goku and his friends!” 


The Omni-King signaled one of his attendants, who then gave him a glass of water, from 
which he drank, then returned it with a brief “thank you.” 


“Are you really this stupid? Did you honestly believe we didn’t have a clue?” 
“W-Well, I-I—” 


“Y’know, I tried to be patient and understanding, for Afsnath’s and Tusker’s sake. I came so 
close to erasing you so many times, yet I allowed Whis to talk me out of it. Even Grand 
Priest here intervened on your behalf more times than I care to count... until now.” 


Groveling like he’d never groveled before, Beerus frantically grabbed the robe of the King of 
All. 


| Edd 


“P-P-Please, Your Eminence! I’ve changed! R-Really, I have! I-I’m doing my job now 


Zen-Oh calmly floated away, ominously leering at the Destroyer. 


“If it serves as any consolation, I’m no longer angry with you. I’m not even disappointed.” 
(Brief pause). “You’re not worth my time... not anymore.” 


“P-Please don’t erase me!” 
Zen-Oh scoffed. 


“Don’t make me laugh. I’m not about to squander precious time and energy on an over- 
indulged, self-important bean pole who should’ve been sacked long before my friend Goku 
learned to spell his name (which he still hasn’t, by the way, but that’s beside the point). 
Taking your life would prove an even bigger waste, so I’Il do this instead...” 


Whis, Grand Priest and the attendants vacated the area, ignoring Beerus’s silent pleas for 
them to stay. Afterward, the Omni-King cleared his throat, then let the Hakaishin have it as 
the manor and nearby solar systems trembled. 


“GOD OF DESTRUCTION BEERUS, FOR YOUR CRIMES OF HUBRIS, 
MALFEASANCE IN OFFICE, TAKING BRIBES, NEGLIGENCE, LAZINESS, 
EXTORTION, HARASSMENT OF MORTALS, BEING RUDE TO WAITERS, A 
JERKASS TO CHEFS, A BOOT-LICKING TOADY, AND WEARING BLUE AFTER 
GROUNDHOG DAY, I HEREBY JUDGE YOU AND FIND YOU... GUILTY! 


MY SENTENCE SHALL BE AS FOLLOWS: HENCEFORTH, YOU ARE STRIPPED OF 
YOUR TITLE, DIVINITY, AND ALL ATTENDANT RIGHTS AND DUTIES! YOUR 
GODLY POWER SHALL SLUMBER IN THE REALMS BEYOND UNTIL YOUR 
SUCCESSOR IS APPOINTED! AFTERWARDS, YOU SHALL BE REMITTED TO 
PLANET EARTH OF THE SEVENTH UNIVERSE, WHERE YOU WILL REMAIN IN 
EXILE FOR THE REMAINDER OF YOUR NATURAL LIFE AND BEYOND! I, ZEN-OH 
ALL-SOVEREIGN, HAVE SPOKEN!” 


At that moment, a sphere of silvery energy emanated from the Omni-King’s hands and 
engulfed Beerus. Trapped within a searing whirlwind, the deity thrashed and spun as every 
bit of God ki and Energy of Destruction was ripped from his body. 


All strength left Beerus. His very frame grew feeble, limbs throbbing as if on the verge of 
being ripped apart. Every organ, every atom groaned in thrall to an unseen force, like 
something was tearing them into a trillion pieces and sloppily putting them back together in a 
matter of microseconds. 


At long last, screams drowned out by the tempest, the confiscated energies settled atop Zen- 
Oh’s hand in the form of an orb. Erupting into a column, they departed to parts unknown as 
the tornado died down, dropping Beerus on his knees as Zen-Oh flashed a shameless grin. 


“It is finished. Your undeification is complete, Okocim Lech-Sa.” (Brief pause). “Tell me... 
how do you feel... mortal?” 


Groaning, aching all over, Beerus realized he could no longer sense Whis’s ki, let alone his 
own. Flesh growing cold, fear gave way to despondency and shame. The world as he saw it 
faded from a near-endless gamut of colors to monotone shades of grey, black, and white. For 
the first time in eons, Beerus the Destroyer felt utterly helpless. 


“You’re still awake... and here I thought I had you all figured out.” 
“W-W...?” 
An annoyed Zen-Oh cupped his ears. 


“(Damn feline just has to have the last word, doesnt he? Takes after his old man, after all...]. 
Excuse me? Did you say something?” 


“W-W-Why...?” 

“You can’t be serious! Are you deaf, or just soft in the head, son of Tusker!?” 

The late Lord Beerus got up tremulously, only to collapse yet again upon his knees. 
“Please, Sir... I-[’m sorry...” 


“Well, Pm not. Also, I'd stay put if I were you. That body of yours will be indisposed for a 
couple of days, maybe more.” 


“Please... e-erase m-me... k-kill me... t-t-torture me for eternity... not this... n-not like 
this...” 


Zen-Oh turned away. 


“You have a lot of nerve, blood of Artois. To think your mother and father were among the 
strongest Sphygians in the history of Universes 2 and 11, as well as among the best 
Destroyers in the history of Universes 6 and 7... and then you two came along. Well, I 

did warn Tusker about that... thing.” (Chuckles). “Pll ask your daddy next time I see him... 
or maybe your brother knows?” 


“Ch-Champa? Y-You’re not g-going to...?” 


“You do realize I don’t have to answer your questions, do you, mortal? Just be happy I 
decided not to bring Tusker along.” (Brief pause). “Almost forgot...” 


Zen-Oh snapped his fingers. The former Destroyer’s neck stole, waist sash, the golden stud 
on his ear, the bands around his ankles, neck, arms, and wrists transformed into pure energy 
and forsook their owner, entering an open pouch Zen-Oh had produced out of nowhere. 


Beerus broke down and sobbed. The King of All made to speak, yet held his tongue. His 
smile briefly ebbed into a here-today-gone-tomorrow frown as he shook his head at the 
trembling feline. Brandishing a sickening grin, the Supreme Benefactor grabbed the feline’s 
countenance and bade the fallen Destroyer to look him in the eye. 


“Aww, did I hurt your feelings, kitty-cat? Don’t worry your Fancy Feast-loving little head. 
You'll have plenty of time to lick your wounds where you re going.” 


Snapping his fingers, Zen-Oh opened a large wormhole that swallowed chairs, vases, 
paintings, anything that wasn’t bolted down. Unable to rouse his slumbering legs, Beerus 
screamed for Whis. The Sphygian futilely sank his claws deep into the stone floor, scratching 
it as the portal swallowed him and shut in his wake. 


The Omni-King stared at his handiwork. The dining room looked as it had so many times 
after barely surviving yet another tirade from whatever descendant of House Artois happened 
to be in office. Stealing a glance at the ex-Destroyer’s parting gift on the floor, the Supreme 
Deity sighed, produced some sort of chart, and scribbled something. 


“One down, four to go... you guys can come out now.” 


Whis and company returned to the room. The Attendant nearly screamed. The table had been 
destroyed. The aquarium laid in shambles as fish, sea serpents, and sundry creatures flopped 
all over the place, gasping their last breaths. Luckily, they found reprieve when the Guide 
Angel mercifully rewound time and undid the damage. Nevertheless, Beerus was nowhere to 
be seen when the Grand Priest approached the King of All. 


“Your Eminence... while I wholeheartedly agree with your decision to remove Lord Beerus, I 
believe you were exceedingly harsh in doing so.” 


Zen-Oh All-Sovereign gave a miserable glower. 


“You can’t be serious! What that bottomless litter box has done to this Universe, that’s 
exceedingly harsh! Need I remind you it barely ranked above freaking Universe 9!? [Note to 
self: apologize to Subject S when we get to him]. Don’t even get me started on Universe 6 and 
that hunk of lard we entrusted it to! Serves us right, y’know, letting those stinking cats run 
amok for eons. ‘Bout damn fucking time we put our foot down!” 


Whis thought it fit to intervene. 


“I must agree with the Grand Priest, Your Eminence. As unpleasant as Lord B—Subject B 
could be, he still did his job. [...every now and then...].” 


“We’ll talk about this later. Right now, we have a rat to catch. Come along, Whis.” 
With that, the group departed Universe 7 in a column of light... 
Meanwhile... 


Beerus fell, stumbled, dashed, crashed, spun, turned within a tunnel of energy, screams 
accompanying long forgotten voices that stopped after an abrupt but otherwise harmless 
landing. Numb and exhausted, the Sphygian motioned to rise, only to cave under his legs and 
collapse atop a puddle of dirty water. 


“(Is this Earth? What time is it? What’... going on...?].” 


One hour later... 
Beerus finally woke up. Thank Supreme Kai, at last his body was his to command. 


The groaning cat man cleared somnolence from his eyes as what began as a drizzle suddenly 
shifted into copious rain set to thunder and lightning. The downpour felt like knives sinking 
into his body, now quivering under a long-forgotten sensation: cold. 


Beerus the Destroyer winced. The ex-Hakaishin gave his shallow breathing time to recover as 
the melting drops prayed a despairing litany deep into his half-slumbering, half-waking 
marrow. 


“Ow... Whis? Whis! I know you’re there. Quit screwin’ around and come ‘ere already!” 
(Brief pause). Whis! Didn’t you hear me!? Whis!” 


“Who’s Whis? You high or something, man?” 


Shambling to his feet, Beerus nearly collapsed anew after coming face-to-face with a thickly 
built dark-skinned human exuding rum-stained sweat. 


“Such impudence from a mortal, and a foul-smelling one at that!|. M-MAN!? Who do you 
think you’re talking to!?” 


“Another piece of shit who’s down on his luck.” 


“Who’re you calling ‘shit’, you hairless ape!?” (Outstretches his arm. "Beerus’ Madness” 
plays in the background). “Hakai.” (Nothing happens; record scratch. Music screeches to 
anticlimactic halt). “Hakai?” (Still nothing). “Hakai!” (Nothing still). “HAKAI!” 


“The hell’s ‘Hakai’?” 
The former god glowered. 
“No matter. Here’s a little something to remember me by, mortal!” 


One scratch at some nobody’s face. That’s all it took for Beerus’s world to unravel as his 
reflexes betrayed him. The roaring human slammed into the feline, punched, kicked, 
screamed, called him every foul epithet in his vocabulary, pounded his face and ribcage into a 
bloody mess of cuts, bruises, and hematomas. 


Finally, after what seemed like forever and a day, the bum picked himself up and spat upon 
the fallen deity. 


“There, kitty-cat... lil’ somethin’ to remember me by.” 


Drifting back and forth from unconsciousness, the late Lord Beerus barely heard a zipper 
being undone. Shortly after, a stream of warm rancid-smelling liquid splashed all over his 
countenance, followed by three or four more kicks to his ribcage, then silence... 


Later, at night... 


Beerus’s eyes soon adapted to near darkness. The feline had spent most of the day fading 
back and forth from the world of the living, unable to make up his mind whether he’d pass on 
to Other World or not. Every fiber of him roared at the Sphygian to get up, yet 
simultaneously lulled him into stasis. Pain and fatigue whispered sweet nothings into his ears. 
His bones felt like molasses. 


“(Why the hell’re my legs so friggin’ cold?].” 
After a bit of struggling, the cat man sat up and almost gasped. He was barefoot! 
“M-My s-shoes! S-Son of a... h-he... he actually...” 


At the mercy of the elements, the artist formerly known as Beerus picked himself up, only to 
fall, raise, and drop one time after another. At long last, after what seemed like an eternity, 
the feline finally got back up long enough to drag himself out of that alley. 


“What a time for Whis to be gods know where doing gods know what... what a way for a 
Destroyer to go, too].” 


Champa would laugh himself to an early grave when the news reached him... hell, he’d 
probably laugh too. The greatest mistake of your life, buried, wiped out in every sense of the 
word by some rando, blissfully unaware of the service he’d just done to the Multiverse? Best 
news he’d get in eons... 


Beerus slapped himself hard. 


“No! Shove that crazy talk, you little fuckup!]. A-Alright, n-no more screwin’ around. 
Concentrate and...” (Drumroll, please). “FLY!” (Jumps; rimshot, please. Use-with-diseretion. 
Nothing happens). 


The fallen Destroyer leapt one more time. 
“FLY!” (Still nothing; another jump). “FLY, GODS DAMMIT, FLY!” 


Surely something else must work! Powering up? No. Channeling ki? Nope. Jumping tall 
buildings in a single bound? Hell no! Running faster than a locomotive? Yeah, right... 


It all came back to Beerus: Zen-Oh’s judgement, body burning with pain as his God ki and 
Destroyer powers forsook him, the shaking and shivering, Whis abandoning him to his fate, 
his divinity, every single skill and ability he’d relied upon for eons, completely stripped away, 
leaving him as the weak, defenseless mortal he started out as. Evicted from his planet without 
so much as a moment’s notice, the shivering ex-deity had nothing save for a pair of piss- 
reeking pants that once signaled his status, but now couldn’t keep the cold away, let alone 
protect his shoeless feet from the outside world. 


“Trash... they... they threw me away... like trash. Just like Fa—NO! Don’t go there, you 
fucking moron! Gotta... gotta get help. Bulma, Vegeta... if I can get to them... I might... 
might just... make it... ARGH!” 


The disgraced warrior tried to walk, only to wince and collapse on his knees anew. 
Staggering back up, the former Lord Beerus tried to walk for all of five seconds before his 
body betrayed him yet again. 


“Fuck!” (Brief pause). “Damn limp’s back again.” 


Carrying himself as far as his aching everything allowed, the former Lord Beerus happened 
across a most welcome sight: the front entrance of that restaurant Bulma took him and Whis 
to over a year ago. However, no matter how much the Sphygian strained his mind, he could 
only fuzzily recall part of the route the limo took from Capsule Corp to the restaurant and 
back. Beerus cursed himself: would it really end like this? Would Champa at least allow 
Vados to send a wreath on their behalf before resuming his seven-hundred and twelfth daily 
pig-out session? Would that male even care? Would he— 


“No! No time to waste! Gotta... gotta keep moving!” 


The rest was a blur. Constantly blacking out, the feline tripped, knocked down signs, 
trashcans, pedestrians, everything in his path. As this occurred, Beerus felt sharp pangs 
underneath his right foot, then the left one. However, the cat man was too distracted by his 
battered body and fading mind to care. 


The Sphygian barely acknowledged all the passersby spewing bile in his general direction, 
yelling and cursing ‘coz “that damn cat who smells like piss” kept collapsing all over the 
place. A handful of people offered to assist him. One even called an ambulance. However, the 
Sphygian was in no shape to do anything other than shamble to gods knew where. 


By the time he reached the middle of a street, Beerus the Destroyer descended into darkness, 
ready to drown in a cacophony of car horns and screaming nobodies as he welcomed the 
sweet bliss of... death? Wait... why wasn’t he lying mangled and broken in a pool of his own 
blood? Instead, he was... flying? No... he was being flown. 


“W-W-Whis...?” 

An hour and a half later... 

“So you boys just found him sprawled on the street?” 

“It’s true, Dad! Can’t you see he’s hurt!?” 

“We tried to talk to him, but he wouldn’t listen to us! He kept calling Whis and—” 


“Never mind that now, Goten. You two did the right thing, bringing him here. If you hadn’t 
spotted him when you did... any ideas, Vegeta?” 


“I keep a bag of Senzu beans in the gravity chamber. Be right back.” 
“T’m gonna go get my Dad!” 


“W-Whis?” 


“Look, Mom, he’s waking up!” 


Beerus slowly opened his eyes. Blinking twice, the disgraced ex-Hakaishin was blinded by 
intense light before his pupils had time to adjust. 


“Lord Beerus? It’s me, Bulma.” 
“B... Bul... Bulma? W-Where... where am I?” 


“You’re at Capsule Corp Medical Center. Trunks and Goten found you lying on the street and 
rescued you. Thank Kami you didn’t get run over.” 


“Mom, he’s very weak!” 

“T know he’s hurt, Trunks, that’s why—” 

“T’m talking about his energy!” 

“His energy? What about it?” 

“T can feel it! Didn’t Dad say mortals can’t sense God ki!?” 

“What!? You don’t mean...!?” 

The fallen deity made to sit upright, only for pain to force him to lie back down. 
“Tt’s true. I... I lost my godhood. Zen-Oh... he... h-he took...” 

Sobbing, convulsing, shaking returned, here to stay this time around. 


Bulma weighed her options. Beerus the Destroyer lied bedridden at the CCMC, reduced to a 
run of the mill mortal, if Trunks’s senses were to be believed, the ever charming yet 
incorrigibly amoral Whis nowhere in sight. 


Bulma’s mind was overrun with questions. Did the Angel and his charge have a falling out 
and Whis decided enough was enough? Did the Omni-King make them participate in yet 
another cruel test of character to decide the fate of the universes? Were they playing a mean- 
spirited prank on their lackeys from a planet they regarded as little more than a glorified 24/7 
all-you-can-eat buffet, one step away from getting Hakai’d? What made him like this? Why 
was he left alone on Earth, without anybody to help him? Who beat him to a bloody pulp and 
left him to wander the streets, where only a last-minute rescue saved him from getting turned 
into roadkill? 


What was she to do? Who could she turn to? Beerus himself was in no condition to chat, but 
if she couldn’t do anything, perhaps somebody else could... who, though? Dende? King Kai? 
Shin? 


Something in the Earthling’s mind told her the effort would be pointless. Even so, she 
couldn’t just stand by and do nothing. 


“Listen carefully, Trunks: go to my room and get Whis’s communicator. It should be on top 
of my jewelry box. Give me a call if you can’t find it, ok?” 


Nodding once, Trunks flew away without a word. 


“(Now to the matter at hand: how do you console an ex-immortal who s having an ungodly 
meltdown (no pun intended) |.” 


“Why didn’t he just erase me!?” 


Having finally managed to sit upright, the late Lord Beerus looked at his hands as if they 
were utterly alien to him. Bulma wanted to do something, say something, but the sight was 
too surreal. Hakaishin Beerus, the irascible feline deity who nearly destroyed Earth over a 
pudding cup little over a year ago, laid broken and bleeding in a hospital bed, blubbering like 
a child, groaning in pain whenever he tried to so much as scratch himself. 


The Earthling looked upon the feline’s bandaged feet. The doctors had removed splinters, bits 
of dung, glass shards, even a handful of rusty nails embedded underneath the right heel. 


Bulma gently squeezed Beerus’s hand. The Sphygian stared back as if in a daze. 


“[Dammit, where 5 Vegeta with those Senzu Beans!?]. Lord Beerus... it’s ok. You’re safe 
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now. 
The cat man lazily stared back at the President of Capsule Corp. 

“W-What’s wrong? Aren’t you... aren’t you gonna yell at me, pull my ears... slap me?” 
“Why would I do that?” 

Frown upon his face, the Sphygian’s eyes started to quiver. 

“I deserve it. I... I’ve been so... so horrible... to you... to everybody... I” 

“Don’t say things like that, Lord Beerus! This...” 

Beerus shook his head. 

“N-No... d-d-don’t... don’t call me that. Just... just call me Beerus... from now on.” 
“Ok... what happened to you?” 

“Zen-Oh... he barged into my temple... turned me mortal... oh gods, what am I gonna...?” 
“Take it easy, Lor—Beerus. I’Il call Whis and he’II—” 

“T found it! Mom, I found it!” 


Communicator glimmering beneath the room’s lights, Trunks all but barged into the room. 
Device in hand, Bulma proceeded to call Whis: no answer. She tried again: nothing. Again: 
zero. Yet again: zip. Once again: nada. 


1? 


“I don’t understand! The signal’s not getting through 
“Bulma!” 


Soaked from the deluge outside, Vegeta let himself in. The eyes of the Saiyan Prince met 
Beerus’s, who lazily stared back as if the new arrival were a figment of his imagination, not 
the survivor of an annoying race he couldn’t be bothered to wipe out back in the day. 
Vegeta’s countenance went blank for a few seconds. Fortunately, it didn’t take long for him to 
remember himself. 


“Lord Beerus... here. Eat a Senzu bean.” 


A wave of relief washed all over Beerus’s body the moment he complied. Pupils dilated, 
wounds healed, the overjoyed Sphygian motioned to get up. 


“This power! I-I feel amazing! I—” 


The former God of Destruction had barely set one foot on the floor when a pang of weakness 
dropped him on his knees. Much to his confusion, Vegeta had to help the feline back to his 
sickbed. 


“I don’t understand! You should be back to full strength!” 


The Briefs were at a loss. They (and Planet Earth) wouldn’t be getting out of this one anytime 
soon, which really sucked, as this prank (or whatever it was) wasn’t even funny to begin 
with. Grumbling to himself, Beerus exhaled a forlorn sigh. 


“This has Zen-Oh written all over it.” (Mimics Zen-Oh 5 tone and mannerisms). ““That body 
of yours will be indisposed for a couple of days...’ That’s what he told me.” (Chuckles softly). 
“Bastard...” (Laughs louder). “Little... bastard... THAT LITTLE BASTARD!” 


The scream had yet to die out across nearby halls by the time Son Goku Instant-Transmitted 
into the room, scaring everyone within an inch of their lives. Having uttered a stupefied 
“Whoa!” when his eyes met those of Beerus, the Saiyan blinked as if he were seeing the hot- 
tempered feline for the first time ever. Meanwhile, the former Hakaishin and the Briefs 
stood/laid where they were, gawking at the greatest warrior of Universe 7 and his trademark 
expression of obliviousness. Vegeta was not amused, to say the least. 


“Well!? You got something to say or are you just going to stand there all night like a 
dumbass! ?” 


At long last Son Goku managed to speak. 


“So it’s true... Goten barged into the house. He was screaming ‘Mom, Dad, Lord Beerus is 
dying! You gotta help him!’ It took a while for me an’ Chi-Chi to calm him down and get the 
full story. I tried to find your ki, Lord Beerus, but I couldn’t; good thing I managed to track 
Vegeta’s. Plus, it’s raining cats and dogs out there... no offense, y’ know.” 


Vegeta scowled. 


“Idiot.” 
Beerus did much the same. 
“For once I agree.” 


Sitting upright, the ex-Destroyer crossed arms against his chest in a display of strength that 
fooled nobody. Having approached the patient, a bemused Goku looked at the fallen deity 
intently from head to foot, straining himself to catch whatever was amiss. Beerus didn’t take 
kindly to this, to say the least. 


“THE FUCK’ RE YOU LOOKIN’ AT!?” 


Fretfulness giving way to fury, the cat man scratched the Saiyan’s countenance: other than 
hurting his own hand, chipping off and breaking most of his fingernails, this accomplished 
nothing. 


“Do I have something on my face?” 
“Supreme Kai Almighty, you can’t be serious!” 


An unharmed Son Goku felt around for anything amiss. The disgraced Hakaishin clutched his 
fists: mystified by seeping blood staining his bedsheets, the Sphygian barely overcame the 
urge to claw his own eyes out. 


“Your energy’s kinda weird, Lord Beerus. I can’t sense any God ki in you.” 

The artist formerly known as Beerus glowered miserably. 

“Gee, I wonder why.” 

“Your ki’s normal now, like everyone else’s. There’s something weird about it, though...” 
“You don’t say?” 

“It’s so weak... it’s almost like it’s not even there!” 

The former god flashed a spiteful grin. 

“Wow... you must be some kinda detective or somethin’.” 

“Are you dying?” 


“NO, PM NOT DYING, YOU MEATHEAD, BUT I MIGHT AS WELL BE! DOI HAVE 
TO DRAW YOU A FREAKING MAP!? ZEN-OH TOOK AWAY MY GODHOOD AND 
EVERY SINGLE ONE OF MY POWERS! ?M JUST A MORTAL NOW!” 


Standing there mouth agape, Goku managed to speak roughly half a minute later. 


“What!? That’s terrible! Why’d Zenny do that for!?” 


“What have I told you about calling him Zenny!?” 

“You want me to talk to King Kai?” 

“Unless he can snap his fingers and make me a god again, I ain’t interested.” 
“I don’t think he can do any of those things.” 

“THEN WHY THE HELL DID YOU BRING HIM UP!?” 

“I just thought—” 

“KAKAROT, WILL YOU JUST SHUT THE HELL UP!?” 


The veins on Vegeta’s forehead were throbbing by now. Bulma wasn’t in much of a good 
mood herself. 


“[ swear, Goku, trying to explain anything to you is like training an amoeba to recite the 
table of elements: absurd, tedious, pointless, not to mention hazardous to your overall mental 
health....” 


“But I” 


His patience dead as his godhood, Beerus grabbed Goku by his collar shirt. Seething in rage, 
the cat man stared the Saiyan down like he couldn’t make up his mind whether to gut him or 
gouge his eyes out. 


“Listen up, Goku: today’s pretty much been the worst day of my entire life, which is saying a 
lot, since I’ve been alive for over two-hundred million years, long before your great-great- 
great-great grandparents crawled out of the primordial ooze in that galactic cesspool you 
Saiyans once called Planet Vegeta. No offense, Your Majesty.” (Brief pause). “Now Goku... 
I’m cold, tired, and miserable all over. My body hurts in places I didn’t even know I had, so it 
goes without saying I’m in a rather cranky mood. Therefore, I’m asking you... no... ’m 
telling you: SHUT THE FUCK UP, PAY ATTENTION, AND DON’T FREAKING 
INTERRUPT!” 


“Ok, ok, you don’t have to yell!” 


The cat man retold his story in record time, touching upon Zen-Oh’s social call, his 
depowerment, his rescue by Trunks and Goten, everything his audience needed to hear. 


“...I don’t hurt as much as before thanks to that Senzu bean Vegeta gave me, but I’m far from 
healed. Zen-Oh said my body would be... indisposed for a coupla days. That’s probably why 
the bean didn’t work like it was supposed to.” 


Son Goku couldn’t help but frown. 
“Wow... that really must suck.” 


“No shit. Any questions?” 


“What’re you gonna do, Lord Beerus? When you get out of the hospital, I mean.” 
The fallen Destroyer put on his thinking cap. 


“I dunno. I s’pose I’ll have to get a job, find a place to live, pay rent, get old till I croak or 
something.” 


“You're gonna turn into a frog!?” 
“T mean until I die, shit-for-brains!” 


It took Goku all of five seconds to come up with a plan. 


“Why don’t you stay over at my house? I can help you with finding a job and a home. You 
can help me with farm work, and I'll share the profits with you... of course, I don’t really 
make that much money, so...” 


It took Beerus far less time to make up his mind. 


“Farm work, huh? Not really my thing, but beggars can’t be choosers.” (Brief pause). “Sure, 
why not?” 


The strongest warrior in the Multiverse smiled from ear to ear. 
“Really? That’s great!” 
“The hell’re you so happy about?” 


Grinning deviously, the Satyan approached the sweating skittish ex-deity, made as if to 
whisper in his ear. 


“Along with help on the farm, I want something else from you.” 
“(Please-don t-ask-for-a-rematch-please-don t-ask-for-a-rematch...].” 
“I want you to train with me.” 


A scowling Beerus blinked in disbelief. Near tears, the Sphygian clutched his fists, deaf to 
Bulma’s urging to stop digging his fingernails into his blood-soaked palms. 


“You idiot... didn’t you listen to a single word I said!? I Jost my powers! I can’t—” 


“I know Zenny took them away, but I was thinking maybe, just maybe, I could help you get 
them back... at least the basics for now.” 


“Y-You freaking moron! I-I-I’m not even good for a warmup! All you guys have to do is 
snort in my general direction and I’ve had it!” 


“Don’t be like that, Lord Beerus...” 


At last Beerus unclutched his hands. Blood trickling down to the bedsheets, the Sphygian 
spared a blank gaze upon Son Goku. 


“It’s just Beerus now. The only thing I’m Lord of is broken teeth and shattered bones.” 


“Don’t beat yourself up, man. Everyone needs help at one time or another. Heck, me and 
Vegeta needed Whis’s help to figure out God ki, and we’re still learning.” 


“You seriously had to bring up God Ki?” 


“Well, I’m sorry, but I wanna help you. I can’t let somebody as cool and awesome as you 
give up on himself.” 


Beerus’s ears perked up. Had he heard the Saiyan right, or did his remaining neurons just die 
on him? 


“Huh? You... you really think that... about me?” 
“Of course I do! You’re one of the strongest guys in the universe!” 


The former Hakaishin frowned. Tone dancing between anger, sorrow, fear, despair, and hope, 
the feline allowed Goku to approach him. 


“I was one of the strongest guys in the universe. As for the ‘cool and awesome’ part... think 
you got me confused with somebody else.” 


Goku gradually put his hand on Beerus’s shoulder. The feline made no effort to stop him. 


“It’s OK, Lord Beerus. You’re sad and hurting all over. I’ve felt like that plenty of times, but I 
pulled through ‘coz I had friends like Bulma and Vegeta to help me.” 


The Saiyan Prince scoffed contemptuously. His wife, however, betrayed how warm and fuzzy 
such remarks made her feel. 


“lAww! The little boy I met years ago is very much alive... which is more than I can say for a 
certain God of Destruction]. 


A stern Beerus blinked. 


“You're serious about this, Goku? You really think I can get my powers back if I train with 
you?” 


The Saiyan shrugged. 
“I’m not really sure, to be honest, but it’s worth a try. Better’n doing nothin’.” 


Much to the surprise of all, Beerus joyfully jumped out of bed. Will strengthened, resolve 
restored, the Sphygian stood, ready to rock everyone’s world... 


(The instrumental chorus of “Limit Break x Survivor” plays in the background). “TLL DO 
IT! Let’s get out of here and—” 


..and he fell flat on his face. (Record scratch. Music screeches to anticlimactic halt... again). 
“Lord Beerus! Are you hurt?” 
“Just my pride. Gods damn it...” 


Goku laid Beerus back down on the bed as gently as possible. For his part, the former 
Destroyer dolefully massaged his bruised snout while a nurse brought in his supper. Ignoring 
the nurse’s questioning on regards to the bloodstained sheets, the cat man grabbed a plastic 
knife and fork, but had trouble holding on to them. With Bulma’s help, Beerus halfheartedly 
dug into a bit of grilled chicken, some mashed potatoes, and all but a couple of peas and 
carrots that were nothing to write home about. The nourishment was surely welcome, but the 
whole fare could’ve done with a bit of salt and other seasonings, far as the patient was 
concerned. 


Roughly fifteen minutes later, another nurse arrived with a fresh set of bedsheets, which she 
and her coworker installed while an unamused Beerus slumped over Goku’s shoulders. In the 
meantime, Bulma disposed of food waste and other rubbish. 


“You’re not going anywhere just yet. I suggest we wait a couple of weeks, see if you get your 
strength back.” 


Beerus sighed. 

“Can’t argue with that kind of logic... and Goku? I want you to promise me something.” 
“What is it, Lord Beerus?” 

The feline smiled cheekily. 

“Just Beerus, ok? Anyway, it’s a simple, dare I say reasonable request.” 

“Yeah?” 


Signaling Goku to approach, the Sphygian furiously yanked the Saiyan’s ear and screamed 
into it for at least fifty seconds. 


“DON’T EVEN THINK ABOUT ASKING ZEN-OH TO CHANGE HIS FUCKING MIND, 
YOU HEAR ME!? THAT FUCKING BRAT’S SO ANGRY WITH ME, IT’S A MIRACLE 
HE HASN’T TORN ME INTO BLOODY PIECES AND MADE SHISH KEBABS OUT OF 
MY STINKING GUTS! ALSO, DON’T GET ANY FUNNY IDEAS ABOUT MAKING 
HIM COME HERE UNLESS YOU WANT HIM TO ERASE THIS ENTIRE FUCKING 
PLANET AND THE WHOLE GODS-DAMNED UNIVERSE! DO I MAKE MYSELF 
ABSOLUTELY CLEAR!? 


“OWW! Yeah, yeah, crystal! I’m not an idiot!” 


Having released Goku, the fallen Hakaishin yawned one more time. 
“That’s a lie and you know it.” (Yawns). “Supreme Kai damn it, I’m tired!” 


“At least that hasn’t changed...” (Brief pause). “C’mon guys, let’s go so Lord Beerus can get 
some sleep.” 


“I told you, it’s just Beerus now. I’m not a Destroyer anymore. Hell, I’m not much of 
anything now.” (Another loud yawn). “Hopefully, Il be back in my temple tomorrow. 
Whis’ Il sing with that horrible voice of his while he makes breakfast, and we can both laugh 
at this nightmare I’m having.” 


“But it’s not a...” (Beerus glowers). “Ok, ok, we’re going! Sheesh...” 


Goku, Vegeta and Trunks quit the room. After a short talk with a doctor, Bulma joined them 
in the hallway with a frown on her face. 


“Poor Beerus...” 
Vegeta scowled. 
“Poor us, you mean. Like he wasn’t a pain in the ass before...” 


“Have a heart, Vegeta! The guy lost his powers, his home, everything he had, everything he 
was!” 


Vegeta wasn’t happy... at all. 


“You're surprisingly forgiving, considering what that bastard has done to us. I don’t know 
about you, but I haven’t forgotten about how he slapped you and almost killed us, how he 
wrecked your time machine without so much as a damn apology. We would all be dead now 
if you hadn’t bribed him with those fish sausages. Lastly, need I remind you he stood by and 
did nothing when Frieza invaded?” 


“Of course I haven’t forgotten, but that’s not the point! We can’t just turn our backs on him!” 
“No, you can’t turn your back on him; I, on the other hand...” 
“Vegeta, he needs our help. If we come through for him, he might—” 


“He might what, Bulma: thank us!? You seriously expect Beerus the Destroyer to feel 
gratitude!? Towards us!? He’s a fucking cat, woman! He thinks the entire Universe revolves 
around him!” (Brief pause). “If nothing else, at least now we can do something about him 
next time he—” 


“T’m with Bulma on this one, Vegeta. Don’t you remember what you were like when we first 
met?” 


“I TOLD YOU TO NEVER BRING THAT UP AGAIN!” 


Vegeta’s subsequent scream startled Bulma, Goku, Trunks, any poor dope nearby just 
minding their own business. Huffing and puffing like a man possessed, the Saiyan Prince at 
last regained his self-possession. 


“and last I checked, I’m not some overpowered, overrated, self-important cat thing who 
destroys entire galaxies because he hates greasy food or some other bullshit.” 


“Give it a rest, Vegeta. If Beerus does step out of line, you and Goku can deal with him right 
there and then. In the meantime, we’re going to do everything we can to help him.” 


The Prince of All Saiyans scoffed. 


“(Leave it to Earthlings to pity riffraff!|. Come along, Trunks; it’s way past your bedtime, and 
we need to check up on your sister.” 


“T’d better get going too. See you tomorrow, guys!” 


With that, Son Goku Instant-Transmitted himself out of Capsule Corp as the group dispersed, 
blissfully unaware that the subject/object of their discussion had heard every single word... 


The Omni-King 5 Realm... 


Zen-Oh signaled an attendant to deactivate a nearby projector. Having cleared his throat, the 
Omni-King sifted his words for a couple of microseconds. 


“Now you guys see what we must deal with. This operation will be far more complex than 
anticipated.” 


“Indeed, Your Eminence. Even so, I have some reservations about this plan. I have known 
Lord—Subject B since the day he was born. He’s not one to shut up and do as he’s told... 
unless properly compelled, that is. [He wasn t easy to potty-train, either. Boy, do I have the 
scars to prove it...].” 


“No arguments here, Whis. I never said this would be easy, let alone pleasant.” 


For her part, Vados, Guide Angel of the Hakaishin from Universe 6, relished the moment 
she’d be relieved of her duties toward a certain rotund feline of some consequence. 


“Subject C is anything but a cakewalk himself... still, I must agree with Whis: I can’t help but 
wonder why we’re doing any of this.” 


“Subject Q will prove difficult as well. In fact, I fear he will be harder to rein in than B and 
C..” 


“Count your blessings, Cognac. I, for one, will be glad to see Subject S gone. If I never again 
gaze upon that bearded moron’s face or hear his voice for the rest of eternity, I’ll live more 
than happily.” 


Whis nearly laughed. 


“Really, Mojito? You, happy?” 
Vados chuckled. 

“That would be a first!” 

The Grand Priest was not amused. 


“Furthermore, we are having trouble locating the fifth candidate. We haven’t picked up any 
trace of Subject R since the Void Realm’s attack on Universe 10.” 


A spiteful Mojito scowled. 
“Never mind that blasted elephant, Father. Are there any news regarding Kusu?” 
The Father of Angels frowned. 


“She has yet to awaken, my son. The Principle of Vacuity drained more than half her energy 
before Ru—Subject R reached her. She’s lucky to be alive, even after the ki transfusion.” 


“Can nothing more be done? We’ll need her help if we are to overcome the Void Realm. 
We’ ll also need Cukatail, Martinu, Sour, Camparri, Awamo, Korn, and Marcarita for the 
upcoming battle.” 


“The Attendants from Universes 2, 3, 5, 11 and 12 are recovering from their injuries as well, 
Cognac. In addition to placing barriers throughout the universes, I summoned Korn and 
Awamo here along with Liquiir and Iwan in compliance with Grand Zen-Oh’s orders. As for 
your reservations... His Eminence and I are aware of the risks, yet there is no other way: 
Subjects B, Q, C, S and R, the Five Failures, must become more than what they are, more 
than what they have ever been if the Multiverse is to survive. Son Goku and his friends 
should prove pivotal on that regard.” (Brief pause). “Now Whis, have you spoken with 
Subject B’s replacement?” 


“T have, Father. He can hardly wait to take charge and ‘whip this sorry excuse for a Universe 
into shape’, as he puts it.” (Chuckles). “Plus, I think B’s predecessor will come to appreciate 
him.” 


“If my Universe’s new God proves to be half the Destroyer S isn’t, P11 have no complaints.” 
“What about the Trio of Danger?” 
Mojito sighed. 


“Bergamo, Basil, and Lavender Mead are doing their best, Your Eminence, but it’s not 
enough to make up for the missing warriors. Still, I must admit the elder brother’s fighting 
prowess has improved significantly since the Tournament of Power. I am... entertaining the 
thought of offering him the title. I’m certain he’ll accept, given the right incentives.” 


Vados shrugged. 


“I have nothing more to say regarding the candidates for God of Destruction of Universe 6.” 
Cognac produced a comb and ran it through his hair. 


“You already know my thoughts about Universe 4’s candidate. My newest pupil will certainly 
be a vast improvement over that accursed rat.” 


“Good. Meeting adjourned.” 
The Angels quit the chamber. The King of All turned to one of his attendants. 


“Tell the group from Universe 4 to come in.” (Brief pause). “This oughta be interesting...” 
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Beerus’s first day as a mortal goes about as well as one would expect. However, perhaps 
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Chapter 2: Awakening 
That night, around 2:00 AM... 


Okocim found himself floating in the vacuum of space. Wearing nothing but his hospital 
gown, the former Lord Beerus shivered in deepest cold for hours (or what seemed like hours), 
mortified at his predicament: he’d begun the day as God of Destruction of Universe 7, one of 
the most powerful beings in the Multiverse, second only to Grand Zen-Oh, Grand Priest, the 
Angels, and a handful of mortals. 


However, the last four or five hours saw him reduced to a powerless wreck, severely battered 
by some nobody he recklessly, stupidly injured beeause-hejust-coutdrt get over-hts-own 
fueking-self, evicted from his temple, exiled to Planet Earth in the very Universe he’d 
neglected for so long. Now he was stuck in outer space, freezing, only an instant away from 
being spotted by former enemies or, gods forbid, spies on his fellow Destroyers’ payroll, all 
of whom would have the greatest laughing fit in eons upon learning the news. 


A comet passed the cat man by, followed by a meteor shower, both of which startled him, but 
otherwise did no damage. Okocim drifted for what seemed like forever, until a gigantic red 
planet appeared in front of him, compelling him to strain his eyes. 


“Wait a minute. This is—” 
“Planet Vegeta.” 


The Sphygian couldn’t believe who that voice belonged to: he, himself, and him, clad in full 
Destroyer regalia! Standing next to him was Whis and— 


“Think you can manage it, Frieza?” 
Frieza flashed a conniving smile. 


“Why, of course, Lord Beerus. I’ve been mulling over its destruction myself. Those filthy 
monkeys need to be put in their place before they get any funny ideas about seizing power.” 


Beerus was not impressed. Arms crossed against the chest, the Hakaishin looked the Galactic 
Overlord square in the eyes. 


“I don’t care how or why you do it, lizard: see the job through, or you can kiss your empire 
goodbye. Dismissed.” 


“As you wish, my Lord.” 
With that, the Icejin and the Destroyer parted ways. Whis grinned mischievously. 


“Dare I believe my ears, Lord Beerus? You passing up a chance to destroy a planet? What’s 
this universe coming to?” 


Beerus flashed a wicked smile. 

“Spare the sarcasm, Whis. Let’s hurry on home so we can eat and watch the fireworks.” 
“As you wish, my Lord.” 

Okocim gasped as his Attendant and former self vanished into the depths of space. 
“NO! STOP HIM! WHIS! WHUN TNTS” 


It was all in vain. It took all of ten seconds for Frieza to wipe out Planet Vegeta and its 
inhabitants, their existence engulfed in a solar hurricane which devoured women, children, 
men, animals, spacecraft, whatever stood in the way of its ravenous maw. 


Something in Okocim’s mind roared at him to escape, scream, guard himself. However, the 
ex-Destroyer found himself awed into stupefaction, as if he'd just forfeited the right to a life 
he wasn’t entitled to. The Sphygian thought his eyes deceived him: massive Death Ball 
seconds away from incinerating him, one of the countless Saiyan warriors caught in its path 
was none other than— 


“GOKU!?” 


Okocim woke up screaming at the top of his lungs. Panting violently, drenched in sweat, the 
former deity realized he was still in his room at the Medical Center. Once he caught his 
breath, the feline laid back down. Having stared into the darkness, then at his trembling, 
shivering hands, sounds of sobbing echoed through the night... 


The next day, 6:00 AM... 


The blaring alarm clock woke Okocim with a start. Examining the curious trinket, the 
Sphygian found the “Snooze” button and went back to sleep... for all of five seconds. The 
alarm resumed, prompting the same reaction. The feline shut his eyes, gently drifted into— 
and the alarm returned. Another shut off... return; shut off... return; shut off... return. Patience 
lost, an angry Okocim literally punched the clock. Damn thing didn’t even dent. 


The former Hakaishin examined himself. His left arm was tethered to a strange bag filled 
with transparent liquid, held up by a metal rod with tiny wheels. Okocim surmised a nurse 
must’ve connected him to it the night before, while he was still unconscious. Somebody also 
took the trouble to clasp a plastic band to his right wrist, which upon closer examination read 
“CCMC” and his... name? 


“L. Beerus.” 


Okocim could see it now: Goten and Trunks most likely landed outside the hospital, carrying 
him unconscious on their backs, spooking staff and visitors. No big deal. Most Earthlings 
were unused to beings capable of flying without the aid of wings or machinery, particularly 
hover cars or those ugly, overrated metal birds that could seat hundreds if you really skimped 
on leg room. What did Whis say they were called? Beerus had made a mental note to teach 
their owners a lesson, maybe even Hakai them a little, but never got around to it. 


Anyway, the half-Saiyans all but warped into the front room, yelling to the tune of “Help! 
This ugly purple cat thing is dying! Somebody save him!” Long story short, as the doctors 
and nurses did their thing, the kids flew to the Briefs mansion and gave Bulma and Vegeta the 
news. How long did it take for them to realize the boys were telling the truth, that they 
weren’t crying wolf or playing some tasteless prank? For that matter, Bulma probably had a 
hard time giving some required information to the staff, such as the patient’s full name. 


Okocim nearly laughed. He could only imagine how that discussion went. 
Bulma: “His name is L. Beerus.” 
Random Receptionist: “What does the L stand for?” 


Bulma put on her thinking cap. She needed an answer, and she needed it now. Lawrence? Too 
generic. Leonard? Too unfitting. Linus? Too silly. Lacey? Too prissy. Laertes? Too 
mythological. Louis? Again, too generic (plus, he didn’t have horns). Lamont? Too badass. 


Bulma: “Lord. His name is Lord.” 
RR (puzzled): “Lord? Lord Beerus?” 


Bulma (smiles sheepishly, crosses fingers behind back): “His parents were born-again 
Christians. Really nice people.” 


RR (indifferent): “Fair enough.” 


Still weakened from the night before, Okocim let out a faint chuckle. That Senzu bean had 
made short work of his injuries, but the same couldn’t be said of Zen-Oh’s magic and its 


aftermath. Hopefully he’d regain his strength after a coupla weeks, like Bulma said... the 
sooner, the better. The thought of spending the rest of his life as a bedridden shadow of his 
former self was anything but appealing. 


What to do now? Bulma would visit soon. Maybe a nurse would drop by and— 
“Disgraceful...” 


Ears attentive, Okocim’s eyes widened as the room grew deathly cold, the air around him 
acquired a sulfurous stench as his heartbeat sped up, and his hospital gown clung to acrid 
sweat all over his body. The Sphygian looked around. 


““W-W-Who said that?” 


Swallowing hard, the late Lord Beerus took a hasty look around. There was nobody else 
there. 


“Remove thyself, blood of Artois. Thy destiny lies not herein.” 


A glacial, otherworldly masculine voice bounced off walls, windows, picture frames, 
everything it came across. Okocim wanted to run away, scream, but couldn’t make himself do 
much of anything. 


“Yeah... that’ll happen].” 


Beerus’s brow furrowed with determination. He’d be damned before he let a figment of his 
imagination boss him around. It’d taken him a while to fall asleep last night. He was still 
rattled after yesterday, so his mind could be forgiven for playing a couple of tricks on him. 


Okocim laid back down and drifted back into sleep. So far, so good. Now there would be 
peace, quiet—and the alarm went off again. Yelling in rage, Beerus yanked the blasted 
machine from the tabletop and threw it across the room, shattering it. The former god 
swallowed hard. 


“Damn... Bulma’s gonna kill me.” (Chuckles). “So much the better...” 


The door to the room opened some four or five minutes later, heralding a doctor and a couple 
of nurses who let themselves in without preamble. The first nurse greeted the patient in a 
friendly-yet-professional tone as the doctor checked his notes. 


“Good morning, Sir.” 

An apathetic Okocim waved back. 
“Hey... how y’all doin’?” 

“Mr. Lambert Beerus?” 


“Huh?” 


“Lambert Beerus. That's your name, right?” 


Silently cursing the sweat upon his brow, Okocim, paragon of sociability, apostle of 
eloquence, flashed an awkward smile. This little misunderstanding had Bulma’s name written 
all over it. Regardless, he thought it best to play along... for now. 


“Y-Yeah, of course! That’s me, alright... Lambert Beerus!” 


The Sphygian's smile bordered somewhere between forced and creepy. The doctor raised an 
eyebrow, yet kept any suspicions to himself. 


“We’ll determine whether it’s safe for you to be up and about, then we’ll have your breakfast 
brought.” 


The second nurse took a discrete closer look. 

“Are you alright, Mr. Beerus? You seem a little... uh...” 

“Sick? Tired? Done with it?” 

“T was going to say ‘on edge’... please try to relax. This won’t hurt a bit.” 
“T Yeah, that’s what they always say...].” 


The group went about their work, asking the patient questions about his mental state, pain, 
discomfort, etc. This went on for a good ten minutes, by Okocim’s estimation. Meanwhile, 
his thoughts went back and forth to yesterday’s events, his mind’s eye ceaselessly replaying 
them in no particular order. 


Allowing his mind to wonder, Okocim laid back down while the group finished their rounds. 
Now he could gather himself, make up for lost sleep and— 


“Pitiful scion...” 
“W-WHO SAID THAT!?” 


Okocim almost threw out his neck. The Sphygian frantically looked back and forth by the 
time the spooked nurses regained their composure and the rather grumpy doctor sighed, 
relieved he'd caught a falling bottle of who-knows-who-cares just in time. A wary First Nurse 
saw fit to inquire what was going on. 


“Who said what, Sir!?” 
“Didn’t you guys hear somebody say ‘Pitiful scion’!?” 
“None of us said that.” 


The Second Nurse wasn’t happy at all, to say the least. Legs crossed, Okocim looked down 
ashamed. There he was, making a pest of himself again... he wouldn’t like that. The disgraced 
Hakaishin could see it now, that white-hot/ice-cold look he hadn’t recalled in eons. 


Imprisonment... isolation... starvation... ridicule... contempt... death... he’d gladly put up with 
all of it, if it would keep him away. Hell, erasure was becoming more appealing with each 
passing second. 


“I... ’m sorry. Guess I’m more nervous than I thought.” 


Either that or the nightmare affected Okocim more than he cared to admit. By his own 
estimation, it must’ve taken him at least a couple of hours to fall asleep again. As the 
Sphygian pondered thus, the Doctor conducted the required tests, then determined the patient 
could leave the room in a wheelchair and wander the premises with an escort. 


Shortly after, Bulma made good on her promise. 

“Good morning, Lor—Beerus.” 

Leaning as much as his aching everything allowed, Okocim whispered into Bulma’s ear. 
“Seriously? Lambert?” 

The CEO of Capsule Corp flashed an apologetic grin. 


“Y-Yeah, sorry about that. They asked for your full name, so I had to improvise. How’d you 
sleep?” 


“Ok... I guess.” 
“Beerus...” 


“T’m sorry, Bulma. It’s not that I’m not... y’know, grateful. It’s just, I feel so... shitty.” (To 
the medical staff). “Pardon my language.” 


Bulma gently squeezed Okocim’s hand. 


“You went through a terrible ordeal, Beerus. Nobody expects you to bounce back and carry 
on like nothing happened. You gotta give yourself time to heal.” (Brief pause). “Tell you 
what: first thing after breakfast, we’ll head to my house and find you something to wear.” 


“T’m really not all that hungry.” 
“It’s ok; eat as much as you can. By the way, do you drink coffee?” 
“Whis brewed some every now and then. First time I tried it, he said to me...” 


Soon as he cleared his throat, Okocim readied to mimic Whis’s voice and mannerisms. Eyes 
fixed on the wall in front of him, different scenes dancing in front of his mind's eye in no 
particular order, the Sphygian recalled the eons-old exchange as if he were witnessing it 
anew. 


‘This is coffee, Lord Beerus, a beverage popular on Planet Earth. Drink it and you’ll go right 
back to sleep and won’t wake up for the next three centuries.’” (Chuckles). “Being a 


complete and utter dumbass, I bought it hook, line and fucking sinker (pardon my 
language).” (Barely suppresses a laugh). ““Whis, he later told me he added some extra potent 
catnip from Sekhmet, my home planet. I spent hours running and jumping and scratching 
everything all over the place, even wiped my ass on a couple of fancy rugs.” (Both of them 
laugh). “To make matters worse, we had a meeting with Zen-Oh that day, which Whis 
conveniently forgot to mention. What he did mention was how I pulled down my pants and 
mooned our august audience while twerking and singing show tunes. Long story short, I 
made a complete and utter fool of myself in front of the Omni-King, the Grand Priest, their 
attendants, my brother, his attendant, my attendant, all the other Destroyers, 

and their attendants.” 


The patient and visitor guffawed to their hearts’ content, earning them stern looks from the 
nearby medical staff. Okocim paid them little heed, however. What was a social faux pas 
compared to forgetting about his predicament, about Champa, about that man, about her, if 
only for a moment? 


“Goes without saying, the divine brat didn’t look all too happy. We thought he was gonna 
erase us all right there and then, like in the hide-and-seek thing... but he just started laughing! 
Everyone joined in! Hell, I’m willing to bet they recorded the whole thing for posterity!” 
(Frowns). “I know Whis did.” 


“TIl find a way to reach him. I promise.” 

“Don’t hold your breath.” 

“Beerus... anyway, I took the liberty of arranging a meeting with my seamstress.” 

“What, you want me to try on one of your gaudy dresses?” 

“Excuse me!?” 

“T’m kidding, I’m kidding!” (Chuckles). “Geez, lemme have a laugh every once in a while!” 


“Actually, she’ll be making clothes for you. I don’t think Goku and Vegeta have anything in 
your size, and the others still don’t know what happened. Plus, that uniform of yours was 
beyond saving.” 


“If you’re wondering why I only had that one pair of pants, it’s ‘coz Zen-Oh took away 
everything else I had, then threw me out without so much as a change of underwear. Mighty 
merciful of him, leaving me a coupla rags so I don’t freeze my nuts off.” 


“Beerus, I—” 


“T know, I know... you’re sorry for what happened.” (Brief pause). “Please don’t take this the 
wrong way, Bulma, but put a lid on that. It’s making me feel worse.” 


“T understand. Look, Vegeta and I will be attending meetings all day, and Trunks will be at 
school till at least four in the afternoon.” 


“Want me to pick ‘im up?” 


“No, of course not!” (Brief pause). “I-I mean, Dad’ll take care of that. If you need anything, 
feel free to ask my parents or the staff. They’re always ready to help... within reason, that 
is.” 


“You think I’m gonna start being my usual catty self, don’t you? Don’t worry. I know better 
than to bite the hand that feeds me...” (Sly grin) “...especially when it can bite me right back. 
No offense, y’ know.” 


“None taken... oh, almost forgot. Goku called, said he wanted to take you out for ‘basic 
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training’. 
“[Damn monkey...]|. You told him ‘no’, right?” 


“He said he’d keep it simple, nothing that requires moving around. Anyway, I told him to 
swing by an hour or so from now. I was thinking—” 


“Hi, Lord Beerus!” 


Just like that, Son Goku materialized out of nowhere in front of the patient, guest, and staff. 
Such dreadful visitation inspired hosannas of terror and alleluias of screams that shattered a 
couple of thousand decibels (not to mention all known standards of decorum) and nearly 
every single eardrum within a ten-mile radius. 


Five minutes later, after the yelling subsided and everyone had caught their breath, Bulma 
punched the Saiyan upside the head. A vindicated Beerus smiled triumphantly as Earth's 
mightiest warrior nursed a giant anime bump on his head. 


“GOKU, YOU IDIOT! YOU SCARED US HALF TO DEATH!” 

“Ow! Sorry ‘bout that, guys. Just wanted t’see how you were doing, Lord Beerus.” 
The fallen God of Destruction flashed an unsettling smile. 

“Why, I’m just peachy, Goku. Can’t you see how much fun I’m having right now?” 
“Really?” 


“OF COURSE NOT, YOU NITWIT! MY BODY’S ACHING ALL OVER, PM 
PRACTICALLY NAKED, FREEZING MY BALLS OFF, DON’T HAVE A SINGLE 
ZENNI TO MY NAME AND, LEST WE FORGET, PM MORTAL! FUCKING. MORTAL.” 
(Takes a deep breath). “Anything else you want me to fill you in about?” 


“Why do babies come from?” 
“ARE YOU FOR REAL!? HOW THE FUCK DID Y—wait, what was the question again?” 
“Why. Do. Babies. Come. From?” 


Okocim blinked in utter confusion. 


“(Did you just take another blow to the head, monkey boy? Did someone spike my coffee or 
something? Is that question even allowed? |. You mean ‘where do babies come from’, right?” 


“T know that part. What I wanna know is why.” 


“ARE YOU FUCKING KIDDING ME!? THAT QUESTION DOESN’T MAKE A LICK OF 
SENSE!” 


“Well, I’m sorry. I thought maybe you would know, seeing how you used to be a... 
y know...” 


The artist formerly known as Beerus facepalmed so hard, his handprint was seared into his 
forehead. 


“[Zen-Oh, you overpowered midget... you never let up, do you?]. Why do I even bother? 
Also, in case you’re wondering, no, I’m still not well enough to start training. It’s not that I 
don’t want to: I just can’t do it right now.” 


“Hey, I understand... you still haven’t answered my question, though.” 


“T’m not the Supreme Fucking Kai, Goku. Just because I used to be a god doesn’t mean I 
know all there is to know about the Universe, or whatever else your empty little mind’s 
wondering about today.” 


“Aww...” (To Bulma). “Do you know why do babies come from?” 
And there was much facepalming and groaning... 

Later, at the Briefs Mansion Ùs living room... 

“Can we hurry this up? My arms and legs are starting to cramp.” 


Okocim struggled to keep himself straightened on a pair of elbow crutches. Meanwhile, the 
seamstress Bulma brought in measured him from head to foot. 


Far as the ex-Hakaishin was concerned, this was the epitome of opprobrium. An ex-God of 
Destruction unable to stand on his own feet, barely held up by mortal-made props! Losing his 
powers was one thing, but this!? The Omni-King must’ve really hated him if he opted for 
humiliation rather than old-fashioned erasure. Who would’ ve thought that childish blue 
thumbtack had it in him? 


The feline barely stifled a chuckle. He could see it now: his fellow Destroyers pointing at 
him, laughing themselves stupid as Zen-Oh, Grand Priest, his children, and their stooges ate 
crumpets, guzzled down tea, and recorded the occasion for posterity. Not that they’d need to: 
Gowasu, that senile pointy-eared yellow raisin, Mr. I-Almost-Screwed-the-Whole- 
Multiverse-Over-‘Coz-I’m-a-Horrible-Judge-of-Character, would only be too happy to 
immortalize this omniversal milestone for GodTube or wherever. 


Iwan, son of Riesling, of House Bundaberg, would be munching on popcorn or whatever, 
guffawing out loud like the self-pleased putz he was. Jerez, daughter of Doza, of House 


Ahram, would steal her glance from her hand mirror for a chuckle here and there. Regardless, 
she’d have more important things to do than watch the latest scion of the eursed fabled Artois 
bloodline be humiliated for the viewing pleasure of every jerk and their sister. Mule, heir of 
Haku, of House Ketel, would mark the occasion by stepping out from Mosco, that rusty 
hunkajunk glorified porta-potty of his, to personally etch a couple hundred sketches for gods 
know what purposes. 


Next would be Quitela, heir of Sazerac, of House Rosangel. Sweet merciful gods, how he 
hated that fucking rat with the white-hot passion of a septillion suns! Okocim could hear it 
now, that grating “Kekeke!” laugh echoing through the room as Quitela pointed at “Beerus” 
and pigged out on Roquefort or some other overpriced cheese. In the meantime, Pack Mule 
graciously accepted a back ish of some science magazine or other in exchange for a turn 


inside Mosco fanta foursome? With Zenny and Grand Priest?). 


Such lovely dissonance could only be perfected by Arak, son of Ksarak, of House Gat. Now 
that would be quite a sight. Who would’ve thought that self-righteous prune had a sense of 
humor? Hell, his laugh box would probably crap out on him, having gone underused for 
veritable centuries. Oh well... he could always bribe Mule to make him an artificial one that 
generates free Wi-Fi and pumps medicine into his heart to fix that little problem downstairs. 


Of course, Beerus’s humiliation wouldn’t be complete without his beloved twin brother. 
Champa would burn over ten thousand calories by cackling alone. He’d probably have a six- 
pack by the ten-minute mark. Vados and the rest of the Angels (even the male ones) would 
stop guffawing at intervals to admire it. 


Next would be Liquiir, son of Nebbiolus, of House Amarone, stupidly handsome as ever, 
growing his ten-millionth tail by sheer force of hilarity in an event that would make the 
Tournament of Power look like a Sunday picnic on Earth’s moon (assuming some jackass 
hadn’t blown it up again). Not far would be Sidra, son of Bantam, of House Blackthorn, 
relieved that he’d finally found someone more pathetic than himself... that, and a cure for his 
Supreme Kai’s chronic hemorrhoids. 


Rumush, son of Kapil, of House Hariya, would come next, trumpeting his amusement for 
everyone to hear, getting more work done in a minute than he had in eons. On the other hand, 
Vermoud, heir of Riccadonna, of House Cinzano, would make obnoxious comments to the 
tune of “What’s the matter, Beerus? Don’t have a leg to stand on?” while he went over a 
checklist of novelty condoms and other souvenirs for Jiren and the rest of that 
superhero/circus troupe of his. 


Last but certainly not least, Geene, heir of Bonak, of House Terroir, wouldn’t have to worry 
about missing his daily training. He’d be getting his workout in spades, seeing how he 
seemed to laugh once or twice every couple of eons, around the same time he’d have his 
once-every-couple-hundred-millenniums orgasm before resuming his fishy celibacy (no pun 
intended). 


Still, Okocim would gladly put up with all that and more if it meant he wouldn’t be there. 
Merciful Omni-King, anything but that! The disgraced deity would rather Vegeta wring his 
neck than suffer that male and his look of relentless contempt. 


Who knows? Maybe he’d be too amused to summon that lackey of his (hell was his name 
again? It’d been over a billion years, after all). Guy likely had better things to do than yell at 
him, lock him up and call him— 

“Beerus!” 

“Huh!?” 

“Straighten yourself up. You’re slouching too much.” 


“Sorry, Fa—Bulma. Must’ve zoned out a bit.” 


Okocim clumsily complied. The Sphygian took a quick look at the outfit Bulma lent him: an 
oversized pink shirt that read “BADMAN” at the back, excessively wide cargo jeans barely 
held in place by a leather belt, and a pair of almost clown-like sneakers which, much like 
their wearer, had clearly seen better days. At long last the seamstress stood up. 


“And we’re done. I can have the first set ready by this afternoon at the latest, Mrs. Briefs.” 
“That’s perfect! You hear that, Beerus? You won’t have to wear those things much longer.” 
“Good. I look like a friggin’ scarecrow. Too much ‘crow’, not enough ‘scare’.” 


Bulma and the seamstress laughed. The seamstress exchanged further pleasantries, then 
showed herself out. 


“You see, Beerus? Things’re looking up already.” 
“Yeah, sure... uh, Bulma? Not to be rude or anything, but could you—” 


As luck would have it, the Sphygian fell flat on his face as he made to point to a nearby 
wheelchair. The unamused god-turned-mortal nursed his bruised snout as Bulma helped him 
back up. 


“Gods damn it! It’s like they took out my fucking skeleton and replaced it with overcooked 
noodles!” (Brief pause). “Damn, that smarts!” 


“PI get you some ice, then I’Il show you your room before you go out with Goku.” 
“Sounds like a plan.” 
Later still... 


Bulma led the way to a room further inside the Briefs household. Okocim followed behind, 
struggling to keep up in his wheelchair. 


“Hellre we doin’ here?” 


“Remember that young man who came here on that time machine? [Y’know... the one 
you destroyed?].” 


“The blue-haired guy who tried to make me fight Zamasu, but I told him to fu—quit naggin’ 
me or I’d Hakai him?” 


“That’s the one. He used this room the first time he visited our timeline.” 

“That’s when 17 and 18 were a threat and you guys adopted this timeline’s Cell, right?” 
“That’s right, only we don’t call him that anymore. His name is Android 21. 

“Won’t that get confusing later on?” 

“Why would it be confusing?” 


“Never mind. Just thinking out loud.” (Brief pause). “Nice place. Any particular reason why 
we’re alone?” 


“No, why do you...?” (Turns crimson red). “Hold on, you don’t think—” 
Visage burning red hot, Okocim looked away, nervously tugging on his shirt collar. 


“N-No, it’s not like that at all!” (Brief pause). “N-Now Bulma... y-y-you’re a very attractive 
woman and all, but...” 


Silence. Couple of awkward seconds later, the late Lord Beerus met the eyes of the President 
of Capsule Corp. 


“Bulma... look... I know I’m not easy to get along with. I can be petty, surly, not to mention 
selfish and an overall drag and purveyor of misery, but... I’m not that kind of male.” 


“Beerus... that’s the sweetest thing you’ve ever said to me.” 

Okocim chuckled, slightly more at ease. 

“Well, considering the bar’s been set so astronomically low... please don’t tell Vegeta.” 
“Don’t worry, I won’t. You can call on the intercom if you—” 

“You ready to go, Lord Beerus?” 


Son Goku had just Instant-Transmitted himself into the room. Bulma and Okocim screamed 
their guts out... again. 


Two hours later... 


Goku and Okocim apparated in a clearing not far from the Satyan’s home. The greatest 
warrior of Universe 7 inhaled and exhaled with gusto. Truly this was a great day to be alive, 
even if a certain feline was adamant on souring the mood. 


“We’re here, Lord Beerus.” 


“Just Beerus, ok? Why’d you bring me to the middle of nowhere? You realize I’m still 
recovering, right?” 


“We’re not gonna do anything difficult. Today I’m gonna teach you how to channel ki.” 
“Fair enough.” 


With a forlorn sigh, Okocim shut his eyes, cupped his hands, concentrated ki into his 
fingers... nothing happened. 


“|Focus...].” 

Another attempt... still nothing. 

“Almost... almost there... I can feel it...].” 

Nothing still. Another attempt. 

“(L-It shouldnt be this hard!].” 

Nothing, zero, zip, nada. The feline was all but drowning in his own sweat by now. 
“Quit screwin’ around, Beerus! Focus!|. GODS DAMMIT!” 


Another whole load of nothing. Panting with increasing violence, the exasperated Beerus 
firmly shut his eyes and dug his fingernails into his palms. Blood dripping to the ground not 
unlike a belated crimson drizzle, a concerned Goku reached out to him. 


“| That s weird. He should be able to do this by now...|. H-Hey, take it easy, Lord Beerus! We 
won’t get anywhere if you lose your temper.” 


“DON’T TELL ME NOT TO LOSE MY TEMPER, YOU MENTALLY HANDICAPPED 
APE!” (Brief pause). “Channeling energy is like learning how to walk. You have to know 
how to get from one point to another before... before... before... FUCK!” 


Deaf to Goku’s pleas, Beerus’s hands turned a fiery scarlet as a sulfurous stench enshrouded 
him. World around him dissolving into a cacophony of voices, oceans of draconic screams 
washed over the disgraced Hakaishin, who then opened his bloodshot eyes, minute pupils 
hatefully fixed upon the Saiyan at the same time his maw foamed a sanguine white. 


“DO IT, YOU LITTLE FUCKUP! HURRY UP AND DO IT!” 

“Lord Beerus!” 

“GET IT RIGHT, YOU FUCKING MISFIRE! GET IT RIGHT THE FUCK NOW!” 
“Lord Beerus, stop!” 


“USELESS! WORTHLESS! UNTEACHABLE! YOU. ARE. NOTHING! 
NOTHING! YOUR MOTHER SHOULD NEVER 


HAVE GIVEN BIRTH TO YOU, DO YOU HEAR ME!? DO YOU HEAR 
MEEEEEEEEEE!?” 


Son Goku, one among the greatest living warriors in the history of the Multiverse, one of five 
surviving members of the once proud Saiyan race from the defunct Planet Vegeta on 
Universe 7, found himself paralyzed by fear for the first time in years. The wheelchair bound 
being before him looked and sounded like former God of Destruction Beerus, but the things 
coming out of his mouth belonged to someone (or something) the Saiyan was in no hurry to 
meet. 


“IT’S ALL YOUR FAULT! YOUR FAULT! SHE’S GONE AND SHE’S NEVER COMING 
BACK BECAUSE OF YOU, OKOCIM LECH-SA!” 


“LORD BEERUS! SNAP OUT OF IT!” 


Having grabbed Okocim by the shoulders, Goku shook him as rough-yet-gently as possible. 
At long last, the cat man groaned his way back to the waking world. 


“Ow... G-Goku? W-Where am I? What... What’s going on?” 
“That’s what J wanna know! Just... just look at yourself, man! Your hands...” 


Having wiped the foam from his mouth, Okocim beheld his scarlet-drenched palms. Teary 
eyes stinging, every other part of his body throbbed and burned, leaving him no better off 
than the previous day... no. The pain and injuries following his undeification were a fart in 
the wind compared to what he felt now. 


“I... I... I was trying to channel ki, then I... I blacked out. I don’t remember anything after 
that. What the hell happened?” 


“You... you said things I’d rather not repeat, Lord Beerus... I mean, I’ve seen you angry 
before, but this? I don’t know...” 


A glowering Beerus bared his fangs. 
“You don’t know what?” 

“Well...” 

“Quit pussyfooting around and tell me!” 
“Look, it was weird, alright!?” 


“Really? That 5 the best you can come with? [Note to self: get this guy a Thesaurus for his 
birthday].” 


“Look, I don’t know what else to say, ok!? You were insulting somebody named Okay- 
zinc...” 


Beerus’s ears perked up right there and then. 


“D-Did you mean ‘Okocim’ by any chance?” 
“Yeah... is that somebody you know?” 


Uneasily drying the sweat on his brow with a shirt sleeve, Okocim stared at Goku like he was 
lost in space. Having shook his head, the cat man somehow managed to hold back a stream of 
tears. 


“I... Pd rather not say, Goku. Let’s... let’s just continue the lesson, shall we?” 
“Ok. Just... try to stay calm, ok? Getting angry won’t solve anything.” 

“PI try.” 

Capsule Corp, later that afternoon... 


“Tm tellin’ you, it was weird! One moment Beerus is angry, the next he’s callin’ himself 
names like he’s talking to somebody else! And get this: he says he doesn’t remember any of 
it, not even when he called himself... Ok... Oak... Okeydokey... something like that. I’m 
really worried about him, Bulma. He needs help, but he doesn’t wanna...” 


Goku’s voice droning in the background, Bulma gazed at Beerus from her penthouse window. 
The former god sat by the side of the Briefs’ swimming pool, lost in thought. The president 
of Capsule Corp turned her gaze to the man she’d known for years now. Plenty of times she’d 
seen Goku happy, angry, sad, even scared, but never at such a loss for words. 


“PI talk to him. I’m not making any promises, but I’ll see what I can do.” 
“Thanks, Bulma.” (Frowns). “I bet they won’t be happy when... y’ know.” 
“Was it that bad?” 


“Beerus’s having trouble learning ki control. We’re done for if he can’t figure that out. I wish 
I could do something about it, but—” 


“Don’t beat yourself up, Goku. You’re doing your best with what you’ve got. You’re a 
fighter, not a miracle worker.” 


“I know; guess I’d better go.” (Brief pause). “Hey, maybe I should ask—” 


With that, Son Goku Instant-Transmitted out of Capsule Corp. Bulma took to the pool area. 
By that time a forlorn Okocim soaked his feet in the water. Staring at nothing, the sighing 
feline barely spared a glance when the President of Capsule Corp greeted him. 


“Hey.” 
“Hi... how you doin’? How was your day?” 


“Y’ know... the usual.” 


“Glad t’see somebody’s doing good...” 

“Goku told me about today...” 

“Didn’t do it on purpose. Something... something snapped. Dunno how else to explain it.” 
The Earthling sat next to the patient. 


“I’m not accusing you of anything, Beerus. Goku and I want to help you, but you gotta be 
patient with us... with yourself...” 


“Don’t take a genius to know that.” 

“Goku also said you called yourself a name.” 

“From what I gather, I called myself plenty of names.” 
“T think it was... Oak... Oakey...” 


“Okocim. Okocim Lech-Sa, to be precise. You wanna know where it comes from, what it 
means, that sorta thing, don’t you?” 


“You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to. I don’t wanna pry.” 
“S ok.” 


The fallen Destroyer lifted his left leg so that the knee touched his chest and the chin rested 
on top of it. 


““Okocim’ is what my parents named me when I was born... dunno what it means, though. 
Knowing Mother and Father, it most likely belonged to an ancestor. For that matter, ‘Lech’ is 
my father’s given name, and ‘Sa’ means ‘son’ in my native language.” 


“Son of Lech’” 


Okocim nodded. At least one person in this universe used their head for purposes other than 
hair growth... then again, he didn’t have much of a right to boast, either. There he was, a 
fallen Hakaishin, not a cent in his pockets, living off the kindness of... strangers? Not quite... 
but not exactly friends, either. Lackeys of the unwilling type? An indelicate term, for sure, 
but certainly more accurate. 


“[ Seriously, what is it with you people!? Why’re you being so kind to me after... well, 
everything!? Guess Goku wasn t the only one who took a blow to the head...|. While we’re at 
it, Champa’s birthname is Lanson Brulle-Sa, ‘Brulle’ being our mother’s given name. Lech 
Blanton-Sa, my father, he belonged to the Noble and Distinguished House of Artois from 
Planet Sekhmet on Universe 11, whereas Brulle Féverte-Se (means ‘daughter of Féverte’, by 
the way) belonged to the Noble and Distinguished House of Marnier from Planet Dawon on 
Universe 2.” 


“You have a patronymic. Champa has a matronymic.” 


Okocim turned to Bulma. 
“Come again?” 


“You have a last name based on your father’s given name, while Champa has one based on 


your mother’s.” (Brief pause). “If I had to guess, House Marnier is matriarchal, and House 
Artois patriarchal. That about right?” 


The son of Lech passively nodded. 
“Why do your brother and you have different last names? I thought you were twins.” 


“We are... different houses, different customs, s’all. Technically, they ain’t exactly last names, 
either, but I digress. Mother raised Champa in Universe 6, while Father did the same to me 
here in Universe 7.” 


“To you?” 


Okocim looked over the horizon. Though a miasma of remembrance darkened his mind’s 
eye, the Sphygian had little trouble maintaining his composure around his benefactor. Even 
so, such newfound aplomb could only last for so long before things fell apart yet again. 


“(Nothing a lil' bit of deflection can't solve...). When a candidate for God of Destruction 
ascended, they would take the name of a predecessor, usually one who held office centuries 
before. Blanton, my grandfather on my father’s side, he took the name ‘Lager’. Father took 
the name ‘Tusker’. Mother took the name ‘Afsnath’. Me and Lanson, we became ‘Beerus’ 
and ‘Champa’. Once you picked your name, it stuck with you even after you ceded the title, 
so my parents and my brother were always Tusker, Afsnath, and Champa to me. It’s been so 
long since I last used their birthnames, I guess I just forgot about ‘em.. Hell, it’s been fucking 
ages since I recalled mine (pardon my language).” 


“T see... thanks for telling me.” 
“Don’t mention it.” 


Bulma and the feline kept quiet for a couple of minutes. The Earthling couldn’t recognize the 
figure seated next to her. Beerus... no, Okocim, seemed like a down-to-Earth kinda guy, the 
complete opposite of the irascible, skittish, high-strung, uptight, gluttonous, callous, 
sanctimonious, selfish jerkass who crashed her birthday party and almost destroyed Earth, 
whom she, her friends and family had learned to... love? 


No... more like mutually tolerated. The Destroyer allowed their ephemeral existence, as long 
as they did whatever he wanted when he wanted. Lord Beerus proved himself reasonable, 
even somewhat amiable, at least some of the time. Still, Vegeta, Raditz, Nappa, Cell/21, 
Piccolo, Buu... he’d made all of them look like puppies, even at their worst. 


Though Beerus had mellowed out since then, he still had the power and inclination to reduce 
this planet, not to mention the entire Universe, to a lifeless cinder in a moment’s notice. One 
needed only to say or do the wrong thing at the wrong place and at the wrong time, such as 


interrupting his “me” time, refusing his requests (no matter how (un)reasonable), or just 
rubbing him the wrong way. Therefore, it was imperative to keep him happy at all costs. 
What was a few hundred thousand zenni in overpriced food compared to the privilege of 
living in this planet, this universe Goku and friends had sacrificed, bled, even died for more 
times than anyone cared to count? 


And now this happened. God of Destruction Beerus, the volatile kitty-cat her baby daughter 
had inexplicably taken a shine to, suddenly lost everything that made him hated and feared 
throughout the Multiverse. In his place stood Okocim, son of Lech, a mild-mannered fellow 
with depressive tendencies, who looked rather uncomfortable in his own skin. 


Speaking of skin, Bulma noted something off about the cat man’s fur. 


“Is it me, or is it losing color? Surely there has to be a logical explanation for it, all of this... 
in the meantime...|. Vegeta’s cooking dinner tonight. You must be starving.” 


“Not really.” 


“You have to eat, Beerus. You can’t expect to recover otherwise. Which reminds me... did 
Goku...?” 


“He gave me lunch. Hunted it for me. If Pd known roasted dinosaur tasted that good, I 
wouldn’t have...” (Sighs, frowns). “I’m tired, Bulma. I feel like shit. I just wanna hit the sack, 
hope I'll wake up back home tomorrow. This... this feels so... so... unreal.” 


Okocim stared at his opened hands by now. Mind mired in memories, the Sphygian came 
back down to Earth the moment Bulma briefly took his hand. 


“Tt’s ok... take things one day at a time. Focus on here and now. Tomorrow will take care of 
itself.” 


Okocim smiled a tired little grin, then yawned out loud, followed by his stomach rumbling 
ever so slightly. 


“Thanks... well, whaddya know? I am kinda hungry. Hopefully His Majesty has warmed up 
to me by now.” 


A chuckling Bulma helped Okocim into his wheelchair. 
“We’ll see about that.” 


A bit of mirth would certainly lift the feline’s spirits. Though this wouldn’t make his 
problems go away (especially if Bulma’s suspicions held true), a respite, however brief, 
would do everybody a world of good... 
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Chapter 3: Destroyers from the Void 


The Void Realm... 


Within a ruined palace illuminated by sparse torchlight, the massive doors to a great hall 
opened, letting in an anthropomorphic cobra man carrying a chained, barely conscious figure 
on his back. In front of the new arrival stood a set of crumbling stairs leading to an imposing 
throne, occupied by a draconic humanoid dressed in a Hakaishin’s garb. 


Tired of staring at the sheathed katana to his right, the dragon man turned to the seat to his 
left, occupied by a rusty-mahogany colored Attendant clad in a Byzantine klivanion, an 
obsidian-colored tunic, and aquamarine-hued greaves. Distracted by two platinum-hued halos 
suspended around his neck, flame-tinged eyes appraising the serpent, the latter fellow 
scratched the top of his balding head. The figure to the right spared not so much as a glance. 


“Is something the matter, Beinwell? Thou art rather quiet.” 
“There is naught to talk about, Lord Mate. Naught to look forward to.” 
Mate turned to Beinwell with a sorrowful look. 


“Art thou truly so downcast, Ancient Master? Will nothing elevate thy spirits?” 


Paying little attention to the dragon man, the Attendant sighed his ennui away. 

“To watch thee humiliate yet another prisoner shan’t remedy mine predicament.” 

Mate steely looked on ahead. 

“I swore a Holy Vow, one I intend to fulfill.” 

“Oaths are null herein. Why cling to them if thou art bound no longer?” 

“Bushido demandeth it. Well do I remember thy lessons from mine youth.” 

“Of all lessons, thou doth harp on this one. Indeed mine eons play me for a fool.” 

Mate smiled, only for his expression to sour the moment he glanced upon the new arrival. 


“Trouble not thyself, Wise One. Our victory and reckoning are at hand.” (Brief pause). “Here 
comes mine kinsman Lord Caron with another means to achieve it.” 


Barely refraining from hissing his contempt out loud, Caron bowed to the best of his ability. 
The cobra man had a role to play. Everything hinged on how well he did so. 


“Hail, Lord Mate, Sir Beinwell! Grand Numen, as per thine ord’nance, I bring forth our latest 
prisoner: God of Destruction Geene, from the Twelfth Universe.” 


The deity dropped the vanquished, groaning Hakaishin. Having quit their seats, Mate and 
Beinwell floated to the new arrivals. The katana stayed put, slumbering within short-lived 
intervals of noise, which briefly upset deafening silence. 


Mate seethed with rage. It took but a glance to realize the prisoner was severely injured. 


“What meaneth this, Chinokiba Dhejava!? I specifically forbade violence against our fellow 
gods!” 


A fearful Caron swallowed hard. 
“Twas onerous to subdue him, m-m-mine Lord. I h-h-humbly beg thy pardon.” 
“Mine pardon!? Thou art fortunate he draweth breath!” 


Geene cautiously eyed the hitherto confident reptile: Caron towered above Mate and 
Beinwell at seven-foot-two. Exuding bloodlust through every pore, the serpent’s wound and 
dust-soiled opaque red, blue and green scales highlighted a veritable empire of scars spread 
across the face, back, chest, and both sets of limbs, distributed throughout an artfully carved 
tattooed torso, arms, and legs from the kneecaps all the way to the sandaled tridacty] feet, all 
of it visible through the gaps in Caron’s tattered uniform. Already ruptured on the left side, 
the right of the cobra man’s hood was torn in several places, retaining a single platinum stud 
around its middle tip. His only remaining eye colored lavender, the right one had been 
reduced to a scarlet blotch during his fight with Geene back in Universe 12, similar to the 


heavily mutilated serpentine tail barely holding on to its stump. Two out of three fingers from 
the snake deity’s left hand seemed broken, the right one rendered altogether useless. 


Mate and Beinwell also noticed signs of internal bleeding in several areas around the serpent 
and the fishman’s ribcage, arms, and legs. The Grand Numen made his displeasure all the 
more evident through a contemptuous growl. 


“He must be a formidable warrior to have injur’d thee so... kinsman.” 
Beinwell flashed a cheeky smile. 


“One can only hope he is worthy, unlike the mongrels thy sister vanquished, mine Lord. ‘Tis 
shame they acquitted themselves so poorly ‘gainst Lady Chifir; verily, she deserves better 
opponents.” 


“Indeed. ‘Tis pity the All-Sovereign’s standards should wax so poor.” 


Caron chirped a hiss-like laugh, much to Geene’s unabashed disgust, Mate’s overall 
displeasure, and Beinwell’s wry indifference. The deity of Universe 12 was counting the 
minutes, longing to rip out Caron’s innards and shove them down his throat. However, not 
even that punishment would do, considering the atrocities the damn snake perpetrated back at 
his home universe. Mate’s heaven-sundering roar brought them all back to the present just 
before he faced Caron. 


“Respect! I shan’t abide mockery of our fellow Lords!” (Switches to Nahuatl). “{Thou hast 
disregarded mine commandment, scion of Allpa! The blood of mine guest staineth thy hands! 
Thou didst ravage planets, needlessly extinguished myriad lives! Did mine lord father teach 
thee nothing!?}.” 


“{B-But L... }” 


Caron literally quaked in his nonexistent boots. Beinwell thought fast; diverting the Grand 
Numen’s wrath was of utmost importance. 


“Where is Chifir-sama? Hath she not intelligence to impart? For that matter, I was led to 
believe Lahpeth-sama would deliver the Hakaishin from the Fifth Universe.” 


Caron took the hint. Visage warped in fear, the reptile man solemnly bowed. Geene felt rather 
uneasy himself, for some reason. 


“O-O-Our fellows b-b-beg thy pardon, G-G-Grand N-Numen. A-A-As we speak, Lady Chifir 
doth corroborate knowledge gleaned by our spies. As for Lord Lahpeth, he aideth Ko—Lord 
Masala in caring for our wounded. He shall meet ye with the Calamantian from the Fifth 
posthaste.” 


Mate forced himself to relax. Losing his temper would get him nowhere. Reducing Caron to 
a scaly punching bag, as he’d done countless times throughout the eons, was also out of the 
question. 


Sighing himself into makeshift serenity, the dragon man turned to examine the prisoner: 
uniform utterly ruined, stole around his neck conspicuously absent, Geene was covered in 
wounds of varying gravity, including chemical burns, broken bones, and pulled ligaments. 
Countenance tinted a sickly blotchy gray, both eyes half-shut under hematomas, fins on the 
head worn to near extinction, the Hakaishin literally cried tears of blood as he concealed a 
suppurating stump where his left forearm once was. The dragon god also noticed a series of 
deep stripe-like scratches across the fish deity’s back, along with two bite marks between the 
right of the neck and shoulder. The adjacent areas were colored a death-like black which had 
spread to most of the Destroyer’s upper body. 


Mate made up his mind. 
“(The scion of Allpa hath gone too far and... no; first things first]. Beinwell!” 


Thus beckoned, the Attendant unsheathed his paramerion and touched the bite marks with its 
tip. Swallowed by gentle light, Geene looked at himself after it faded: his wounds were 
completely healed. There was no sign of the black stain; his lost arm and eroded fins had 
somehow grown back and regained their health by the time Mate crouched to his height. 


“Caron envenom’d thee?” 


Geene nodded. The growling dragon man flashed several rows of sharp teeth as a panicked 
Caron frantically looked left and right, searching for a rock under which to crawl for the next 
couple of eons. 


“I-I did what I deem’d best, Lord Mate! H-H-He wouldn’t yield and—” 


Mate decked Caron with an adamantine punch, which sent the reptile flying into an adjacent 
wall, much to Geene and Beinwell’s delight. The already ruined wall was nearly obliterated 
upon impact; nary a stone remained whole when the smoke cleared. 


Beinwell casually approached Geene with an appraising look. Though his expression 
betrayed curiosity, the Attendant otherwise seemed little invested in all that transpired. 


“T’ would seem a Kualuan hath fallen into our nets... hast thou found a worthy rival, Lord 
Caron?” 


A coughing Caron emerged from the rubble. Spitting out several bloody teeth, the snake man 
calmly dusted himself off with hiss-like laughter, none the worse for wear after the Grand 
Numen’s outburst. 


“Nay; he shan’t be thus once Mate-sama salts him.” 

Having spoken thus, the serpent god leered at the Hakaishin from the Ultimate Universe. 
(Translated from Nahuatl). “{‘Tis pity he’s not mortal. I should like to know him}.” 
Mate’s subtle growl echoed throughout the silence of the Void. 


“A-A-Apologies, mine Lord! I-I-I spake but for mine ears!” 


“I bid thee welcome, Geene-sama.” 


Ignoring the cobra, the Doragonian solemnly bowed, then offered to help the aquatic deity 
back to his feet. Regardless, the Kualuan was in no mood to exchange pleasantries. 


“Who the fuck’re you!? Where’s Arak!?” 


Bloodthirsty eyes fixed upon the Grand Numen, Geene the Annihilator spitefully bared his 
fangs at Mate. The dragon man had straightened himself by the time an unamused Beinwell 
approached their latest guest. 


“Guard thy tongue. Thou speakest to Grand Numen Lord Mate XXI, son of Terer, of the 
Most Eminent and Royal House of Ophion.” 


“Whatever...” 


Geene ventured a closer look: standing around six-foot-six, Mate bore a rounded snout 
crowned by prominent ridges over black-tinted eyes. Brow crowned with rather unimpressive 
horns, sleek pointy ears ever sensitive to what little sound reverberated throughout the Void, 
dead silence enshrouded the dragon's hair, itself tinted a metallic light pinkish hue. Dark- 
green scales on the arms and tail accentuated by red stripes of varying width and length, the 
whole of him was complimented by ochre beginning at the neck, ending perhaps somewhere 
the Kualuan didn’t care to see. 


As part of his otherwise simple uniform, the Grand Numen wore a shirt bearing a sizable 
mon insignia at the center: a five-pointed cherry blossom set within a white circle against a 
black background, its center bearing four Eastern dragons facing north, south, east, and west 
in a pinwheel pattern. There was little else remarkable about the dragon man’s indumentary, 
save that it was quite worn. Perhaps it had existed for thousands of years, much like the 
carved white nacre-like armband on Mate’s right wrist. 


“I won’t ask again: where’s Arak?” 


Geene impatiently palmed his own fist. Flashing a horrific grin, an amused Caron licked his 
nonexistent lips, much to the Grand Numen's vexation. 


“Bite back thy spleen, boy. Thou hast no power herein.” (Switches to Nahuatl). “{Shan’t be 
long ere thou doth sweeten mine sheets }.” 


“{That will be all, Lord Caron}.” 
“{Tf it pleaseth thee, Lord Mate, I should like to—}.” 


Mate’s deafening roar resounded throughout the palace. The serpentine deity hastily bowed, 
muttered something in Nahuatl, then quit the throne room without further incident, leaving 
his superior to bow anew. 


“Please accept mine apologies, Geene-sama. Mine kinsman shan’t—” 


“Don’t change the subject, lizard.” 


Beinwell could only scoff: such insolence, from yet another pathetic excuse for a deity! 
Caron was right: the All-Sovereign had grown careless, even complacent. The fact he had 
chosen such unworthy vassals was undeniable proof. 


Setting himself straight, Mate flashed a disapproving glare at Beinwell. His Attendant/teacher 
was much too generous when it came to giving tongue to his thoughts. Even so, the dragon 
god couldn’t recall a single instance of Beinwell disrespecting him, his father, sister, or his 
fellow Numina. Lesser deities and mortals, on the other hand... 


“Geene!” 


The Hakaishin from Universe 12 turned around. A chained Arak entered the throne room, 
guided by a mysterious figure holding his bindings. 


There was something off about these so-called Destroyers from the Abyss. Geene had little 
desire to find out what. The Omni-King and Grand Priest at their worst never inspired such 
dread, such revulsion, such... 


Arak (telepathically): “[Are you alright? ].” 

Geene (ditto): “[Just peachy... what about you?].” 

Arak: “[P U live; any sign of the others?].” 

Geene: “[I can t pick up their ki; too many energy signatures around... enormous ones.” 


Arak: “[I’ve never sensed this kind of ki before. It’s like God ki and Energy of Destruction 
rolled into one, but also different].” 


Geene (determined): “| Ready when you are. Just say the word and—}.” 


Arak (alarmed): “[Are you insane!? Those people outside are stronger than us! These three 
are in a league of their own!].” (Brief pause). “[We need a plan, Geene. We can t just fight 
our way out of this one].” 


Geene: “[J’// get back to you on that... if we survive].” 
Beinwell spared an appraising stare. 


“A Calamantian... ‘tis been ages since we last saw their ilk, mine Lord.” (To Arak 5 minder). 
“It gladdens me to see deities make good on their promises, Lord Lahpeth.” 


The alluded bowed before the dragon deity and his herald. 


(Translated from Japanese). “{Hail, Mate-sama, Sir Beinwell. As per thy mandate, I have 
apprehended Zumot al-Massaya from the Fifth Universe}.” 


A stern Mate snorted his disapproval in the form of black smoke. 


“{Respect, Lahpeth-sama. Address our fellow god as due}.” 


“1I humbly beg thy pardon, Grand Numen}.” 


Arak took a cautious look while Mate gave Beinwell a stink-eye: standing some eight feet 
tall, Lahpeth was clad in severely scratched samurai armor. The latter bore a diagonal sash 
hanging from the right shoulder, as well as a stole not all that different from the ones Gods of 
Destruction wore, both embroidered with symbols the captive deities couldn’t recognize. The 
Hakaishin of Universe 5 hadn’t a clue what his vanquisher’s visage looked like on account of 
the heavily dented kabuto helmet and metallic visor-slash-snouted mask covering it. 
Nevertheless, he thought it safe to infer this warrior wasn’t of humanoid extraction. 


Lahpeth returned Arak’s stare. he Destroyer God turned away in the nick of time. He didn’t 
dare look into his minder’s reddish-orange eyes for the same reason he avoided the glare of 
Lahpeth’s fellow deities. 


Arak (telepathically): “|Bastards... must take quite a bit of restraint for them not to rend us 
limb from limb...].” 


Geene: “[ You dont say?].” 
The captives turned as a looming Lahpeth bowed before them. 


“I see Caron-sama’s quest hath met with triumph... I am honour’d to make thine 
acquaintance, Geene-sama of the Twelfth Universe.” 


The samurai god bowed. A puzzled Geene turned to a flabbergasted Arak, who merely 
shrugged. Lahpeth handed Arak’s chains to a sardonic Beinwell, then turned towards Mate. 


“Grand Numen, if I may, Masala-sama hath much work to do. He requireth aid, e’en if he 
dareth not beseech it. Please summon forth thy servant if thou hast further need of him}.” 


Mate smiled kindly. From what Geene surmised, the dragon and Lahpeth had an amicable 
relationship, at the very least. Not that he cared: the sooner he and Arak punched their smug 
faces in, the better. 


“Thou needest not abase thyself, Beloved Mentor. Aid mine brother however thou canst}.” 
Lahpeth bowed anew, then took his leave. Mate did the same before the captive Hakaishin. 
“I bid you welcome, fellow deities. I entreat ye, forgive mine subjects their transgressions: 
Lord Caron laid waste to the Twelfth Universe in defiance of mine edict, yet the rest merely 


acted upon mine hest.” 


Seething with Energy of Destruction, Arak and Geene approached Mate. Much as he wanted 
to verbally tear those two a new one, the fish man thought it best to let the Calamantian 
speak. 


“What have you done to the others?” 


Beinwell flashed another amused grin. 


“Trouble not thyself, mine Lord. Thy fellow ex-deities from the Second, Third and Eleventh 
Universes sojourn herein.” 


Arak stared daggers into the interloper: such impudence from... an Angel? No... this fellow 
was something else entirely. His ki was different from Cukatail’s or any other Attendant the 
Hakaishin from Universe 5 knew. In fact, Arak was convinced this creep could break 
Cukatail and his siblings (even Grand Priest himself) in half just by looking at them funny, if 
that incommensurable energy signature was anything to go by. 


“Your superior has a tongue, Attendant. Now would be a good time for him to use it.” 


“Do withhold thine empty threats, sirrah. Furthermore, I sense thou hast a most pressing 
query, so I shall set thee at ease: I am no Angel. Rather, Iam above Angels: ‘tis shame the 
All-Sovereign and Daishinkan learnt ye not the celestial hierarchy.” 


““Above Angels’? That makes you what, an Archangel?” 

“Verily thine insight exceedeth thy years, mine Lord.” 

“Don’t patronize me.” 

“Respect, Beinwell.” 

“Apologies, Grand Numen. Shall I bring the former Lords before thee?” 
“No. They have exceedingly suffer’d.” 


Geene couldn't help but raise an eyebrow at the same time Beinwell’s visage resumed its lack 
of expression. 


“Why did you call them ‘ex-deities’?” 
“They are deities no longer. Lord Mate hath seen to that.” 


Barely masking his dread, a stone-faced Arak approached the Grand Numen and Archangel. 
Neither bothered to stop him. 


“You're talking nonsense.” 
“The crime is real, Lord Arak, and I the perpetrator.” 


Geene buried his fingernails in his palms. It came back to him: the prickling sensation, the 
disgust/satisfaction of seeing and hearing his own blood fall to the ground in droplets, the 
morbid desire to watch the little blots clot, half-expecting them to turn into crystal instead of 
drying up altogether... no... first things first. The fish deity pushed on. 


“You’re lying.” 


A blinking Mate turned to Beinwell. 


(Translated from Japanese). “{Thy sword, Wise One}.” 


The Archangel unsheathed his paramerion and handed it to the dragon deity. Geene and Arak 
drew back, only to realize they weren’t in any danger: the moment he knelt, the Doragonian 
sank the blade’s tip into his stomach without a second thought, barely wincing as his guests 
watched, mouths agape. The Grand Numen then plunged it all the way through his abdomen, 
maintaining groaning to an astonishing minimum till the point tore all the way through his 
lower back. Geene stared in utter disbelief, barely masking his flinching as Arak motioned to 
speak, yet he could only stare in stupefied silence while the dragon god smiled with 
aristocratic aplomb. 


“Fear not. Deceit or falsehood I cannot utter whilst this holy ore grips mine flesh.” 
Arak (telepathically): “[Ok, this guy s definitely insane].” 

Geene (ditto): “[Preachin’ to the choir here... any suggestions? |.” 

Arak: “[What’re you asking me for? Didnt Bonak and Martinu teach you strategy? ].” 


Geene: “[Sorry,; must’ve slept in the day they taught that class on what to do when you get 
kidnapped even though you’re, oh I dunno, a freaking Destroyer God! ‘Sides, you’ve always 
been the guy with the ideas... that’s how it worked when Bonak was around: ‘when you have 
exhausted all other options, take the diplomatic approach’, he used t say].” 
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Arak: “[ That won t get us anywhere now. We have to—’”|. 
Beinwell (sardonic): “[Engaged in witty banter, mine Lords?].” 


The spooked Hakaishin jumped back. Arak and Geene caught their breath while Mate 
rebuked his Attendant in irate Japanese, then solemnly turned to the pair. 


“I and mine are Sakujoshin, Numina of Deletion, predecessors of what ye term ‘Gods of 
Destruction’. We hail from Universes One through Eighteen. I mine-self hail from Planet 
Matsura of the First Universe and was assigned the role of Shihaishin, Governing Deity to the 
Fourteenth Universe, attaining the title of Grand Deity of Deletion several eons later.” 


Arak responded with irked skepticism. 
“Impossible! Grand Zen-Oh deleted all traces of the Lost Universes eons ago!” 


“The All-Sovereign imprison’d us herein this Realm of Void long before that. Mine father, 
Shihaishin Terer, son of Guayaki, fell during the final assault of the King of All, as did mine 
olden liege, Daimyo Atsushi Daisuke. For eons, mine fellow Numina and countless others 
have endured unwarranted torment at the caprice of an omnicidal infant.” 


Geene nearly exploded with anger. 


“How dare you blaspheme Grand Zen-Oh!? He has erased whole universes for less than 
that!” 


Mate spared a bitter chuckle. 


“Ye know the All-Sovereign purges lives unaccountable on mere whim, and still you flock to 
his banner.” 


Arak was not amused. Stern eyes bearing down on Mate, the Calamantian probed the dragon 
god’s frame, only to find no weakness to exploit. 


“Quit stalling. Tell us what you’ve done with the other Destroyers, while we’re still in control 
of our temper.” 


A hitherto bored Beinwell smiled wryly. The Shihaishin steeled himself, anticipating 
whatever tasteless levity the Archangel was cooking up in that otherworldly mind of his. 


“Lest memory should deceive me, not long ago ye feared your universes would be... effaced 
as per the Tournament of Power. Am I mistaken, mine Lords?” 


Geene and Arak held their peace. The Attendant flashed a baleful smile. 


“Face ye the facts: your existence is as inconsequential to the Ruler Beyond Time and Space 
as the passing of a tick. Well could ye be here one moment, gone the next; naught amiss 
would he perceive. Why, I do believe he would seize upon your absence as an occasion to 
amuse himself, having myriads sing his praises e’en as he purges them. Fortunately, however, 
the All-Sovereign doth overestimate his puissance.” 


“Ts there a point to all this crap you’re talking?” 


Bored out of his mind, Geene indulged in an impudent yawn, earning a scoff from the 
Archangel. 


“(So the little fish hath some bite after all... it mattereth not: Lord Mate shall learn thee thy 
place soon enough, sirrah...].” 


Mate gazed up at the Destroyers from the Fifth and Twelfth Universes. Having smothered 
dread in aristocratic self-possession, the eyes of the Shihaishin met the pair’s. 


“Geene-sama, the All-Sovereign is nowhere near as omniscient or omnipotent as he would 
have you believe. The fact that Beinwell, mine-self, our co-religionaries, and countless other 
beings linger herein is proof enough. Allow ye mine inquiry ere ye make yours: what 
happens to something or someone purg’d by the All-Sovereign?” 


An annoyed Geene gesticulated accordingly. 


“Fuck kinda question is that!? They cease to exist! Gone, bye-bye, adios, see you never! 
That’s why it’s called ‘erasure’ !” 


Mate solemnly nodded. 


“Aye... almost, but not quite. The universes the All-Sovereign purged during the Tournament 
of Power were not erased, but rather placed into stasis. Rather than destroy them outright, the 


Ruler of Space-Time abolished their inhabitance within the physical realm, same as he did 
with Universes Thirteenth through Eighteenth, only their ‘erasure’ far outlasted that of the 
Second, Third, Fourth, Sixth, Ninth, Tenth and Eleventh.” 


“They were there one second, gone the next. Doesn’t matter what you call it.” 
“It does, mine Lord. That much I can assure thee.” 

An unimpressed Geene rolled his eyes. 

“{ Potato, potahto...].” 


For his part, Arak pondered briefly. Mate’s claims utterly disputed his received ancient 
knowledge of the Multiverse’s inner workings. Damn reptile was delusional; he had to be. 


“Uf this is Zen-Oh 5 idea of a prank, he definitely outdid himself... big time]. If you guys 
belong to the Lost Universes and the Omni-King ‘purged’ you along with them, as you say, 
then you should’ve been brought back when that warrior from Universe 7 wished for all 
erased universes to be restored. Nothing in the wish indicated only those universes lost 
during the Tournament itself would be affected, so it’s safe to assume Universes 13 through 
18 were restored as well: if you weren’t, then that means...” 


“Twas no erasure we suffer’d.” 


Geene didn’t know what to make of this, and he didn’t care: he only wanted to pound that 
prissy prick Beinwell into paste, break Mate’s neck, then hang that stuck-up head of his along 
with the Archangel’s and his sword on Bonak’s old trophy wall. Once Arak and the other 
Destroyers were out of danger, he’d find Caron and make him pay for the devastation he 
brought upon Universe 12. Oh, the fun Geene would have! The serpent’s excruciating 
screams would make such delightful music till the hooded asshole at last kicked off his 
mortal coil, being cast into Hell for some well-deserved eternal torment. 


Afterward, the Hakaishin would visit his universe’s Planet Namek and persuade its Elders to 
lend him their Wishing Spheres. There was no reason why they should refuse Geene, as his 
wish was more than virtuous: he intended to bring back all beings who were killed in the 
Void Realm’s invasion, including his Agents of Destruction. The best warriors of Universe 
12, countless people, animals, massacred in seconds! Caron... son of a bitch even laid hands 
on Martinu! Geene would never forgive himself if she... 


What about Ag? He must still be alive, if the life link the Destroyer shared with his universe’s 
Supreme Kai was anything to go by. Geene sweated profusely: the thought of Caron breaking 
into the Sacred World of the Kais, killing everyone in his path, reaching Ag, grabbing the 
sweet little guy’s head with both hands, sinking his thumbs into his beady little eyes, popping 
them like grapes, laughing like the devil made flesh as he crushed Ag’s skull like a rotten 
egg, poor little fella screaming his last few seconds of life away... 


No! He’d never let that happen! Geene and Caron would finish what they started. 


The Kualuan would emerge triumphant. Next, he would claim the Spheres, even if he had to 
pry them from the Namekians’ cold, dead hands. He’d put up with those self-important slugs 
and their bullshit for far too long, anyway: who were they to say no to him, God of 
Destruction Geene, who’d saved their universe, including their collective slimy asses, more 
times than even the Omni-King himself could count!? They had no right to tell him what he 
could and couldn’t wish for, let alone deny him what was rightfully his! 


The power of Nunu the Divine Sea Dragon was enough to encompass all of Universe 12. The 
Kualuan would wish the countless dead back to life... including her: if she came back, then 
maybe he would, too, and they could... 


But enough about that. Geene had a question. Mate better have an answer. 
“Where do we come in on all this?” 


“Any being may enter the Void Realm freely. Nevertheless, only those possessing power 
greater than a Numen of Deletion may take leave of it permanently.” 


“Permanently?” 


“Aye, Arak-sama. I and mine can return to the outside realm but for a day, perhaps two. 
Should we tarry beyond, we shall fade from existence altogether.” (Sighs). “Such knowledge 
hath cost us beloved friends and kin. Thus far, we know but of one way to achieve permanent 
return through a magical ritual passed down within mine family for generations.” 


The sorrow and regret on the dragon god's visage weren’t lost on the Destroyers from 
Universes 5 and 12. Still, God of Destruction Geene was more than a bit skeptical. 


“You could’ve escaped at any time, and you waited until now?” 
Mate shook his head. 


“Not by choice. The ritual is called ‘Chant of Resurgence’: ‘tis a spell which must be uttered 
by at least one Numen of Deletion. By transferring the entirety of a Numen’s Shinsen Might 
and Chaos Dynamis into one or various beings, such are thus infused with power beyond 
even the All-Sovereign’s. Thereafter, they may cross into the physical realm through fissures 
within the Void and remain therein. However, the ritual utterly depletes the caster’s ki pool. 
Death is a risk; undeification, a certainty.” 


Geene flashed a scornful smile. 


“Nice plan and all, but you forgot an important detail: only Zen-Oh himself can grant or 
withdraw God Ki.” 


Arak nearly facepalmed: what a pathetic excuse for deceit! Bonak at his worst could’ve 
unraveled such a lie without effort! Beinwell himself was less than impressed. 


“Thou liest... poorly. It appears our successor deities and attendants are become generous in 
our absence: they grant Chaos Dynamis (or a lesser version of it) to every whoreson and their 


mistress! That despicable whelp and his train of sycophants have so forgotten their place, 
they allow mortals to share freely in the patrimony of the gods!” 


Arak sweated nervously. The Calamantian couldn’t believe his eyes and ears: countless eons 
of lore and knowledge, trampled upon, rendered null and void in a mere instant! 


“You miscalculated big time, Mate. If you’re telling the truth and there are billions of beings 
trapped here, you won’t have enough casters or energy to send them all back.” 


“That is why we have need of ye. Adding your energies to ours shall increase the chant’s 
power and thereby encompass all entrapped herein.” 


“Tt still won’t be enough.” 
Mate sweated briefly. 


“(This is beyond wrong. What do they seek? What is their intent?]|. We have found a way to 
correct such dearth, one I shan’t disclose for the present: e’en in the Realm of Void there are 
edicts which may not be trespassed with impunity. I will say no more.” 


Arak nearly scoffed. 
“Convenient.” 


“Your integrity is known to me, mine Lords. I shan’t insult ye by offering you a place among 
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us. 
Geene contemptuously snorted. 
“You're smarter than you look, lizard lips.” 


“Therefore, I propose a wager: I shall undo your bindings and have Beinwell restore ye to full 
strength that you and I may battle. Should you defeat me, I shall put mine godhood to death, 
enacting the ritual to return ye and thy fellow Lords to the physical realm; naught else shall I 
demand of you. Apart from allowing ye inhabitance therein, the ritual shall undo the 
undeification of Lords Vermoud, Mule, and Jerez, increasing your own power over a 
quintillion fold as well. However, should 7 prevail, I shall claim your Energy of Destruction 
and God ki, and ye shall remain mine honoured guests till the appointed time. Irrespective of 
outcome, no further harm shall come to ye and yours; this I swear.” 


Back on his feet by now, Mate removed the sword from his stomach and returned it to 
Beinwell, who then produced a piece of cloth and cleaned off his charge’s blood like so much 
rust. Like Geene, Arak was almost too stunned to speak. 


“Why should we trust you to keep your word?” 
“Deceit does not become a Numen, Arak-sama. Accept ye these terms?” 


Geene smelled a rat. 


“Acceptance implies one has a choice.” 

“Ye have one now... more than what your King of All allowed us.” 
Geene (telepathically): “[I see no other way out, Arak].” 

Arak (ditto): “[Me neither]. We accept your terms, Mate.” 


Once he removes his shoes, shirt and stole and hands them to Beinwell, Mate looks intently 
upon his prisoners’ chains: Geene and Arak find themselves submerged in all too familiar 
mirific dread. Eyes glowing a deep crimson, the dragon god nods once: the chains binding 
the Destroyers disintegrate into short-lived light particles. Once Beinwell restores them to 
full health, both Hakaishin strike fighting poses. There’s only one way to properly begin this 
fight. 


“HAKAI!” 


Open hands still smoking, two gigantic spheres of destructive energy speed towards Mate, 
who barely acknowledges their existence as they engulf him, much to the pair’s satisfaction. 
However, the spheres linger for a few seconds before gradually diminishing, then 
disappearing into the dragon god’s body, much to Arak’s astonishment. 


“I-I-I-Impossible! H-H-He absorbed our energy!” 

An apathetic Beinwell allowed himself a short-lived yawn. 

“Gods of Destruction are become base indeed if they rely on such parlor tricks.” 
Geene all but snarls at the Attendant. 

“Parlor tricks!? This is a Destroyer’s ultimate power!” 

The Archangel absentmindedly looks elsewhere. 

“Tf this be thine utmost, I dare not see thy hindmost.” 

Hands crossed behind his back, Mate turns to the Ancient Master. 

“Respect, Beinwell.” (Brief pause). “I trust ye have more to offer?” 


Geene and Arak let Mate have it: punching, kicking, pressure strikes, energy blades, every 
last skill Martinu and Cukatail ever taught them, all of them infused with Energy of 
Destruction, all effortlessly dodged or parried. The bored dragon god strikes at the Kualuan 
with his tail, then grabs the Calamantian and rams his countenance into his own knee. Geene 
shrugs off the blow and delivers the strongest punch he can muster into the reptile’s 
countenance, followed by another, then over five thousand more, doing little to no damage. 


Having taken to the air, Arak fires a five-way Finger Beam which Geene escapes in time for 
it to hit Mate square in the back. The attack is beneath the Shihaishin’s notice, seeing how it 
barely singes his flesh. The aquatic deity scratches Mate’s eyes and throat, only for him to 


dodge again. Tired of this farce, the Destroyer from the Void grabs one of Geene’s legs with 
his tail and extends his left arm towards Arak. Turning into serpentine flesh, the limb coils 
around the Calamantian, constricts him tightly enough to shatter several ribs, then repeatedly 
bashes his and Geene’s bodies face down into the floor, nearby walls (even each other) a 
good ten thousand times in a matter of seconds before tossing them aside. Following a 
lengthy beatdown with claws, fists, and kicks for a rough fifteen minutes, Mate prepares 
himself: the battle is won. 


The Grand Numen goes for the final blow! Geene and Arak scream at the top of their lungs: a 
strange silvery energy blinds the Shihaishin, sending him flying fifty-five feet away into a 
nearby wall. By the time the dragon god gets back on his feet, his opponents shine with the 
same energy, newfound determination upon their countenances, much to Mate's awe. 


“Gintama... ].” 


Breaking the sound barrier, Geene connects over two hundred thousand punches and kicks all 
across Mate’s stomach and torso in all of two micro-seconds. The impacts shatter at least six 
ribs and sever more than a hundred tendons before he tosses the lizard to Arak. The 
Hakaishin from the Universe of Balance introduces his fist to the dragon’s snout a couple 
hundred thousand times, costing Mate several teeth and quite a bit of blood. 


Though briefly disoriented, the Numen roars. His screams echo throughout the citadel and 
elsewhere in the Void Realm as a similar light swallows him and the Destroyers are knocked 
back a good two-hundred feet. By the time it fades, they stare in utter disbelief: Mate’s scales 
have become the color of silver. Perpetually flowing hair glowing a glossy green hue, the 
eyes of the draconic deity shimmer a metallic blue as he smiles, looking forward to the 
approaching battle. 


Arak (telepathically, sweats uneasily): “[Is this...!?].” 


Geene (ditto): “[Mastered Ultra Instinct... his version of it, I guess. If you have any advice, 
now would be a good time to share it].” 


Arak (resolute): “[Let’s take the diplomatic approach].” 


Arak flies towards Mate; Geene follows without a word. The three gods lose themselves in a 
hurricane of more than ten thousand arms, hands, legs, and feet, barely visible to outsiders as 
afterimages. Shockwaves in their wake shake the palace ruins to their foundations, crumble 
several walls, columns, and crenellations into nothingness. Arak and Geene’s faces gleam 
with sadistic glee. Their bodies punch, kick, sweep, dodge, parry almost on their own accord, 
yet even then they can barely keep up with Mate, who grows at least eight hundred additional 
arms and just as many tails. 


The Shihaishin’s offense blurs into defense; defense gives way to offense without a second 
thought. The Destroyers from the Fifth and Twelfth Universes can barely see anything other 
than infinite fists smashing into their faces, upper bodies, and stomachs, followed by a deluge 
of kicks and tail swipes that shatter or bruise several bones and ligaments around their arms, 
legs, and ribcage. The pair jumps away from the fray. Battling his battered body and mind, 
Geene embraces the power of Destruction; Arak follows suit. 


Unleashing his fully realized Destroyer form with a Heaven-rending roar, the Kualuan’s 
muscles rapidly expand. Shedding most anthropomorphic features, his countenance assumes 
a more ichthyological structure. Sharp fins grow on top of Geene’s head and around his arms 
and legs at the same time a fish-like tail sprouts from his lower back. Shoes explode as his 
feet shift from plantigrade to digitigrade and arm/ankle rings and armbands crumble and fall 
away as the symbol of Universe 12 scorches itself upon his brow. 


Gaining more amphibian features, Arak’s face elongates into a long wide snout. Gut 
flattened, four additional pairs of arms emerge underneath the standard ones. Mohawk 
waving like a luminous scarlet ocean, a snake-like tail whips into existence. The 
Calamantian’s feet turn tridactyl, bursting out of their shoes. Eyes aflame with Energy of 
Destruction, Arak’s armbands, the rings around his whiskers, ankles, and sundry accessories 
turn to dust as the sigil of Universe 5 etches itself on his forehead. 


Cloaked in searing purple, Hakaishin Arak and Hakaishin Geene land a flurry of blows at 
whatever ribs Mate has left to snap. They punch him high into the air, apparate right above, 
deal one elbow blow each to the reptile’s collarbone and spine, cast over nine-thousand 
smaller Spheres of Destruction at his falling frame. Barely an instant later, the projectiles 
catch their target and explode without much in the way of resistance. 


Panting loudly, the battered warriors wipe bloodied sweat from their eyes, lock pain roaring 
for acknowledgement away inside a tiny box in some faraway corner of their minds, and— 
impossible! Not even the Omni-King himself could’ve survived such a barrage! Damn reptile 
should be at death’s door, at the very least! Panting loudly, a heavily battered Mate realizes 
what he must do. 


(Translated from Japanese). “| {There is but one way to end this conflict...}].” 
Arak (telepathically): “|Geene!].” 

Geene (ditto): “[Ready!].” 

Geene/Arak: “ABSOLUTE DESTRUCTION! ARMAGEDDON ZERO!” 


The Destroyers focus all ki in their bodies into core points in their forehead, chest, arms, 
hands, legs, and feet. They then unleash it in a series of explosive blasts through their every 
pore, engulfing the room and everything in it as a blasé Beinwell warps away to safety after 
taking Mate’s personal effects along. 


Over one million tendrils of Destruction Energy descend upon the Shihaishin. The dragon 
god effortlessly dodges with fancy footwork and jumps worthy of a master gymnast. The 
tentacles are hot on the dragon god’s trail, yet Mate doesn’t seem worried at all. 


Eyes shut, the Grand Numen disappears within a scarlet-devilish glowing flame which 
plunges headfirst into the incoming wave of destructive ki. Mate has trouble keeping his 
course! Geene and Arak grin maliciously: no way he’s getting out of this one! Five seconds 
later, Mate’s crimson light overwhelms his opponents’ discharges: Destruction Energy 
transmuted into Chaos Dynamis, the Governing Deity absorbs every bit of it, leaving the 
Destroyers from Universe 5 and 12 stiff with disbelief. 


Arak: “Completely impossible!” 
Geene: “Uh, Zumot... any other ideas?” 


Severely injured, perilously close to being overwhelmed by the incalculable energies 
coursing through him, Mate warps right in front of his opponents: before Geene and Arak so 
much as blink, he dashes past them in a matter of microseconds, not leaving so much as an 
afterimage. Barely a moment later, the stunned Geene and Arak scream in near-infinite pain: 
over nine hundred thousand diminutive pressure strikes wreak havoc all over their bodies. 
Having blocked their ki, the blows remove their power of flight, sending the Destroyers 
crashing down into the ground. Purple glow faded, they return to base form. 


Having landed in front of them, an incandescent Mate roars loud enough to shatter a hundred 
thousand solar systems into atoms. By doing so, he discharges the excess energy as a 
translucent plume of unearthly crimson flame that hovers above the Kualuan and 
Calamantian like a lesser sun. 


The dragon man resumes base form. Unable to move, Arak and Geene cannot survey the 
pounding they just took; excruciating aches, seemingly endless hematomas, copious amounts 
of blood and sweat set the record straight: the fight is over... 


Arak gazed up at the hated rival. Something wasn’t right: Mate looked... sad. Why? He’d just 
defeated not one, but two Gods of Destruction, in a fair fight! 


Such a feat happened only once every couple of eons, if at all! The most recent example took 
place not long ago in Universe 7, when one Son Goku unlocked Super Satyan God and 
fought the dreaded Beerus the Destroyer to a standstill. The Saiyan lost, but he did what only 
a handful of beings have accomplished: he earned the respect of a Hakaishin, and a scion of 
House Artois, to boot. Then the Tournament of Power rolled along. The stories Arak had 
heard did Goku and friends no justice. 


Swamped in stripes, gashes, scars, fractures as plentiful as stars at night, Gods of Destruction 
Geene and Arak grumbled. Groaning in agony that would’ve broken a lesser being, a 
confounded Arak at last managed to speak as Mate wiped blood and sweat from his battered 
brow, a salty Geene spat out several broken teeth, and an amused Beinwell warped back into 
the ravaged throne room, still bearing his master’s accouterments. 


“Apologies, mine Lords. Had your attack gone unopposed, it would have certainly ravaged 
this realm and all beings in it. Regardless, ye have mine praise: you summoned Gintama to 
your aid.” 

“Gintama?” 

“Lord Mate speaketh of th’ Argent Soul, Lord Arak.” 


“Indeed, Wise One; ‘tis a feat only a select few e’er manage.” 


Geene scowled. 


“Where we come from, we call it ‘Ultra Instinct’. (Frowns). “All that training, and I still 
haven’t mastered it... I’m sorry, Arak.” 


A saddened Arak gestured to speak, yet found nothing to say. Glimmering with a respectful 
smile, a bowing Mate briefly showed his blood-drenched jaws: they were missing several 
teeth, albeit far less than his opponents. The dragon deity’s countenance cried a teary scarlet 
trickle where his right eye once was, now reduced to a suppurating scar, yet even in this state, 
Mate retained his solemn bearing. 


Snarling, cursing every fiber of his being, Geene struggled to get back up and fight. His body, 
which he had trained for veritable eons under Martinu, had betrayed him. 


This couldn’t be happening! He was God of Destruction Geene the Annihilator, heir of Bonak 
the Devastator! Sure, he’d tasted defeat before... twice, at the hands of an anorexic cat and a 
despicable rat. Humiliating as those losses were, there was still hope: the Destroyer from 
Universe 12 would push himself even harder, break all his limits, eschew all restraint. He 
would prevail in the end; he had to. 


“| Weakness is worse than sin: it’s unforgivable...].” 


Bonak would laugh himself stupid the moment Geene arrived at Other World with his 
nonexistent tail between his legs, vanquished, ravaged, humiliated... first by Caron, that 
disgusting serpent, incommensurably evil, fouler than the myriad abominations the Kualuan 
had put down throughout millions of years. Next came Mate, whose strength and technique 
rivaled the damn snake, if they didn’t exceed him altogether. 


Taking a deep breath, Mate approached his fallen opponents. From what Geene and Arak 
gathered, the dragon god looked like he was about to commit an unspeakable sin. 


“Be not disheartened. Ye outlasted your fellow Lords, fought on despite insurmountable 
odds, became one with the Principle of Destruction, e’en injured me... you have earned the 
respect of the House of Ophion.” 


Geene glowered. 
“The fuck’re you talking about?” 
The Grand Numen nearly gasped. 


“Thou knowest not of the Most Eminent and Royal House of Ophion from the First 
Universe?” 


Arak glared as well. 


“Look pal, I’m acquainted with House Artois from Universe 11 and House Marnier from 
Universe 2. There’s also House Terroir from Universe 9 and House Blackthorn from 
Universe 7, both of which went extinct over two-thousand years ago. I also know of House 
Bundaberg from Universe 5, and House Amarone from Universe 10.” 


Geene took over where his counterpart left off. 


“There’s also House Ahram from Universe 6, House Gat from Universe 4, House Rosangel 
from Universe 8, House Ketel from Universe 10, and House Hariya from Universe 2, along 
with countless other houses spread across the Multiverse, most of them extinct. It’s been ages 
since I last brushed up on my history of Hakaishin Noble Houses, but there’s no ‘House 
Ophion’ in any universe, far as I know.” 


“Surely thou art mistaken! House Ophion is one of the most renowned houses throughout the 
All-Cosmos! Its members have served with distinction for thousands of generations! The All- 
Sovereign would not...” 


Eyes solemnly shut, the Shihaishin shook his head. 
“No matter... I have won our wager, mine Lords. I hereby claim mine reward.” 


Opened right hand extended towards the throne, a sorrowful Mate bid his katana to fly into 
his grip. 


“Behold the Sword of Ophion, wielded by the Grand Numen himself.” 


Unsheathing the blade, the dragon had it float above his head. Afterward, he split his tail in 
two, rolled one duplicate each across Geene and Arak’s necks, picking them up from the floor 
so that their eyes met his as he sat midair in a lotus position. Holding the vanquished deities 
firmly enough to keep them in place yet loosely enough to avoid injuring them, Mate put the 
entirety of his left hand above Geene’s head and the whole of the right above Arak’s. Once he 
shut his eyes, the dragon deity solemnly, slowly chanted a strange mantra as a burning silver 
light enveloped the three gods. 


“Shinku... kyomu... kyo... shinku... kyomu... kyo... shinku... kvomu... kyo... kyo... kyo...” 


The vanquished deities felt as if their bodies were on fire, but they couldn’t scream or do 
anything other than return the dragon’s numinous stare. Picking up the pace, Mate raised the 
tone of his voice. 


“Shinku. Kyomu. Kyo. Shinku. Kyomu. Kyo. Shinku. Kyomu. Kyo. Kyo. Kyo...” 


Pacing increasingly frantic, the Shihaishin was practically yelling by now. Arak and Geene 
sensed how their very flesh and blood fell in thrall to this unseen force: every muscle, every 
nerve, every limb had now become argent fire. At that point they were no longer Gods of 
Destruction, just as Mate had ceased to be a Sakujoshin: they were become fire, earth, metal, 
water, wood, air, nature, ice, light, darkness... 


“Shinku, kyomu, kyo, shinku, kyomu, kyo, shinku, kyomu, kyo, kyo, kyo, kyo, kyo, kyo, kyo!” 


Mate gave himself to silence. The burning and agony relented, allowing the pair some respite 
just as the dragon god swiftly opened his glowing eyes. 


“SHINKU!” 


New flames overwhelmed Geene and Arak. Screams reverberated through the halls as every 
organ, muscle, vein, and cell was shattered and reconfigured all at once. The invading force 


siphoned their God ki and Energy of Destruction into Mate’s body, then into the Sword of 
Ophion. The energies coalesced within the sphere of Chaos Dynamis, then shot up into the 
sky to parts unknown. The Grand Numen clenched his jaws, but otherwise showed no 
emotion. 


Arak’s amphibian eyes shifted from purple to a golden-green hue similar to pyrite mottled 
with thick blackish lines, as all strength and muscle mass forsook him. Faded from red to 
black, his hair fell into a disheveled mess all over his head. Telepathic connection severed, 
the Calamantian could no longer sense ki. 


Geene’s screams gradually faded to a dull roar, then a fretful exclamation, then a barely 
audible rasp, then silence. Crimson eyes dissolving into a rusty brown, his warrior physique 
drained into a taut deathlike gauntness. The Kualuan coughed raucously. He couldn’t pick up 
Arak’s psychic presence or feel energy. 


Sorrow and shame twisted Geene’s visage by the time Mate gently set the warriors down on 
the floor. The fishman buckled under his knees when he tried to stand. Shaking and shivering, 
the Destroyer from Universe 12 was near tears by the time Arak futilely tried to get up. 


“Oww... Geene?” 


Geene tried to speak, only to utter incoherent grunts and gasps. Expression frozen in horrified 
disbelief, the fallen warrior gripped his throat with both hands. 


“What’s wrong. ..? W-Why—” 


Arak almost screamed when he looked at Geene’s face: both warriors could clearly see each 
other’s skeleton underneath near transparent flesh. The Calamantian almost fainted at the 
sight of his own bone-thin hands. Cheeky grin on his visage, Beinwell addressed the 
vanquished warriors. 


“Oyzo Roku, Zumot al-Massaya, your time as Gods of Destruction has come to an end: you 
are mortal now. Lord Mate and the Principle of Vacuity have seen to that.” 


Having sheathed the katana, a weeping Grand Numen turned away in shame. 


“The sound of silence... ye shall become inured to it.” (Brief pause). “Forgive me, mine 
Lords... ‘tis beyond mine power. I—” 


“Forsooth, th’ very air is foul! What reeketh thus!?” 


The group caught a stomach-turning stench. Even Mate himself failed to repress a sensation 
of nausea. Covering his nose, Beinwell once again asked for the source of that odor. Catching 
sight of a retching Arak, the Archangel realized he’d just answered his own question when 
the Calamantian averted his eyes. 


“Shall I escort Sirrah Eel and Sirrah Minnow to their chambers ere they rot, mine Lord?” 


That did it. Leaping with one last burst of strength, Geene punched and scratched at 
Beinwell’s visage over twenty times, then spat at the Archangel’s cheek with all the hate he 


could muster: he didn’t leave so much as a scar. Immediately afterward, the Attendant coolly 
floored the aquatic warrior with a swift backhand. 


“GEENE!” 


Fallen on his rear, Geene’s cheek bore the telltale handprint as a horrified Arak shambled to 
his side and Mate exploded in Chaos Dynamis. 


“BEINWELL! HOW DARE THEE LAY HANDS UPON MINE GUEST!?” 


Wiping his cheek with a handkerchief, Beinwell calmly rolled his eyes in anticipation of an 
incoming lecture he’d only heard a billion times before. 


“I beg thy pardon, mine Lord, but P’Il not be used thus by any, much less a mortal. I merely 
aveng’d mine-self as mine station demands. Surely thou shan’t take offense at that?” 


Mate spared a baleful grumble. 
“We’ll talk about this later. Do what is required of thee.” 


Once he nodded, Beinwell unsheathed his sword and pointed it at the fallen gods, who then 
found themselves blinded by piercing light. When it vanished, Geene and Arak realized their 
injuries were completely healed, yet their pain and weakness remained. They also found 
themselves dressed in tabi socks, zori sandals, and a simple black and grey kimono bearing 
Mate’s insignia. Ruined uniforms nowhere to be seen, the former deities fell unconscious: 
the last of their strength had ebbed away. 


“Take them to their appointed quarters.” 
“Allow me to heal thee first.” 


Shaking his head, Mate at down on the first steps to the throne, paying no mind as Beinwell 
set his divine gear nearby. 


“See thou to our guests. I shall be here upon thy return.” 


With a snap of his fingers, the Archangel levitated the ex-Destroyers, effortlessly draping 
them over his shoulders. He was about to leave when the Grand Numen bade him wait. 


“Beinwell... have Masala-sama examine them. Keep them away from... mine kinsman. 
Lastly, beware lest thou shouldst abuse mine guests again. Am I understood?” 


Nodding once, Beinwell saw himself out. Stone beneath him stained with blood and sweat, 
the dragon deity sighed. 


“The hour is awry. He who backslides is damn’d.” 


As this unfolded, three mysterious figures looked from a crumbling balcony some five floors 
above. 


Figure | (male): “His body is weakened, his resolve shaken.” 

Figure 2 (female): “He shall be true to his word. That much is certain.” 

Figure 1: “I think our forbearance hazardous, milady. If Lord Mate should learn of this...” 
Figure 2: “Our orders are precise. The Grand Numen must perform the ritual.” 

Figure 3 (male): “I care not a damn. I’ll play along that I may attain mine prize.” 

Figure 1: “We ought to depart. Mine charge might deem it amiss if I should tarry.” 

Figure 2: “Tell the overlords what has transpired. The Primal Ones shall be pleased.” 


Thus they went their separate ways... 
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Two days later... 


Floating within dead-cold space, Okocim wore nothing but a tank top and a pair of boxer 
shorts that couldn’t keep him warm in the colorless, soundless void where he now dwelt. 
Shattering teeth poorly disrupting all-devouring silence, the shivering feline came across a 
large brown-colored planet, the sight of which got the Sphygian’s memory running. 


“This... this is... Sekhmet!” 


Okocim tried to reach his homeworld, only to realize he couldn’t move. Gelid nothingness 
around him hardly disturbed by the scorching heat that characterized this renowned star 
system in Universe 11, the near-frozen feline prayed to the long-forgotten gods of his people 
to consign him to the deepest darkness. If the vacuum of space, exposure or starvation didn’t 
kill him, sheer boredom certainly would. 


“What are you doing here?” 


The ex-Hakaishin frantically looked to the left, hoping against all hope he’d misheard, that 
his mind was playing tricks on him again. Okocim’s eyes trembled when they caught the 
large shadowy male figure that was the source of that bass tone. 


“(Not him! Merciful gods, not him!|. F-F-Father!? Why’re you...!?” 


The figure decked Okocim square in the jaw, shattering several teeth and nearly unhinging 
his jaw from the rest of the body. The former Lord Beerus nearly vomited. Breathing raw 


hate in and out, the monstrous male towered above him. 
“Impudent shit stain! You want me to get Radler?” 


The weeping Okocim tried to speak, but the sound of his voice was wrong. It was too high- 
pitched, more fitting for a kid than a... no! 


It can’t be! It couldn’t be! 


The former Destroyer realized he’d somehow been transformed into a child version of 
himself! Nursing his bruised snout, Okocim braved a look at his tormentor. 


“N-N-No, L-Lord T-Tusker, S-S-Sir! I-I-I-I apologize, S-S-S-Sir! P-Please pardon my 
language, Sir!” 


Tusker’s eyes and body seethed with Energy of Destruction. Why? Why had this little shit 
lived, and not...? 


(Mocking, icy-cold tone). “‘Please pardon my language, Sir’... as the Omni-King’s my 
witness, you and the other one are beyond pathetic. Why your mother gave birth to the two of 
you is beyond me.” (Brief pause). “I asked you a question, fuckup. I don’t recall giving you 
permission to come home.” 


Okocim tried to speak, yet no sound came out. Looking down, he realized he had no mouth! 
Holding the tiny snout in his hands, his father started working it like a ventriloquist’s dummy. 


“Oh, look at me, I’m Beerus Artois and I’m all that! I’d rather be lazy and selfish than do any 
honest work! She 5 more than twice the man PII ever be, but I refuse to follow her example 
‘coz I’m just a fuckup who lucked out at being born!” (Brief pause). “What, you wanna cry, 
you little waste of space? I'll give you something to cry about!” 


Tusker beat up the boy with a blinding fast succession of punches and kicks that seemed to 
go on forever. By the time the bloodied ex-Hakaishin was near-death, his predecessor 
elbowed his back, then grabbed him by the neck, squeezing firmly enough to cause pain, yet 
also loosely enough so as not to break the spine. 


“P-Please... F... Father...” 


Tusker started to power up. His head grew as big as Sekhmet itself as he accumulated and 
unleashed ravaging God Ki and Destruction Energy throughout the galaxies of Universe 11. 
The Destroyer’s eyes were the size of a small moon by the time they grew rancid and 
shattered. The pieces slithered out of their sockets as all flesh burned away, revealing an 
empty-eyed skull, which then opened its hell-like maw and screamed loud enough to shatter 
Zen-Oh himself like a twig. 


“HAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAKAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAT!!!” 


Sekhmet, its surrounding galaxies, the whole of U11 exploded into an endless supernova that 
obliterated Okocim in a matter of microseconds, muted screams unnoticed as he collapsed. 


Heaving and panting frantically, the Sphygian realized he was an adult once more, that he 
was safe and sound in Universe 7, in his bedroom at Capsule Corp. 


The trembling feline sat down on the nearby bed and sighed with relief. No approaching steps 
tonight. Nobody was coming to check up on him, as in the past couple of nights, when his 
nightmares and ensuing screams woke the Briefs “and the whole stinking neighborhood with 
a Start,” in Vegeta’s words. Today was different. Either he hadn’t made a sound, or everyone 
somehow managed to sleep through the racket. Bulma, Vegeta, Trunks, Bulla... he could see 
the bags underneath their eyes through the shades of black, gray, and white which now 
dominated his field of vision. 


“(Thank Kami... I was startin’ to make a pest of myself].” 


Sleep hadn’t come easy for Okocim since his undeification, doing nothing but wonders for 
his state of mind, moods, and daily functions. Gazing at the window in front of him, the 
disgraced warrior realized it was early in the morning. 


True to his word, Goku hadn’t apparated into his room to take him out for daily training. 
Since they weren’t getting anywhere, the Saiyan let him have the rest of the week off, 
claiming he’d be busy doing other things. 


After a bit of searching, Okocim grabbed a nearby cane and hobbled his way to a bathroom a 
few steps away from the bed. The journey back and forth was certainly short, but that didn’t 
make it any easier. 


Two days after Lord Beerus’s fall from grace, the doctors deemed it safe for the patient to 
gradually regain full use of his legs with the aid of a walking cane. While Okocim kept up 
with a strict regimen of physical therapy, progress had been less than forthcoming in this and 
all other aspects of his new mortal life. The ex-Destroyer slapped himself hard. 


“(The fucks wrong with me!? Why haven t I mastered ki control!? Why can t I drop the damn 
cane and walk like the normal functioning adult I’m supposed to be!? Why do I keep making 
trouble for everybody else!? Why cant I go a single day without spreading pain and misery 
everywhere I go!?].” 


Having locked the door, Okocim stripped to his boxer shorts and stared at his reflection in the 
mirror. Purple skin had almost completely faded into blotchy pink patches on the verge of 
resolving themselves into varied peach hues. At the same time, a series of light black mink 
patterns took their sweet time invading a body which day after day reacquainted itself with 
death and decay. 


The former Hakaishin cringed upon recalling what he saw the day before, when curiosity 
prompted him to have a look downstairs. Thank Kami it wasn’t as horrible as he thought it’d 
be... still, it’d be best if certain things remained unseen. 


“Uf only Id slept in that day... if I’d listened to Lanson, she’d still be...].” 


Okocim looked at the palms of his hands: they looked as sickly as every other part of his 
body. What if Champa were to see him now? Would his twin laugh at him, like Okocim 


himself had done so many times? Would the disgraced deity shrug and join in the laughter 
too? By then there’d be no point in delaying the tidal wave of opprobrium that would engulf 
the fallen god and his living relatives (all two of ‘em) the moment their fellow deities learned 
of the downfall of Beerus the Destroyer, the most hated and feared descendant of the no less 
hated and feared Noble and Distinguished House of Artois. 


I'll ask your daddy next time I see him... or maybe your brother knows? 


Okocim sweated nervously. Zen-Oh didn’t care to elaborate, but it didn’t take Bulma, 
Quitela, or Mule to read between the lines. Hell, even a dumbass like Goku could’ ve figured 
it out. 


The blue bastard wasn’t all too happy with God of Destruction Lord Champa VIII, son of 
Afsnath, the Destroyer assigned to Universe 6, last known living descendant of the formerly 
Noble and Distinguished House of Marnier. If Beerus’s fate was anything to go by, neither 
twin would be doing much laughing (or anything else, for that matter) once that man got 
wind of the Omni-King’s intentions. But what if— 


Gasping in fright, Okocim looked away for a moment, caught unawares by the sight of his 
sleep-deprived bloodshot eyes, only to sigh afterwards: mortality wasn’t so much an 
emotional roller coaster as it was yet another part of him going out with a whimper rather 
than a bang. Even constant anxiety and all-encompassing dread were preferable to that whole 
lot of nothing the feline was currently mired in. 


Eyes firmly shut, the artist formerly known as Beerus brushed his teeth and took a quick 
shower. Having put on a pair of Bermuda shorts, a tank top, and sandals, the tired, barely 
awake Sphygian joined the Briefs downstairs for breakfast. 


“Mornin’... how y’all doin’?” 


Bulma and Trunks returned the greeting. Vegeta scoffed when little Bulla flew out of his arms 
and into Okocim’s, who then forced a smile. 


“Unca Beewus! Unca Beewus!” 
“Hi, sweetie. [Supreme Kai Almighty, I’m such a fucking wreck! Hope she doesn t notice...|.” 
“Alright Bulla, give Uncle Beewus—I-I mean Beerus, some room.” 


Bulma gently sat her daughter down on a nearby baby chair. She was about to head to the 
kitchen when she noticed Okocim’s condition. 


“Your skin...” 
Another day, another gargantuan yawn. 


“Must be shiftin’ back to its natural colors. Normally I’d be concerned, but I’m all out of 
fucks to give (pardon my language).” 


“T see... did you have another nightmare?” 


Okocim yawned once again. 


“Boy, was this one a doozy. My bed sheets and pajamas are all sweaty. Luckily, I didn’t... 
relieve myself all over them again, like the night before. Sorry about that.” 


“It’s ok, Beerus. Remember: one day at a time.” 


Putting her hand on Okocim’s shoulder, the CEO of Capsule Corp gave him a plate of 
scrambled eggs with toast and a cup of coffee. The former Destroyer sat down and started 
eating half-heartedly. 


“Feeling better?” 

The cat man flashed a timid smile. 

“A little; this splitting headache doesn’t help any.” 
“PI get you some aspirin. Come along, Bulla.” 
“Bye-bye, Unca Beewus.” 


Okocim grinned kindly as mother and daughter left. Such a sweet little girl, the opposite of 
her father, who sat far away, grumbling to himself. 


“Feeling alright, Vegeta?” 


The Prince of All Satyans remained quiet. Okocim knew better than to force the issue. A 
couple of minutes passed in silence, only interrupted by the clinking of cutlery and dishes. A 
little later, Trunks took soiled dishes to the sink and started to wash them, much to the 
Sphygian’s wonder. 


“Something wrong, Beerus?” 
“N-No, why?” 
“You were looking at me funny.” 


“R-Right, sorry about that.” (Brief pause). “Know something, Trunks? I just realized... I 
haven’t thanked you and Goten for... y’know, saving my life and all that.” 


“Don’t mention it. You’re still staring, though.” 
“It’s just... I... I thought you guys had a dishwasher.” 


“We only use it when lots of stuff gets piled up. Mom doesn’t like it when we use technology 
to do things we can easily do ourselves.” 


“Like washing dishes...” (Brief pause). “Your mom’s real smart, kid; pretty wise, too. Most 
people are neither one nor the other.” 


“Mom’s not most people.” 


“(Chuckle). No argument here... although—” 


Okocim’s head began to pulsate. Heaving, panting heavily, eyes jumping back and forth, the 
feline fell from his seat. 


“V-V-Vegeta...” 
Sickening vermin... 


A gelid voice whistled around the temples of the son of Lech. The air in the living room grew 
oppressive as a startled Vegeta jumped from his chair and frantically looked around. 


“What’s going on!? Where’s this energy coming from!?” 
“D-Dad? W-W-What’s going...?” 
“Protect your mother and sister, Trunks!” 


The boy flew upstairs in great haste. After that, Okocim uneasily got back on his feet. Brow 
doused in sweat, visage death-pale, the eyes of the fallen god trembled as if Grand Zen-Oh 
himself were standing in front on him. 


“Not again... gods damn it... not again...” 
“Beerus? [Damn cat 5 finally snapped... or maybe I have!?].” 


The living room became icy cold. Mumbling incoherently, Okocim kept looking around 
everywhere as a shivering Vegeta strained his eyes in the Sphygian’s general direction: there 
was nobody else in that room by the time the ex-Hakaishin bared his teeth at nothing. 


Befriending mortals is beneath thee, blood of Artois. Thou... 


“PII decide what’s beneath me, you third-rate spook! Now go fuck thyself before I really lose 
my temper!” 


Once a Destroyer, always a Destroyer... thou art unworthy. 


Silence. The room resumed normal temperature. The oppressive atmosphere faded away, yet 
Vegeta was still on edge. 


“What... what in the world... was... that!?” 
“You heard it too?” 
“Heard what?” 


“Didn’t you hear a big scary voice say ‘sickening vermin’, ‘thou art unworthy’, and other 
stuff?” 


“All I heard was you swearing at somebody... or something. I... I felt... some sort of... 
presence... then the room got freezing cold...” 


“Great... just friggin’ great.” 


Having seated down, Okocim wiped sweat from his forehead by the time Bulma and Trunks 
rushed back downstairs. 


“Are you guys alright!?” 


“We’ll live. Just told the voice in my head to go fuck itself (pardon my language). Please tell 
me you got those pills...” 


The disgraced Destroyer stood up and nearly fell, overcome by a spell of dizziness. Pills in 
hand, Okocim poured himself a glass of water and downed them in a single gulp while a 
tremulous Trunks cautiously approached Vegeta. 


“Dad... is... is it...?” 
“It’s gone.” 


“Mom, you should’ve seen it! Me and Beerus were talking, then all of a sudden, I felt 
something really weird and... I don’t know what it was, but I... I’m scared.” 


Heading upstairs, Vegeta signaled Trunks to come along. Father and son left after the prince 
sent a we’ll-talk-about-this-later glance at Bulma’s direction, who felt a chill down her spine 
after Vegeta spared one last harsh look at the drained Sphygian. 


“T’m sorry, Bulma. I... I didn’t mean to...” 


“It’s ok, Beerus. Look, I... I think you should see Piccolo. Maybe he and Dende can help us 
figure out where that voice is coming from and...” 


Glance deflected to the floor, Okocim practically sweated ice. 


“(Here I am... making a pest of myself... again]. Bulma... I... I think I should leave. I... I 
don’t think you guys’ ll be safe with that... that thing lurking around. I... I couldn’t live with 
myself if... if I hurt you... if I hurt Vegeta... Trunks... Bulla.” 


The President of Capsule Corp frowned. 


“Beerus... look, give me some time to think things over, ok? In the meantime, why don’t you 
go out for a walk in the yard? It’1l help you clear your thoughts.” 


Okocim reluctantly nodded. Cane in hand, he limped his way outside... 
Later, around 9:30 AM... 


Still lost in thought, the late Lord Beerus sensed something was off by the time he reached 
the pool area. Fast-paced drums dispersed the silence he’d grown used to around this hour: he 
wasn’t alone. A young feline woman danced not far from the pool. 


The Sphygian took a closer look. She seemed to be somewhere in her late-teens or early- 
twenties, fur etched with tabby/calico markings interrupted by prostheses where her right arm 
and tail were supposed to be. Far as Okocim was concerned, however, such blemishes didn’t 
detract from her beauty in the slightest. 


The cat man stood transfixed. The woman was dancing, alright, but there was more to it. Was 
she... fighting? Play-fighting? Legs, padded humanoid feet flowed, jumped, kicked with the 
power of a hurricane tempered by a sultry afternoon breeze, a shot in the dark caressing 
dawning zephyrs come to vanquish sleepless nights. She must’ve been doing this for years, 
the Sphygian thought, if the skill and poise he witnessed were to be believed. 


This went on for a good hour and a half. Afterwards, the dancer switched off the music from 
a nearby smartphone, wiped sweat from her forehead, sat down by the pool, and dipped her 
feet in the water, casually licking the palm of her hand. 


“Fancy the weather?” 


Sweating profusely, a flustered Okocim almost dropped his towel and sunscreen. The 
disgraced Hakaishin made as if to speak, but only managed to utter a couple of nervous, long 
drawn “uhs” while awkwardly pointing at himself. Half a minute later, tongue loosened at 
last, the Sphygian uneasily approached the pool. 


“A-Are you talking to me?” 
“You see anybody else here?” 


The dancer stopped licking herself. She washed her hand in the water below as Okocim stole 
a furtive glance at her submerged legs. 


“Pretty good hearing you got there.” 

“Wasn’t my hearing. I felt you coming a mile away.” 
A bewildered Okocim blinked awkwardly. 

“You felt me? You... you can sense ki?” 


Catching a glimpse of her fellow feline, the dancer smiled coyly as he sat by her side. It 
wasn’t every day one met somebody “on the know,” after all. 


“So you know about that... don’t mean to be rude, but there’s something off about yours.” 
“What about it?” 


The dancer discreetly glanced at the late Lord Beerus, but quickly looked the other way. The 
former deity seized this opportunity to take her features in. His cursory look revealed lively 
light-brown eyes accentuating her cat-like countenance, right side marred with multiple slash 
scars of varying depths and lengths. Even so, Okocim saw her the evening away, setting sun 
smoldering the sand beneath her feet a shimmering golden brown, lukewarm scent of 


saltpeter gently settled into that fur she’d never allow anybody to touch... fine by him. He 
was in no hurry to get his eyes gouged out by glossy, lustrous claws. 


“T don’t know how to explain it. It feels... weird, like you’re not from around here.” 
“What, like I’m from another planet or somethin’?” 
“Sorta. My sensei says his best friends are aliens.” 


The dancer ventured another glance. Focusing on the newcomer’s hands, her eyes went up to 
the wrists all the way to the elbows, stopping just shy of the shoulders of the former God of 
Destruction. Pretending not to notice, Okocim took off his sandals and sank his feet into the 
water as casually as possible (meaning he moved with all the grace and aplomb of a manatee 
running [or swimming?] late for mating season). 


“Sounds interesting.” 
The dancer bellowed a bored yawn. 
“That’s all you gotta say?” 


Okocim flashed a discreet smile. The dancer’s legs and feet weren’t all that different from his 
own, only slightly shorter and smaller. 


“Good thing, too. Don t see the appeal in something too minuscule to let you crawl, climb, 
or even hunt right. How the fuck did humans become this planet 5 dominant species, let alone 
survive all these eons!?]. Well, what do you want me to say?” 


“Your name, for starters.” 

“Bee—O-O-Okocim... name’s Okocim, as in... as in...” 
“Okocim? Funny name, if you ask me.” 

“You got a better one?” 

The dancer flashed a modest smile. 

“Anise... as in ‘star anise’.” 

The artist formerly known as Beerus returned the smile. 
“Pretty name, if you ask me.” 

“Come to think of it, you look kinda familiar. Have we—” 
“Anise! Where are you, Anise?” 


The felines turned to their right as a bald three-eyed human made his way to where they 
were. Okocim recognized Tien Shinhan, Master of the Tien-Shin Style Dojo, and his 
companion Chiaotzu, two of Goku’s countless enemies-turned-allies-turned-friends, but had 


no clue regarding the two youths behind them. Countenance steeped in scarlet, Anise hastily 
put on her nearby tennis shoes and respectfully bowed. 


“M-Master Tien! I-I didn’t mean to wonder off! I just needed to clear my head for a 
moment.” 


“No need to apologize. The others just finished their sessions. We’re going home.” 
“Sessions?” 


Anise gathered her belongings. Still shoeless, a puzzled Okocim stood up, awed by the 
whirlwind of activity the cat woman had become. The disgraced deity looked around at 
nearby beach chairs, plants, anything, long as it diverted his attention from that maelstrom. 


“My friends and I come to Capsule Corp for physical therapy every week or so. Helps us pick 
ourselves up, along with Master Tien’s training, and our talks with the local shrink.” 
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“Anise, how many times do I have to tell you? They’re called ‘psychiatrists’, not ‘shrinks’. 


“Sorry, Master.” (Brief pause). “Where are my manners? Okocim, these are my teammates. 
Fennel’s the youngest. Cumin’s the one in the middle, and, of course, you already know 
Master Tien and Chiaotzu.” 


The former Hakaishin spared a discreet glance. Cumin was a rooster-like lad, no older than 
fifteen. Prosthetic fowl-like legs visible between the gaps revealed by his Tien-Shin gi, his 
plumage bore a glossy black, white, and brown-speckled grey interrupted around the neck by 
a series of burn marks. The discomfited youth scratched his disfigured wattles and nearly 
nonexistent comb as an uneasy Okocim tore himself away from bulging palpitating veins on 
a dry scale-caked face and hands. 


“Seems like a nice kid... shame about his looks, though].” 


On the other hand, Fennel stood a little over four feet tall and belonged to an amphibian race, 
as hinted by the worn external gills behind the head, which indicated he was... what, exactly? 
A lizard? Yes and no. An axolotl? Yes and no. Taupe and bright, yellow-stripped skin 
glimmering under the sun, extensive blotch-like scar around his countenance, the amphibian 
calmly surveyed his surroundings with bead-like black eyes, concealing a couple of small, 
gloved hands under the wide sleeves of his shirt. 


Fennel returned Okocim’s stare. Reflecting the Sphygian’s countenance, incisive eyes gazed 
beyond the cat man’s flesh all the way to the bones, nerves, tendons, appraising him as if he 
were a Secret that was his alone to unravel. The boy seemed to be assessing him, inspecting 
him... judging him. Transfixed by the thick black veins around the youth’s visage and gills, 
the nervous ex-Hakaishin swallowed hard after spotting the cybernetic implant over Fennel’s 
snout, marveling at the near rhythmical way it breathed in and out. 


“[Why 5 he starin’ at me like that? Does he know who I am? Does he... does he know what 
1...2]? 


The fallen Destroyer wiped the sweat away. 


“(The fucks wrong with you, Beerus!? He’s just a kid! What the hell is he gonna do: throw a 
tantrum!? Say something!|. H-Hi, little guy! How you doin’?” 


Tien, Chiaotzu, Anise and Cumin facepalmed in unison. Profoundly vexed by now, the 
amphibian “spoke” in sign language at the same time a series of beeps, boops, and similar 
sounds emanated from his mouthpiece. 


“<Who are you calling ‘little’, roadkill?>.” 

Anise took offense at that. 

“Fennel! You’re being rude!” 

“The hell he just said?” 

Feeling the ground in front of him with his white cane, a reluctant Cumin stepped forward. 


“Something insulting and nasty, Sir. Kindly accept our apologies on Fennel’s behalf. He isn’t 
very personable. That means he’s not easy to like.” 


Fennel glowered at Cumin. 

““<Mind your own business, Jintan>.” 

“Stop being a jerk to everybody and I will, Marathos.” 

Chiaotzu sighed. 

“You two...” 

Livid by now, Tien Shinhan turned to the axolotl. 

“I’m disappointed in you, Fennel. We’re not leaving until you apologize to Lord Beerus.” 
Anise snapped her fingers. 

“That’s it! You’re that Hakaishin Master told us about, aren’t you?” 


Okocim sweated copiously. Grinning awkwardly, the Sphygian tugged at his shirt’s 
nonexistent collar. 


“W-Well, y’see, I... it’s a long and complicated story and...” 


Anise’s expression set him at ease; it was serene, relaxed, almost as if she were saying “it’s 
ok... you don’t have to say anything if you don’t want to.” Meanwhile, an increasingly 
annoyed Tien and Chiaotzu glared at an increasingly peeved Fennel. 


“Ts there something you would like to say to Lord Beerus, Fennel?” 


The young amphibian realized the battle was lost. Whenever Sensei switched to that irritated 
tone, the only viable course of action was to diffuse whatever situation his adder-like tongue 
had gotten him into. Much against his will, the glowering Fennel “spoke” and gestured 
accordingly. 


“<Apologies, Your Godship>.” 
Cumin nearly facepalmed. 
“Damn it, Fenn! Can’t you apologize like you mean it at least once in your life!?” 


Fennel was not amused. Arms crossed against his chest, veins throbbing like he had half a 
mind to break somebody’s neck, the axolotl sharply turned towards Cumin. 


“<What have I told you about sticking that crooked beak of yours where it doesn’t belong, 
Jintan?>.” 


Burning beet red, a bashful Cumin clumsily covered his beak. 
“(Bawk!). H-Hey, that’s not fair!” 


Tien’d had just about enough. Eager to initiate damage control, the master of the Tien-Shin 
Style Dojo turned to Anise and Chiaotzu. 


“Would you guys mind waiting outside? I'll be right out.” 
“Not at all. Come along, you three.” 
“Nice meeting you, Okocim!” 


Waving goodbye, Anise stepped away with Chiaotzu, Cumin, and Fennel. The disgraced 
Hakaishin waved back, blissfully unaware of his slight slouch and the giddy smile etched on 
his face before he remembered Tien. 


“Okocim?” 
“My birth name. Ask Bulma if you wanna know the details.” 


“Speaking of which... Bulma phoned ahead and told me everything this morning. I’m sorry 
about what happened, Lord Beerus.” 


Much to his own wonderment, the Sphygian flashed a timid little grin. 
“Uh, thanks... please don’t call me ‘Lord’. ‘Beerus’ or ‘Okocim’ is fine.” 
“How are you holding up?” 


“Apart from the constant fatigue, that damn limp, the nightmares, questioning pretty much 
every choice I’ve made in life? Just fine... it’s weird, though. I’m doing everything I used to 


do (minus destroying), but now it’s different, like hot and cold, for instance.” (Brief pause). 
“I can’t see colors anymore, and for some reason, desserts just aren’t what they used to be.” 


“T think I can answer that last one. You’re a cat, right? Cats can’t taste sugar, and I don’t 
mean just cane sugar or sweeteners.” 


Okocim flashed an awkward smile. 


“R-Right, silly me... maybe the God ki spiced things up a bit...” (Brief pause). “L-Look, don’t 
take this the wrong way, but... does Anise know? About me, I mean?” 


“Not really. She knows about the Dragon Balls, Kais, Destroyers, the Multiverse, even a bit 
about the Omni-King, but that’s about it. I might’ve let slip a couple of details about certain 
Gods of Destruction, but nothing substantial.” (Brief pause). “Look... I know we haven’t 
exactly been friends in the past, but if you ever need help, ask Goku. He can help you reach 
me if you need someone to talk to. He means well, but he’s not exactly qualified to handle 
this kind of thing.” 


“Y-Yeah, no kidding... thanks, Tien.” 
“PII see you later, Beerus.” 


The Master of the Tien-Shin Dojo took his leave. Okocim sat back down in front of the pool, 
humming sweet nothings while soaking his feet underwater, floating in placid smiles and 
good feelings for a change. Nothing could possibly ruin this— 


“Hi, Lord Beerus!” 


An effusive Son Goku materialized right next to the cat man. Spooked beyond belief, the 
screaming former deity hastily jumped back and fell into the water. It took Beerus all of 
fifteen seconds to resurface, heralding seething rage with a succession of bubbles, spitting out 
a trickle of water as he... floated out of the pool? 


“GOKU, YOU IDIOT! JUST WAIT TILL I GET MY CLAWS ON YOU, YOU SONOVA 
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“Look, Lord Beerus, look!” 


“DON’T TRY TO WEASEL OUT OF THIS ONE, MONKEY! I'VE HAD IT WITH YOU 
APPARATING AND SCARING THE CRAP OUT OF ME! NOW YOU’ RE GONNA—” 


“LORD BEERUS!” 
“WHAT!?” 


The Saiyan pointed to the ground underneath. Realizing he was in midair, the Sphygian 
panicked and plummeted to the bottom of the pool. Thinking fast, Goku dived in, pulling 
Okocim out in a matter of seconds. 


Back on dry land, the coughing cat man removed his drenched shirt and tossed it aside, 
barely able to process what had just transpired. 


“Lord Beerus... you... you flew...” 


Staring at his opened hands, a euphoric Okocim tuned out his surroundings, nearby chirping 
birds, the comings and goings of Capsule Corp staff. By the time it finally hit him, the 
disgraced God of Destruction was leaping in exultation, crying tears of joy. 


“I... I did... I DID!” 
“I knew you could do it!” 


“I DID IT! I DID IT! I DID IT!” (Stops abruptly). “But I can’t get it to work now...” (Brief 
pause). “Wait a sec... I was furious before... STOP SCARING ME WITH THAT INSTANT 
TRANSMISSION CRAP!” 


Nothing happened. 

“I CAN’T STAND THE TASTE OF BEEF!” 

Still nothing. 

“SWEETS TASTE LIKE CRAP NOW!” 

Nope... 

“I HAVEN’T HAD A DECENT LAY IN OVER FIVE-THOUSAND YEARS!” 
Nothing still. 

“Gods damn it! I knew it was too good to be true! I don’t even know how I did it.” 


The feline despondently sat down with his legs crossed. Crouching next to him, Goku 
cautiously put his hand on Okocim’s bare shoulder. 


Still soaking wet, the cat man couldn’t be bothered to move or speak. Loathe as he was to 
admit it, the Sphygian felt a bit more at ease at that moment, but immediately looked away so 
the Saiyan wouldn’t see him turn redder than red. 


“Lord Beerus... don’t be so sad, man. You did it once: you can do it again. I’m sure of it.” 
“Yeah... thanks, Goku.” 

“Don’t mention it. I got a coupla questions, though...” 

“T already told you, I can’t figure out how I did it.” 

“It’s not that.” 


“What is it, then?” 


“What’s wrong with your skin? It’s all ugly and weird now.” 
Okocim sighed. 


“[Tactful as ever, monkey boy...]. If I had to guess, I’d say it’s going back to the way it was 
before I became a god. Not counting me and Champa, how many purple cats have you seen 
in your lifetime?” (Brief pause). “What’s the other question?” 


“What’s a ‘lay’?” 


Beerus stopped himself just shy of a facepalm. Remembering who he was dealing with, the 
son of Lech took a deep breath and accepted his fate. 


“PI tell you later. In the meantime, I already know what’s the first thing I wanna learn soon 
as I master ki control.” 


“The Kamehameha?” 

“No.” 

“The Kaio-ken?” 

“Still no.” 

“The Spirit Bomb? Yamcha’s Spirit Ball?” 
“Not even close.” 

“Gohan’s Masenko? Tien’s Tri-Beam?” 
“Definitely interested... not yet, though.” 
“Piccolo’s Special Beam Cannon?” 
“Special what now?” 

“Y’ know... that thing he does.” 

“What thing?” 


“You know the one. He gathers ki into his fingertips and shoots a straight blast that can pierce 
things. He killed me with it one time, when he fired it while I was holding my brother down. 
Raditz dodged in the nick of time, but I wasn’t so lucky.” 


“Oh, I see what you mean... the Light of Death.” 
“That’s what Android 21 calls it. It’s always been the Special Beam Cannon to the rest of us.” 


“What's so special about it, anyway? Theres lots of other techniques that can do the 
piercing thing].” (Brief pause). “Whatever. I wanna learn everything you guys can teach me, 


Goku, but what I wanna learn most of all is...” (Smiles with determination). “Instant 
Transmission.” 


The Omni-King 5 Realm... 


Zen-Oh signaled the Grand Priest to shut off the projector. Friendly smile on his face, the 
Supreme Benefactor then turned to a pair of shadowed sitting feline figures. 


“Well? What do you think?” 


“Pathetic... damn fool loses his godhood, first thing he does is make googly eyes at some girl. 
Talk about desperate.” 


A deep-voiced, battle-ready young fellow played with a toothpick. Having downed a martini 
and chewed on its complimentary olive, the first fellow left his seat and cracked his knuckles, 
much to the pleasure of the supreme deities. 


Whis was not amused. Expression stern, the Angel levitated the discarded toothpick and 
disintegrated it with a snap of his fingers. 


“That ‘damn fool’ is my former student and your predecessor. You would do well to respect 
him, Lord Negroni.” 


“Apologies, Sensei.” 


Letting out a loud belch, the older second figure apologized before extinguishing a thick 
cigar. Repressing an impudent yawn, he left his seat with a stretch that accentuated his wide 
muscle-gutted frame. 


“Gotta hand it to the boy... he has sweet taste. Maybe there’s still hope for the other one, too. 
As for Miss Anise... I wouldn’t mind givin’ her a lil’ bit of sweetness myself... know what I 
mean?” 


“Way to keep it classy, Lord Tusker.” 

“It’s not like I’m gonna force her, Whis! You know I’m not about that!” 

“I’m sure you tell them all the same thing.” 

“Hey, they all enjoyed it...” (Grins mischievously). “...like you did that evening.” 
Whis’s face burned a sizzling purple. 


“I told you to never bring that up again! Really, Lord Tusker, is this the example you wish to 
set for Lord Negroni?” 


The alluded cracked his neck and knuckles. 


“Don’t trouble yourself none, Sensei. I was raised better’n that.” 


“What do you mean ‘better’n that’!? Who do you think you’ re talking to, boy!?” 


“All I’m sayin’ is, I got better things to do than cruise ‘round the galaxy looking for an easy 
lay.” 


“Well, if you did every once in a while, maybe you wouldn’t always be walkin’ around like 
your underwear’s choking the life out of your rusty old cu—” 


“THAT’S ENOUGH!" 
The vexed Guide Angel of Universe 7 had stumped his foot. 


“Lord Negroni, you are a Destroyer-in-training, and you, Lord Tusker, are a Hakaishin 
Emeritus. You’ll be free to snipe at each other once we’re outside of these halls. For now, 
however, you will behave in the presence of Grand Zen-Oh and the Grand Priest!” 


Zen-Oh chuckled. 


“It’s ok, Whis. I know they don’t really mean it... but I do have one question for you, 
Negroni.” 


The younger male stopped licking the palm of his hand. 

“Fire away, Boss.” 

“What’re you gonna do when you meet Subject B?” 

The Destroyer-in-training gathered his mind in all of one second. 


“Figure I’m gonna tell ‘im everything... heck, s’why I’m puttin’ myself through all this 
hassle. After that? Guess I'll challenge him to a fight, see if there’s any truth to the stories. 
From what I’ve seen, though, I reckon I’m headed for some major disappointment.” 


“You do realize B’s condition is only temporary, right? He’ ll regain himself sooner or later, 
even if he won’t be anywhere near his prime for quite some time.” 


“Like I care, Sensei. Once a Destroyer, always a Destroyer. Everything else is just bullshit.” 
A proud Tusker put his arm around Negroni’s shoulder. 


“You're absolutely right, son." (Brief pause). “Whis, Your Eminence, Your Excellency, I 
can’t thank you enough for introducing me to this mighty fine hunk of male. He’s better than 
all my bastards put together, to say nothing of those two fu—-Okocim and Lanson. I don’t 
know what me and Brulle were thinking, letting them brats take over.” 


A repulsed Negroni brushed Tusker aside. 
“Don’t tell me you’re blushin’, old timer.” 


“Whatever... and here I thought I’d seen everything Universe 7 had to offer.” 


“What, you already had your way with everything else that moves?” 
“You’re cruisin’ for a bruisin’, boy!” 

Negroni was not amused. 

“I’m not your boy, old man.” 

Grand Priest saw it fit to intervene. 


“We’ve received transmissions from Vados and Mojito. Their missions were successful: 
Subjects C and S have been brought to mortality and exiled to Earth along with B and Q, all 
according to Grand Zen-Oh’s plan.” 


Negroni raised a puzzled eyebrow. 


“Your pardon, Excellency. The report stated Subject S was sighted at an island over a 
thousand miles away from his intended destination. On that note, I believe we should arrange 
his transfer to West City as soon as possible.” 


Grand Priest allowed himself to smile. The stories he’d heard about this young Hakaishin-to- 
be did him no justice. The Father of Angels found it strangely comforting, how this young 
Sphygian shifted back and forth from joviality to solemnity without a hint of duplicity or 
sycophancy, a far cry from the late Lords Beerus and Champa. 


“We’ve already informed Agent G and his friends. We’ll retrieve S and have him join the 
others before the end of the week. That being said, however, there were some... 
complications.” 


“Complications?” 

Zen-Oh chirped an awkward chuckle. 
“Y-Yeah... I sorta wiped his memory. My bad.” 
Tusker and Negroni blinked in disbelief. 

“You did what!?” 


“It was an accident, OK!?” (Brief pause). “Long story short, I panicked and made one stupid 
mistake after another back in Universe 9. Guy’s a total screwup, but he didn’t deserve that. I 
promise I’ll rectify it.” 


Negroni wiped a trickle of sweat from his brow. 
“Any word about the missing candidate?” 


“Still nothing regarding Subject R, I’m afraid.” 


“PI do some recon in areas with last confirmed VR sightings. Those sons of bitches are 
bound to screw up sooner or later.” 


“No, you won’t.” 
“Huh?” 


“You’re our secret weapon, Negroni. We can’t risk losing you to the Void like it happened 
with Jerez, Mule, Vermoud, and all those warriors from across the Multiverse. Why, two days 
ago we received word that Geene and Arak haven’t been seen or heard from for over three 
weeks since the Void Realm attacked their universes.” 


“TWO DAYS AND THREE WEEKS!? YOU’VE KNOWN ALL THIS TIME AND YOU 
WAITED UNTIL NOW TO TELL ME!?” 


“You were busy elsewhere. Burdening you with that information could have proved 
counterproductive.” 


“*Counterproductive’!? Had I known, I could’ve sent a convoy! Hell, we might’ve gotten 
lucky and located a base or something! We could’ve saved at least one of them!” 


“We don’t know that for certain. You could’ve exposed yourself to the Void had you done 
those things. I needn’t remind you what will happen if they get their hands on you, do I?” 


“Noted. What are your orders?” 


“Have your men scout the areas in question, but don’t go there yourself without our express 
command. Am I understood?” 


“Yes, Your Eminence.” 
“Dismissed.” 


Zen-Oh and Grand Priest took their leave. After they’d gone, Negroni clutched his fists, 
seemingly oblivious to the blood that seeped through the palm of his hands while Tusker 
coolly inspected his fingernails. 


“This is ridiculous! Six Destroyers missing in less than a month, strange happenings 
throughout the universes, and we’re just sitting on our asses, talking and planning like we 
have all the fucking time in the world!” 


“You can’t just barge into a war zone and expect to come out on top. You of all people know 
these things take planning... tons of it.” 


“The more time we waste, the more powerful those bastards become! If they keep this up, not 
even Zen-Oh himself will be able to stop them! You know what that means!” 


“I don’t need a reminder, son. You gotta have faith in the Omni-King and the Grand Priest. 
Trust me, they know what they’re doing: they’ve got eons-long experience to vouch for 
them.” 


Negroni turned away. 

“Whatever. Staying cooped up where it’s safe is hardly my style, anyway.” 
“Maybe a good one will take your mind off things for a while.” 

“You ever think of anything other than sex?” 

“Hey, don’t knock until you’ve tried it!” 

“T have... way you keep goin’ on about it makes me wanna take up celibacy.” 
“Whatever. You taste that drink they named you after? It’s delicious!” 
“Some other time.” 

Tusker grumbled out loud. 


“Seriously, how are we even related!? I’ve never seen a bigger stick in the mud since the old 
fool!” 


Heading out, Negroni stopped in his tracks without turning toward Tusker. Concealed by 
penumbra, the young Sphygian flashed a cheeky half-smile. 


“Guess it runs in the family...” 

“You little...” 

With that, the felines went their separate ways... 
The next day, 5:45 PM, Capsule Corp... 


Okocim readied for his imminent move-in with the Son family. While he would no longer be 
living with the Briefs, the ex-deity still had to report to the Medical Center once every week 
for psychology sessions, once a month with the psychiatrist, and at least three times a week 
for physical therapy. 


The Sphygian was skeptical about this arrangement. The late Lord Beerus didn’t see the point 
of sitting in front of a so-called expert for an hour or so to whine about problems he didn’t 
understand all that well himself. The former Destroyer had woken up in a screaming panic 
almost every night since his undeification, scaring Bulma and her family out of their minds. 


“[Leave it to humans to fuss over every little thing that goes wrong in life! Seriously, what is 
it with you guys? I have a coupla nightmares, and you act like I broke every bone in my body 
or somethin’! What, none of you ever had night terrors? Guess your childhoods were a bowl 
of cream and catnip. You’re all special lil’ sand specks, so life threw itself at your feet and 
blew you on demand. Hard to believe this is the same universe that won the Tournament of 
Power... fuck am I s’posed to say, anyway?].” 


Okocim cleared his throat. After playfully waving at nothing, the cat man cleared his throat 
and made like he was giving somebody a handshake. 


“Hey Doc, how you doin’? Name’s Beerus, AKA Okocim, son of Lech. I used to be a god, 
destroyed planets for a living, was an all-around jerkass and bag of misery for over a billion 
years, till one day my boss had enough of my bullshit and booted my ass to this universe. 
Think you can fix my head some time before lunch?” (Chuckles). “Yeah, that’1l work. Poor 
schmuck will be like...” 


Clearing his throat again, the patient mimicked a stereotypical German accent. Since he 
didn’t know what mannerisms would suit the scene, the artist formerly known as Beerus 
settled for the hand-in-waistcoat, flapping the arm in question like a chicken wing every now 
and then. 


“Vat do you mean, you used to be a gott!? Guten hiemel, man, you are nuttier than ze 
fruitcake (Pretends to scribble something on a notepad). “‘Buy all zees prescriptions and take 
zem every day for the rest of your life... vat, you don’t have ze insurance? Not mein fucking 
problem. Should’ve thought about zat before you went insane. Now get lost before I tell Mrs. 
Briefs to lock you up an’ throw away ze key!’” 


Throat cleared yet again, the scion of Artois helped himself to a nearby pillow, fastened it to 
his body with an old leather belt, then puffed up his chest and loosened his stomach muscles. 
A couple of breathing exercises later, the Sphygian emulated Champa’s childish tone of voice 
with remarkable accuracy. 


‘Better skip the formalities, Doc. My brother isn’t an asshat: he’s the asshat! You look up the 
word ‘asshat’ in the dictionary, it shows a picture of him; see also ‘anorexic’, “bean pole’, 
‘disappointment’, ‘disgrace’, ‘has-been’, ‘maniac’, ‘people who shouldn’t have been born’, 
‘shame’, ‘should’ve worn a condom’, etc. Just ask our fa—NO!” 


Belt and pillow discarded, Okocim came face to face with his reflection in a nearby mirror. 
Panting heavily, the Sphygian smiled creepily, gave himself the fig sign, followed by the 
finger, then looked away, seemingly unaware that his “image” snarled at him, hungrily 
licking its fangs from the other side of the glass. 


Fed up with himself, the ex-Hakaishin headed to the bathroom and took a quick look in the 
mirror: there were only a few dispersed purple islets left around face. Ears and nearly all of 
his countenance on the verge of assuming a dark sienna-like hue, the neck sported a 
burgeoning tint of dim gray the son of Lech hadn’t seen in centuries. The former deity’s 
hands and feet were almost entirely drenched in that sienna, extending from slightly 
underneath the forearms and calves to the palms and soles. If memory served, the gray would 
be largely widespread elsewhere, on the brink of extinguishing lingering purpure remnants. 


“(Do I take after Mother? Father? Grandfather?}.” (Brief pause). “|Hurry up already! Damn 
fuckup can t even turn mortal right!].” (Lays down on the bed). “Not that bad a week, if I say 
so myself.” (Big yawn). “Goku won’t be here for a coupla hours. Guess some sleep wouldn’t 
hurt.” 


The former Destroyer lost all notion of time as he drifted into a peaceful slumber, the kind 
that had been so hard to come by from his first day as a mortal. Soon after closing his eyes, 
the late Lord Beerus woke up with a start and hastily surveyed his surroundings: he wasn’t at 
the mansion anymore. Just then, a familiar dampness gradually took hold of him from the 
back of the head to the heels. 


“Did I have another accident?” 


That wasn’t the case, though. Okocim wasn’t lying in a pool of urine this time around: he was 
floating in the ocean. The terrified cat man jumped back up, ready to swim for his life... yet 
the need never arose. Instead of sinking or bobbing up and down like driftwood, he was 
standing on water like it was dry land. 


Wearing nothing but a t-shirt and sweatpants, the cat man walked several miles west, south, 
east, north, everywhere in between, shoeless feet dripping wet in his wake. By his own 
estimation, Okocim must’ve been on the move for almost half a day, if the position of the 
blazing sun was anything to go by. 


The fallen god grew worried. It would be evening soon. He didn’t want nightfall to catch him 
in the middle of nowhere, so far from Bulma, Goku, Capsule Corp, Anise—Anise!? 


“Okocim!” 


The ex-Hakaishin cleared his eyes several times, even washed his face repeatedly with 
saltwater. If his mind was playing a trick on him, it was a damn good one. The cat woman 
was there, alright, yet something was different. 


“(Thats funny... I don t remember Anise being part fish].” 


The feline froze where he stood. Before he even knew it, Anise was already diving like a 
dolphin, swimming on her back right next to him. 


“Fancy the weather?” 
“Uh...” 


Burning a bashful crimson, the Sphygian relaxed into another goofy smile by the time Anise 
walked up to him. Her legs looked like they’d always been there, mermaid tail morphed into 
a bright orange-red gown flowing with the evening waves as the girl danced to the tune of 
drums. Legs shifting in a triangular pattern, Anise’s arms and hands went with the flow 
whenever they weren’t holding on to Okocim, easing him into the next move, the next, the 
next, the next, the next... 


Before he knew it, the Sphygian’s mood shifted from lethargic to amused, from amused to 
captivated, from captivated to euphoric, from euphoric to piqued, from piqued to—a faint 
thumping sound loomed somewhere on the horizon. Looking over their shoulders, ears 
twitching like they hosted a universe of ear mites, the felines resumed their dance without 
delay, all but deaf to the approaching thumps. 


By the time the noise was at its peak, Okocim realized he was naked save for his boxer 
shorts. Oddly enough, he merely shrugged and dismissed it as the mere inconvenience it was. 
Just when the noise was starting to grate on their ears, Anise threw herself over Okocim and 
engulfed him in a white-hot embrace. Completely nude by now, the two of them sank deeper 
into the ocean, circulating air with ever lengthier nuzzles turned kisses, kisses turned playful 
biting, biting turned glissandos, glissandos turned pizzicatos, pizzicatos turned adagios, 
adagios turned andantes, andantes turned allegros, allegros turned non tanto-assai-presto- 
presto assai-thump-thump-thump-thump-thump-jolt-splash-splash-splash-splash... 


“Beerus! Beerus, are you there!?” 


Trunks’s frantic knocking snapped Okocim back into the real world. Having managed not to 
fall off the bed, the former deity felt an unpleasant dampness downstairs: he’d had an 
accident, alright... 


“Beerus! Beerus, are you there!? Open up!” 
“l Trunks!? What the fuck does he want!? Why is he knocking so loudly!?]. B-Be right there!” 


No time for questions! The late Lord Beerus had a little death scene to cover up before the 
boy’s yelling attracted still more unwanted attention. One hasty clean-up later, the artist 
formerly known as Beerus donned a fresh pair of underwear and put his other clothes back 
on. Once the stirring in his nether regions died down, the cat man opened the door to the 
mansion’s main hallway, where a very distressed and impatient Trunks Briefs awaited. 


“Finally! What were you doing in there!? 


The blushing cat man felt like melting into a puddle in a gutter somewhere. Since strangling 
the spawn of one’s host is generally frowned upon (not that he could do so anyway, given his 
current state), Okocim switched to diplomacy. 


“TYou little... you’d better have a friggin’ good reason for scaring me like this, kid!]. What is 
it, Trunks? Did something happen?” 


“It’s your brother! He’s in the Medical Center!” 


Okocim iced over where he stood. Anything else that might’ ve followed went right over his 
head. 


“Champa!? What happened to him!?” 
“T think it’s the same thing that happened to you!” 


The boy couldn’t get another word in. Having put on some tennis shoes, the gulping 
Sphygian literally swallowed his pride. 


“Y-Yeah, uh, Trunks? Think you could give me a lift?” 


“No way! Use your legs and walk, like everyone else!” 


A stern Okocim pointed to his walking stick. 
“Hope you’re not in a hurry.” 
“Seriously!?” 


“T'm doin’ this with or without your help, Trunks. Without’s gonna be lots more difficult, not 
to mention time-consuming.” 


“Fine...” 
Later, at the Medical Center... 


Holding Okocim with both arms underneath his armpits, a scowling Trunks literally flew the 
feline into the building. The artist formerly known as Beerus halfheartedly alerted alarmed 
personnel and visitors. 


“Hey, how y’all doin’? Sorry ‘bout that. Make way, comin’ through... sorry, our bad... how 
y'all doin’?... sorry... so sorry...” 


“This is so embarrassing...” 


“Don’t you give lifts to Bulma and your grandparents all the time?” (Brief pause). 

“(Like I’m having the time of my stinking life...]. Look, I don’t like this any more than you 
do, but I still can’t fly on my own, my limp makes it hard for me to walk, and, like you, I 
wanna get there sometime this century. I’1l make it up to you; I promise.” 


“You can start by never talking about this again.” 
“Deal.” 

“Also, don’t ask for any more favors.” 

“Fair enough.” 


It didn’t take long to find the room where the newly deposed God of Destruction of Universe 
6 laid unconscious. The former Lord Champa was strapped to a respirator, breathing much 
too faintly for comfort as Bulma and Vegeta watched on either side of the bed. 


Mind numb to all notions of time and space, a dizzy Okocim began sweating all over as he 
found himself in Sekhmet, a child once again: before training... before godhood... before Zen- 
Oh... before that day. Little Lanson laid strewn about, gasping for breath, dithering between 
life and death as servants came to his aid and Lady Afsnath conducted the ritual that had 
saved the boy so many times before. 


Meanwhile, a livid Tusker stood on the sidelines, grumbling to himself, arms crossed against 
the chest. Young Okocim sat nearby, weeping, nursing the most recent wound his father had 
inflicted on his countenance. The boy had it coming. He was a fuckup, after all... but even 
fuckups pray in times of distress. The deposed ex-Destroyer beseeched whatever gods would 


listen. The son of Lech pledged his very life, flesh, and blood so his twin wouldn’t go away 
forever... like she did. 


“LANSON!” 


Scream still echoing through the hospital halls, Okocim realized he was back in the present. 
Bulma, Vegeta, Trunks, passersby looked at the son of Lech in shock, fear, annoyance, so 
many other emotions he didn’t even know existed. 


Body and mind on autopilot, the former deity rushed to Lanson’s side, only to collide against 
a veritable brick wall in human form. Looking up, the cat man growled at the visage of a 
stern burly nurse. 


“Lemme through! That’s my brother!” 

“You're disturbing the patient, Sir. I’m afraid I must ask you to leave.” 
“Don’t order me around, you overgrown ape! I wanna see my brother now! 
“Sir...” 

“Let him in.” 


Vegeta signaled the nurse to back away. The fallen Destroyer approached the bed. The Saiyan 
Prince seemed to dance between anger, frustration, and anxiety, while Bulma looked outside 
from a nearby window. Rather than worried, she looked exhausted. 


“Damn it... am I always such a pain in the ass?].” 


A restless Okocim hobbled to Champa’s right, mind and senses all over the place till he 
occupied an adjacent chair the nurse kindly offered him. It took Vegeta standing by his side to 
snap him out of his distraction. 


“We don’t have a clue how or when he got here. The fellow who was with him said Champa 
was wondering the streets, that he looked lost, dazed, then all of a sudden, he started 
coughing and collapsed on the sidewalk. If you focus, you should be able to sense his energy, 
slippery as it is.” 


Okocim swallowed hard. 
“How is he? Is he gonna...?” 
Bulma turned to the feline. 


“It’s still too early to tell. He was hyperventilating when they picked him up. He had so much 
trouble breathing, we were afraid he wasn’t going to make it.” 


“Hyperventilating? Yeah... that checks out. Lanson used to do that when we were kids; he 
couldn’t run two minutes without falling down gasping for air. Had so many close calls, 
Mother and Father almost gave up on him reaching godhood. Hell, Mother had to give him a 


bit of Energy of Destruction just so he’d be able to train. Since the thing disappeared when he 
got the Energy, that means it came back when Zen-Oh—” 


Okocim put two and two together. Eyes trembling, brow sweating profusely, the older twin 
angrily clutched his fists, deaf to Bulma’s and the nurse’s pleas, as crimson blood stained the 
floor below. 


“Son of a bitch... THAT LITTLE SON OF A BITCH!” 


Outburst barely over, Lanson started to hack. He was wheezing violently by the time the 
nurse ran out to fetch a doctor. 


“B-B-B-Beer... Beerus?” 

Having caught his breath, the disgraced warrior spoke in an affectionate tone. 
I’m here, Lanson. You’re safe now.” 

“W-W-Where... a-am... 1?” 


“Capsule Corp Medical Center. You fainted in the street, Champ. Good thing they got you 
here just in time.” 


“F-F-Fainted? I-I-I...” (Brief pause). “B-B-B-Bro... y-y-your c-c-colors... a-a-are you...?” 
(Brief pause). “No...” 


“You're stammering, Champ. You haven’t done that since we were children.” 


Looking at himself, Lanson spotted a respirator, the whole mess of machinery he’d been 
tethered to, the one thing sparing him a one-way trip to Other World. The portly Sphygian 
wept. 


“B-B-Bee...?” 
“I’m afraid that’s back, too... sorry, bro.” (To the Briefs). “Mind givin’ us some privacy?” 


Bulma left with Vegeta and Trunks. Okocim shambled closer to the bed and softly held 
Lanson’s hand, taking care not to injure him. 


“Champa... did Zen-Oh do this to you? You don’t have to talk. Just nod or shake your head, 
ok?” (Brief pause). “If I had to guess, he barged into your temple, said you and me were 
disappointments, that he couldn’t possibly fathom how the great Afsnath Marnier and Tusker 
Artois could’ve sired two fuckups like us (pardon my language)... that about right?” 


Lanson nodded. 


“He then put on this big judgement-and-damnation act, took away your God ki and Energy of 
Destruction, exiled you to this here Earth in a flashy boom tube... correct?” 


Another nod. 


“Can you fly, sense ki, do anything you could before?” 

Lanson shook his head. 

“Shit, man... he did it to me, too. Even my limp’s back.” 

Having taken a deep breath, the late Lord Champa spoke with significant effort. 
“Q-Q-Q-Quit-t-t-t-te.. .]-l-l-|—” 

“Quitela? What about ‘im?” 


“Z-Z-Z-Z-Zen-O-O-O-Oh s-s-said t-t-to... s-s-say h-h-hello... w-when w-w-we m-m-meet h- 
h-h-him.” 


Okocim put on his thinking cap. 


“That means the Omni-King’s going after the damn rat, or he already has. Can’t say I feel 
sorry for Quitela, but then again, none of this makes any damn sense.” 


The door opened. The nurse invited himself back in. 
“Excuse me, Sir. The doctor is here.” 
“Just a sec.... be right back, Champ. Stay strong, ok?” 


The hefty cat smiled and nodded as the son of Lech took his leave. Outside, Goku spoke with 
the Briefs. Thank Supreme Kai... the cat man was in no mood for nonsense, especially of the 
apparating kind. 


“Bulma just told me everything, Lord Beerus. Luckily, I have some Senzu beans with me.” 
Okocim nearly danced for joy. 

“Really? That’s great! We can give some to Lanson and—” 

Bulma shook her head. 

“I don’t think we should do that, Beerus.” 

“Huh!? Why not!?” 

An uncharacteristically grim Goku weighed in. 


“Senzu beans heal injuries, but they don’t work on illnesses. I ate one years ago, back when I 
got that heart disease, and it only made things worse. I’d be dead now if it wasn’t for Future 
Trunks and that medicine. Good thing you took samples before I drank it, huh, Bulma?” 


Vegeta took over. There seemed to be some concern in his voice, perhaps even... compassion? 
Today was just full of surprises, far as Okocim was concerned. 


“Kakarot’s right. It could be dangerous for him in the state he’s in now. We ought to wait 
until whatever he has stabilizes, and then let him have one.” 


Bulma shook her head. 
“Asthma... he has asthma, Vegeta. I recognized the symptoms.” 


“That’s what you guys call it, huh? It was rough on Lanson when we were growing up. The 
stammering was just icing on the proverbial shit cake (pardon my language). Don’t you have 
anything that can help him, Bulma?” 


“We can give him medication and treatment once he pulls through. It’ll help him deal with 
attacks and symptoms, but it won’t cure him.” 


“Can’t we ask Shenron to heal him?” 


“That won’t work, either. We talked with Dende a few months ago. He’s making some 
adjustments to the Dragon Balls after that whole Zamasu affair. He thinks it’ll require a full 
year, at the very least. Long story short, the Dragon Balls are unusable until further notice. 
I’m sorry, Beerus.” 


Okocim frowned. 


“Great... another option down the drain.” (Brief pause). “Look, Goku, I... we’ Il have to put 
off my moving in with you guys. I’m sorry; I really wanna go, but...” 


“I understand; family comes first. I’ll keep visiting you in the meantime.” 
The Sphygian swallowed hard. 


“Y-Yeah, about that... please don’t Instant Transmit around Lan—Champa, will you? If 
there’s something he doesn’t need right now, it’s suffocating to death ‘coz he got scared by 
some crazy Saiyan who apparated the fuck out of nowhere (pardon my language)... no 
offense, y’ know.” 


“None taken. I can give you some predominal lessons if you want.” 
The feline and the Briefs blinked in utter confusion. 

“Predominal?” 

“Y’know... a crash course.” 

Vegeta scoffed. 

“I believe the term you’re looking for is ‘preliminary’... idiot.” 


“Yeah, that’d be great... just remember what I said, ok? No apparating in front of me or my 
brother.” 


“Will do. Same time tomorrow, four hours before sunrise.” 
Bulma stepped forward. 


“You two’ll have to take a raincheck on that one. Tomorrow I don’t have to go to work till 
later in the day, so I was thinking I should take you to see Piccolo and Dende at the Lookout, 
Beerus. Which reminds me: Piccolo said you should bring at least three to four weeks’ worth 
of clothes along. He and Dende are working on a ritual to combat that presence. He thinks it’s 
unlikely the problem will be solved in one day, or even a week.” 


“Good to know... think we can reschedule, Goku? 
Goku pondered. 


“I dunno... I gotta head to market early tomorrow morning to sell my harvest. Chi-Chi also 
wants me to go to that parent-teacher conference at Goten’s school, so that’s like two more 
hours we won’t have. I’ll have to ask Piccolo to train you while you’re there.” 


“You know I’m having trouble with ki control.” 


“I know that, Lord Beerus. Tell ya what: I'll pop over and ask him if he can get you started 
on fighting. Just basics for now. Who knows? Maybe you’ll get to meet his new student.” 


“(New student?]. Fine by me.” 

“One question, though... what’s ‘apparating’?” 
The next day, 6:22 AM... 

“Were here.” 


The Capsule Corp hovercraft landed in the middle of the courtyard outside Kami’s Lookout, 
where Piccolo, Dende, and Mr. Popo awaited. Cane and luggage in hand, Okocim assessed 
his surroundings. 


“Uncredible... to think I didn t notice it until now... how the fuck does the Lookout stay up in 
the air, suspended on that itty-bitty stick!? Universe 7 Earthlings... they never cease to amaze 
me].” 


“Hello, Beerus.” 
Tone friendly, expression ill at ease, Piccolo offered their newest guest a handshake. 


“Wow... firm handshake you got here, green man. Either that, or I’m in worse shape than I 
thought]. H-Hi, Piccolo... how’s 21?” 


Grumbling to himself, the Namekian otherwise maintained a close-to-neutral expression. 


“(Something s definitely bothering him... probably my fault. Note to self: do extra chores 
while I’m here].” 


“He’s fine. Out in the wilderness, training my newest students.” 
“(Students ? But Goku said...].” 

Dende politely bowed before the guest. 

“Welcome, Lord Beerus. We have a message for you.” 

“A message?” 

“Actually, it’s a parcel.” 


Just then, Mr. Popo handed the new arrival a small sandalwood box, lid blazoned with the 
kanji of U7’s Kais. Upon opening it, Okocim found a diminutive pouch and a letter which 
read as follows: 


Shin, Supreme Kai of the Seventh Universe by decree of Zen-Oh All-Sovereign, greets Okocim 
Lech-Sa, formerly God of Destruction Lord Beerus XXVII, son of Tusker, of the Noble and 
Distinguished House of Artois, from Planet Sekhmet of the Eleventh Universe. Peace and 
health to you and yours. 


The Grand Priest has informed me of your undeification. While we were not on friendly 
terms, I never wished misfortune upon you. Please accept my sympathy and aid in your time 
of need. 


There is a crisis looming over the Multiverse, one which you and others like you will have to 
surmount. Ancient enemies have awakened from their slumber. Their machinations threaten 

your fellow Destroyers and all the Universes. That is all I can say for the moment. You shall 
learn more when Grand Zen-Oh deems it convenient. 


The Omni-King has already confirmed your successor as Hakaishin of Universe 7. Grand 
Priest forbade discussing the matter with you, Son Goku, or his friends, but I fear he may not 
harbor the best of intentions as far as you are concerned. Be on your guard. 


Enclosed you will find a silken pouch, containing a gift that should prove useful. Kindly give 
my regards to Goku and company. 


I, Supreme Kai Shin, take my leave. Peace and health to you and yours. 


Pocketing the letter, Okocim opened the pouch: a pair of all too familiar jewels gleamed 
beneath the morning sunlight. 


“[ Shin... thought he’d hate my guts by now]. Potara Earrings...” 


Mr. Popo invited the group into the temple. Main hall behind them, Dende and Popo escorted 
Okocim through a series of torch-lit corridors. At that time, Piccolo took the President of 
Capsule Corp to a smaller room not far from the entrance. 


“We’re going to lock the door behind us, Bulma. Once the ritual begins, we must follow 
through until the end. I already warned you, but it bears repeating: no matter what happens, 


no matter what you hear, you mustn’t go deeper inside without Dende, Popo, or me to guide 
you. If you feel you’re in danger, run back outside: do not go looking for us. Do you 
understand?” 


“Understood. Just be careful...” 


Having reached the center of the temple, Piccolo entered a vast circular room, where Mr. 
Popo cleaned and lit one hundred and eight cobwebbed candles. Seated with his legs crossed, 
Okocim scratched himself as he looked downward to a red kanji resembling the crest worn 
by the Guardians of Earth. 


“So... what now? Do I chant a mantra or something?” 
Dende sat to the right. 

“Not at all. Just relax and focus on your breath.” 
Piccolo took to the left. 


“You're going to have all kinds of thoughts running around. Don’t resist them, but don’t run 
away with them, either. Acknowledge them, then let them go.” 


“(Easier said than done...].” 


Having shut their eyes, the Namekians began chanting in their native language. Mr. Popo 
watched silently as the Guardian’s sigil started to glow and Okocim’s breathing became 
irregular, then regular again. 


“| Breathe in... breathe out... breathe in... breathe out. Concentrate, Okocim... focus. Forget 
Champa... Mother... Grandfather... Asahi... I... no... focus on the breath. Father... always 
here... he... no... he’s not here... not any more... get... get away... no... get away... dont... 
dont hit me... dont hurt me... Okocim... thy name... Okocim...]. 
NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO0O0O00! DON’T EVEN THINK ABOUT IT, YOU 
LITTLE FUCKUP!” 


Trembling under a deluge of sweat, Beerus's eyes became bloodshot. Foaming at the mouth, 
the Sphygian jumped to his feet, bumped against an invisible wall, then yelled in an 
otherworldly gravel-like tone, much to the terror of the Namekians and their assistant. 


“RELEASE ME! RELEASE ME, DAMN YOU! RELEASE ME OR TASTE 
DAMNATION!” 


A panicking Dende and Mr. Popo huddled against each other. A steely Piccolo stepped 
toward the monster at the same time the disgraced Destroyer screamed in an unknown 
language. 


“Who are you?” 


The fallen deity roared a scornful laugh. 


“Do you not recognize your god!? I am Hakaishin Beerus, fool! I have the blood of myriads 
in my hands. Appease me or incur my righteous—” 


“Drop the charade.” 
“What!?” 


“T can see right through you, impostor. I don’t know who you are, but you’re not Beerus the 
Destroyer. Now relinquish that vessel: it does not belong to you.” 


“You dare blaspheme in my presence, slug!? I shall redden my heels underneath your blood 
and claim your frame for my own!” 


Yelling louder still, the trapped monster powered up, gathered, blasted ki everywhere. When 
that had no effect, it battered the unseen barrier, nearly breaking Okocim’s hands and feet by 
punching, kicking, shooting, doing everything in its power to shatter the magic seal. 


“Dende, Popo!” 


Eyes shut, the trio uttered a solemn chant in the Namekian language, ignoring the heart- 
rending screams and curses overflowing from the mouth of “Beerus.” Soon afterward, 
energies coalesced, infiltrated the barrier, washed over the demon like a crescent wave during 
high tide. Roaring earth-sundering screams, the floor and walls beneath the fiend’s feet 
cracked. 


Piccolo: “NOW!” 
Piccolo/Dende/Popo: “PURITY SURGE! DIVINE CLEANSING WAVE!” 


Nearby candles melted into an argent translucent serpentine flame. It shot through the room 
like a whirlwind, concentrating at the rooftop, exactly above the center of the demon’s head. 
Having assumed the form of a lotus flower in full bloom, the conflagration broke through the 
faltering seal and entered Beerus’s body through the mouth, eyes, nose, and ears. Screaming a 
heaven-crushing screech, the former god collapsed as his prison overflowed with dense 
smoke. Soon afterward, the barrier shattered and faded from the physical world. 


After the smoke dissipated, the trio cautiously approached the unconscious ex-Hakaishin. 
Flesh smothered in ashen grey, flaming entry points still giving off smoke, Okocim Lech-Sa 
was practically naked, every part of him a citadel of first, second, and third-degree burns. 
Upon confirming he was still alive, Dende summoned his healing magics, undoing the 
scarring on the patient, as well as the damage to his clothes, leaving Piccolo to pick up the 
fallen Destroyer. 


“Take him to the guest room, Popo. Apply the potions and salves. Stay with him till I return.” 


Summoning his magic carpet, the attendant flew away once the cat man was safely in place. 
An approaching Dende swallowed hard. 


“Ts this wise, Piccolo? What if... what if Lord Beerus can’t control himself? What if he goes 
rogue? You and the others couldn’t even scratch him last time you fought, and now we have 


him and four other warriors like him to deal with. If things go according to plan, they’ Il be 
over a thousand times stronger than when they were gods. If they become a threat...” 


“I’m aware of the risks, Dende. It won’t be long before Zen-Oh’s barriers fail and the Void 
Realm attacks the other Universes, including our own. We can’t sit around and wait for 
Beerus and the others to regain their powers the slow and steady way. I don’t like it any more 
than you do, but it has to be done.” 


“T see... any news about Subjects S and R?” 


“Last I heard, Nappa, Raditz, Lavender and Basil were on their way to Bogle Island, where 
Subject S was sighted after Zen-Oh’s little mishap.” 


“Ts it true, then? Did Subject S really lose his memory?" 
Piccolo sighed. 


“He doesn’t even remember his own name. Worst part is, the Omni-King doesn’t know how 
to undo the botched spell.” 


“So S lost his godhood, fighting abilities, memories, and he’s stuck in Universe 7 forever?” 
Piccolo nodded. 

“There’s something else: the latest report states S has started to... mutate.” 

“Mutate?”’ 


“The details are sketchy. It said S’s teeth are becoming, and I quote, ‘feral’, that he’s growing 
‘an abnormal amount of body hair’. He’s also developed ‘a habit of eating raw meat’, and 
when he speaks, his voice ‘sounds like a growl’. The report says none of it was Zen-Oh’s 
doing.” 


“T see... any word about the missing candidate?” 


“Haven't heard from Krillin, 17 and 18, so I assume there’s still no trace of Subject R.” (Brief 
pause). “The least I say about our newest recruit, the better.” (Brief pause). “Let’s go. We 
have our work cut out for us.” 


Later, that afternoon... 


Barely halfway into a kata, a barefooted Okocim heaved and panted, already out of breath. 
Upon grabbing a nearby towel and bottle of water, the feline sat down with his legs crossed 
and focused: he was not alone. 


“Is someone there?” 
Piccolo stepped out to the courtyard. 


“Feeling better?” 


Wide smile on his face, the artist formerly known as Beerus rose. 


“Yep... feels so good to walk without my cane, feel the ground beneath my feet and all that. 
Can’t wait to start training for real.” 


“You should be resting. That ritual did a number on you. You'd be a wreck if not for Dende.” 
Okocim started doing pushups. He barely made it to ten before he rose anew. 


“Yeah, no kidding... been lying on my ass way too long. Gonna turn into freakin’ Champa if I 
don’t get some exercise... don’t tell ‘im I said that, though.” 


“You still gotta take it easy. It’1l be a while before you’re back to a hundred percent.” 
“Unless I somehow become a god again, I don’t see that happening any time soon.” 


“T was talking about your training... which reminds me: Bulma got an emergency call and left 
in a hurry.” 


A frantic feline all but yanked Piccolo’s collar. 
“What happened!? Is Champa ok!? Did Bulla get hurt!? What—” 
“Whoa, whoa... WHOA! Calm down, Beerus! Take it easy!” 


Having removed Okocim’s hands and regained his composure, the former nemesis of Son 
Goku continued. 


“She said it was work-related... that’s about it. Also, Goku will be busy for the next couple of 
weeks, so he asked me to take over your training for a while.” 


“Busy? Doing what?” 
“He didn’t say.” 
“And you didn’t ask him?” 


“I’m not one to meddle, Beerus. Goku wouldn’t take all that time off if he didn’t think it was 
necessary. You know how serious he is about helping you.” 


Okocim shrugged. 


“Hey, long as I can train, it’s fine by me. Thanks for letting me crash here, by the way. I owe 
you guys big time. [Maybe Vegeta will forget about that incident in the dining room while I’m 
gone... hopefully.” 


“Don’t mention it. We’ll be conducting follow-up rites, make sure that... that Presence 
doesn’t stir up any more trouble.” 


“Right... I got a question, though. Who’s your new student?” 


Piccolo raised an eyebrow. 

“You mean 21? He’s been with us for years now.” 

“You know who I’m talkin’ about...” 

Piccolo mulled things over for all of six seconds. 

“Tt’s true... 21 and I, we’re... we’re training... Shu.” 

“Who’s Shu?” 

“You’ve seen him around Capsule Corp. Hangs around Mai and Pilaf.” 
“Not ringing any bells.” 

“The Shiba Inu kid who dresses like a ninja and carries a sword.” 
“Really? How’d he end up with you guys?” 


“Shu and friends have been living with the Briefs for over a year now. They just showed up 
one day, said they had nowhere else to go. Bulma couldn’t find any relatives or information, 
so she took them in.” 


Okocim chuckled. 


“I remember now. Showing kindness to a buncha hooligans... that’s so Bulma. Whis told me 
about it coupla days after my fight with Goku. From what I gathered, those three used to be 
enemies of Goku and company back in the day, tried to wax ‘em a few times, then they had 
the brilliant idea of freeing the evil side of the former Guardian of Earth from his 
imprisonment. No prices for guessing how that turned out...” 


Piccolo stifled a chuckle. 


“They also used the Dragon Balls to become young... seems Shenron had a bit of fun with 
that wish. Read about it in the Lookout Archives.” 


“(Lookout Archives?]|. Speakin' of Shenron... is it true? Are the Dragon Balls really out of 
commission?” 


“Yes, Lord Beerus.” 


Dende reached the courtyard, followed by Mr. Popo. Neither of them seemed to be in a 
particularly cheery mood. 


“After the Zamasu Incident, Piccolo and I thought it best to completely remove Shenron’s 
ability to manipulate minds. Lastly, the Eternal Dragon can no longer grant wishes that 
involve taking control of other beings. That includes body-switching, as well as tampering 
with emotions and neurological disorders, like depression and autism.” 


“Gotta hand it to the kid: he’s thorough...|. Fine by me... you think Shenron could rid me of 
the unwanted guest in my head later on, though? While we’re at it, can he cure Champa’s 
as... asp... asthmthd...” 


Piccolo drowned out yet another chuckle. 
“Asthma?” 
“Yeah, that.” 


“That’s highly unlikely, my Lord. While Shenron can perform exorcisms, the creature you 
speak of exceeds my power, so his magic won’t affect it. Please accept my sincerest 
apologies.” (Brief pause). “As for your second request... it seems that won’t be necessary. 
We’re preparing a ritual like the one we performed today. Since it healed your limp, it should 
also do away with your brother’s illness.” 


“Really!? Finally some good news!” (Brief pause). “Thank you for everything, Dende. You 
guys have really made my day.” (Yawns loudly). “Sorry ‘bout that.” 


“We’ll help the two of you anyway we can, Beerus, but right now you need to rest. You 
should be feeling better by tomorrow morning.” 


“Four hours before dawn... cool. See you then.” 
“Dinner’s almost ready. You should eat something first.” 


“PI have a bite, but I’m really not all that hungry, Mr. Popo. In the meantime, guess I’ll give 
Champa a ring.” 


With that, the Sphygian took his leave... 
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Chapter 5: Ancient Memories 

The Void Realm... 
“T can’t believe it... not them, of all people.” 
“Those bastards are unstoppable. They never stood a chance.” 
“They look so miserable.” 


“Right, and we ’re having the time of our fucking lives... by the way, you still haven’t 
explained why you took off like that.” 


“Vermoud, I... I don’t know.” 

“What do you mean you don’t know?” 

“It means I don’t know, ok!? Look, something... something told me to go. That’s about it.” 
“There must be more to it than that. You’re not one to act irrationally, Mule.” 

“Jerez is right.” (Brief pause). “Something stinks here.” 

“That would be mold and dust. Papyrus and leather rot easily.” 


“That’s not what I meant. I—” 


“Quiet, you two! He’s waking up!” 


A dazed Geene opened and shut his eyes a good three times before he managed to sit up. The 
former Hakaishin from Universe 12 recognized Jerez, Vermoud, and Mule, Gods of 
Destruction from Universes 2, 11, and 3, standing before him, yet there was something off 
about them. The Kualuan spoke, yet no sound left his nonexistent lips. 


Nearly overcome by vertigo, Geene soon realized his suspicions were warranted. Despite the 
blurriness which had taken over his eyesight after the duel with Mate, what little the 
amphibian warrior saw unnerved him so much, he nearly fainted: dressed in kimonos similar 
to the ones Geene and Arak wore, the trio from the Second, Third, and Eleventh Universes 
had nearly all muscle and body fat drained from them. They resembled desiccated reanimated 
corpses rather than living beings, let alone Destroyer Gods. Wearing dust-blocking masks 
around mouths and noses, they were right at home within a ruined ancient library filled with 
thousands of tomes, all caked with dust and mold, slightly less repulsive than century-old 
tuna. 


“Geene... are you alright?” 


Mule approached the new arrival. The Kualuan made as if to back away, yet he could barely 
move an inch. Betrayed by his weakened body, ex-God of Destruction Geene braced himself 
for a world of pain. 


“W-What’s wrong? It’s me, Mule, from Universe 3... I’m not gonna hurt you.” 


Geene glowered at the fallen Hakaishin: of all the beings he could’ve been trapped with, why 
did it have to be him!? Either he was being punished for long forgotten sins, or Zen-Oh 
decided to have some mean-spirited fun at his expense. 


“(Now theres a face not even a mother could love... damn Chertenokian looks uglier than 
usual, alright, but that’s not...|.” 


“Geene? Why’re you lookin’ at me like that?” 
“(Fuck s wrong with your eyes, nerd? Theyre bigger than...].” 


The aquatic warrior was taking a closer look by the time his eyes finally recovered. Mule 
wasn’t so much a shadow of his former self than he was the speck of a speck of dust, yet that 
wasn’t what captivated the fish man’s attention. At last Geene realized what was amiss with 
the little guy: a pair of oversized glasses taped to his temples, which made the imp's eyes look 
positively enormous. The Kualuan stifled a laugh, then another one, and another one... 


“Tt’s the glasses, isn’t it?” 


Pointing at Mule, Geene burst out in raucous laughter, an odd spectacle in and off itself, since 
the Destroyer of U12 wasn’t exactly known for his sense of humor. Stranger still, he made 
little to no sound, much to Mule’s puzzlement. 


“That’s weird... when did you take up miming?” (Collective anime face-faulting ensues). 


When he next breathed, Mule caught an unpleasant odor, altogether different from the moldy 
stench prevalent in the cursed library. 


“Damn! What’s that smell?” 


The recoiling Chertenokian became dizzy under a prolonged retch he barely managed to 
repress (albeit not without leaving a foul taste in his mouth). Calm by now, Geene reclined 
his head against his knees. He was facing downward by the time Arak groaned his way back 
to the waking world. 


“Oww... w-where... where am I?” (Brief pause). “Solera... Zevion... Belsazar... are you 
guys alright?” 


Vermoud looked away ashamed. 
“We’ll live... no offense, man, but you stink... literally.” 
The Calamantian wept. 


“I can’t help it. I... I was born like this.” (Brief pause). “Geene and I fought Mate: we lost. 
I’m so sorry.” 


Vermoud shook his head. 


“Don’t beat yourselves up. Mate’s sister, Chifir, she fucked the three of us up without 
breaking a sweat. Hell, Ganlu, the Numen who captured me, he tossed Marcarita and Khai 
like a salad, floored Toppo with a single backhand, a fucking backhand! Gods know what 
they’re doing to him, Jiren, the others...” 


Mule scowled. 


“Lady Sencha, she... she petrified Priccio, Narirama, Nigrissi, Paparoni, breezed through my 
temple’s defenses like it was nothing. Luckily, I talked her out of killing Camparri and the 
rest of my warriors, let her take me and Mosco... all so Chifir could tear him a new one. If I 
could just figure out where they’re holding them, I might be able to...” (Sighs). “Never 
mind.” 


Jerez wiped tears from her eyes. 


“Sour and my warriors tried to protect me when Mulaban barged into my temple. We fought 
him together, but it wasn’t enough. He would have killed them if I hadn’t surrendered. 
Heaven knows what those fiends have planned for them.” 


At last Arak looked up. 


“T entered my temple and found Lahpeth waiting. He’d beaten up Cukatail within an inch of 
his life, said he wouldn’t hurt anybody else if I gave myself up. Being a complete and utter 
moron, I didn’t listen: son of a bitch had my ass on a sling in a matter of seconds. Luckily, he 
still spared Cukatail and Universe 5, unlike...” 


Geene looked away. The Kualuan was near tears by the time a shambling Jerez crouched to 
his height. 


“Geene? What’s wrong?” 


“Universe 12 wasn’t so lucky. That bastard Caron started a massacre on Planet Dagon. He’d 
killed thousands by the time Geene and his Agents of Destruction arrived. Geene fought him, 
held his own for a while, but Caron used this technique, made acid or something fall from the 
sky, wiped out pretty much everybody still alive, including the Agents... even his own men. 
Son of a bitch... he even bit Martinu when she tried to help Geene. Gods know if she... if 
she’s still alive.” 


A fretful Mule stepped forward. 
“Arak... Geene hasn’t said a word since he woke up. Did something else happen?” 


“Geene, he... he lost the ability to speak, Zevion. He’s been like that since Mate undeified us. 
Now please... no more questions.” 


Seated nearby, the five vanquished warriors spent what seemed like an eternity in almost total 
quiet. Save for the sound of Mule and Jerez turning pages from books they’d found, nothing 
disturbed the mold-enshrouded silence within the halls. Sickened by Arak’s stench, yet too 
tired to move farther away or do anything besides cover their faces with long kimono sleeves, 
the other fallen deities nodded off and awoke intermittently. 


Best efforts notwithstanding, Oyzo’s mind got busy: so much death and suffering across the 
universes, all because of a warrior who made a well-meaning but reckless wish. Sure, all of 
Creation would’ve been doomed regardless, had that Android 17 fellow given in to 
selfishness, yet eternal oblivion was arguably preferable to whatever Mate and company had 
in store for the Multiverse. 


The fucking Lost Universes... who would’ ve thought that ancient legend would come back 
to screw him and his fellow Destroyers over? The Kualuan let his mind wander. Ordinarily 
Oyzo would sit down and meditate whenever he was troubled, yet now he was not inclined to 
do so. His divinity, powers, fighting skills, the very strength of his body, all of it lost forever, 
because he was too weak... because he wasn’t smart or wise enough... because his best wasn’t 
good enough. 


Good enough? It wasn’t even passable! Lord Bonak would literally die of laughter when he 
found out, and he’d been in Other World for centuries! Martinu would shake her head in 
disapproval, as if saying “What were we thinking? We should've left you in the gutter where 
we found you.” Ag would certainly mourn the fall of God of Destruction Lord Jenever XXII, 
heir of Bonak, of the Noble and Distinguished House of Terroir, but not even he would shed a 
tear for Oyzo Roku. Why should he? Why should anybody? 


“T ‘Your feelings don t matter; your wants don t matter; your desires dont matter... only 
Universe 12 matters.’ Thats what you taught me, Sensei. All those centuries, all that work... 
all for nothing. This is how your legacy ends, Ciroc Musgrave... you should ’ve Hakai’d me 
when you had the chance].” 


Oyzo thought back to a conversation he’d had with Martinu over a millennium ago, before he 
officially joined his predecessor’s Agents of Destruction. He’d spent the previous months in 
harrowing training, hoping all that hard work and pain would earn him Bonak’s notice. 


Body aching, mind weary, exhaustion got the better of Oyzo, and he committed the ultimate 
sin: he asked a question from his Master’s attendant. Clad in a heavily battered gi, floor 
beneath wet with his own blood and sweat, the Kualuan, a preteen at the time, inelegantly 
raised his hand. 


“L-L-Lady Martinu? I-I have a question... i-it’s about the Lost Universes.” 
Martinu flashed a welcoming smile. 

“Ts that so? What would you like to know?” 

Oyzo awkwardly tugged at his shirt collar. 

“T-Is it true? G-Grand Zen-Oh... d-did he really erase them?” 

Silence. Martinu nodded once. 


“Yes, it’s true. There were once eighteen universes under the rule of Zen-Oh All-Sovereign, 
yet now there are only twelve.” 


Oyzo swallowed hard. How could the Angel recall such events so calmly, so nonchalantly? Is 
this what being an Agent of Destruction meant? Would he be able to bring untold devastation 
to others without flinching? Surely that would be a good thing... right? 


“W-What happened? I-I ain’t questioning the Omni-King’s wisdom or nothin’. Just... why?” 


“T’m not sure myself, to be honest. Some say the King of All purged them in a moment of 
anger. Others claim such universes had become a serious threat to the All-Cosmos itself. 
Efforts of averting crisis proved futile, so therefore...” (Brief pause). “You shouldn’t trouble 
yourself about matters that don’t concern you, Salmer Khaitan. You’ll have enough work and 
strife to last you over a thousand lifetimes here in Universe 12. For the sake of this universe 
and your own health, I admonish you to banish such idle thoughts from your mind. 
Meditation should prove most useful in that regard.” 


Salmer’s face blushed a mortified purple. He’d done again: he’d made an ass of himself in 
front of one of the three most important people in his life. Anxious to initiate damage control, 
the aquatic youth swiftly bowed. 


“I-I apologize, Lady Martinu. I-P’11 be more mindful from here on.” 
The Guide Angel of the Ultimate Universe smiled anew. 


“You needn’t apologize, young one. It’s natural to be curious about such things. As long as 
your curiosity poses no danger to you or the universe you will one day shepherd, I see 
nothing wrong with it.” (Brief pause). “And Salmer? You shouldn’t be so... deferential 
towards me.” 


“T)-Deferential?” 


“I am your teacher now, but I might be your Attendant one day. You must get used to giving 
orders, just as you have grown used to obeying them. Anything less is unbecoming of a 
Destroyer, as Lord Bonak says.” 


Salmer bowed again. 
“I-I understand. Thank you, Lady Martinu.” 


Come to think of it, what had his predecessor seen in that worthless street urchin Oyzo 
Roku/Salmer Khaitan once was? Sure, he’d been a strong fighter despite his young age, but 
that was expected of anyone from Universe 9 who wanted to make it to thirty, a lesson young 
Salmer’s parents must’ve failed to heed, since he had yet to uncover the slightest trace of 
them. So many times had the trainee Agent wanted to ask Martinu and Bonak for any scrap 
of knowledge they might have, only to bite his tongue out of fear the Angel and her charge 
would think he wanted to return to that shithole. 


The Ninth Universe, including his adopted planet Enbi, always seemed to be mired in some 
turmoil or other. Nobody, not even Gods of Destruction, could get its inhabitants out of their 
proverbial rut. Hell, if Salmer was thankful for something, it was that being from said 
universe disqualified him from serving as its Destroyer: he would be sent somewhere else, 
while some other poor dope would end up stuck with a mess not even the Omni-King himself 
would’ve touched at this point. 


Therefore, the Kualuan didn’t feel all that sad when his universe of origin was erased during 
the Tournament of Power. Salmer saw no other solution to a problem that had already 
snowballed out of control long before the parents of his parents (whoever they were) were 
born. It also helped that the fish man had severed all ties and allegiances to U9 when he 
ascended as Hakaishin of U12. Moreover, he’d been so efficient and diligent in continuing 
Bonak’s work, his adopted universe was exempted from the Tournament and the all too real 
risk of erasure. 


Still, Salmer couldn’t help but feel sympathy for Sidra, son of Bantam, of House Blackthorn. 
The Heranian was as weak-hearted and incompetent a Destroyer as they came, yet not even 
he deserved such a fate. Sympathy... and here Salmer thought he’d long since outgrown that 
pesky mortal habit. 


“Geene...” 


Arak’s voice brought the Kualuan back to reality. The Calamantian cautiously approached the 
ex-deity from U12 and placed a hand on his shoulder. There they were, still undeified, still 
reduced to the barest minimum of life, or rather, a horrid mockery of it. 


It wasn’t a dream... what was it, then? A punishment? What had Salmer, Zumot, and the 
others done to so displease the Omni-King? Wasn’t that scare with the Tournament enough 
admonishment for everybody to toe the proverbial line? 


What else could it be? A practical joke only someone like Zen-Oh, Grand Priest, and the 
Angels would find funny? Not likely. Far as Salmer knew, he and Zumot were among the few 
beings in the whole Multiverse who were in on the King of AIl’s dirty little secret: the 
sadistic, irritable brat most others had to deal with was just an act. If Zen-Oh intended to have 
some mean-spirited fun at the expense of inferior deities, why would he target two of the four 
who were exempt from the Tournament? Wouldn’t it make more sense to go after the three 
screwups from U2, 3, and 11, after those sons of bitches named Beerus, Champa, Quitela, 
Rumush, and Sidra? 


Had the Omni-King planned this all along? Was he unhappy with the way the Multiverse was 
run, so he decided to press the reset button? Merciful gods, no! 


Maybe it was a secret test of character, an impromptu training exercise, or some other bullshit 
excuse he and Grand Priest would come up with to justify their conduct toward ephemeral 
lives which in their eyes mattered little more than ants. They were the most powerful beings 
in the Multiverse, after all, beholden to nothing, to no one. Grand Priest loved his children, 
and that was it: everyone, everything else was expendable. 


As Salmer sighed, Zumot’s mind returned to that fateful day eons ago: the Hakaishin from 
Universe 5 had dropped by Universe 12 along with Cukatail and Ogma for a visit to his dear 
friend God of Destruction Lord Bonak XXXI, heir of Nolet, of the Noble and Distinguished 
House of Terroir. The Calamantian remembered it like it was yesterday: Martinu and a young 
Ag emerged from inside the temple, bowed before the Hakaishin from Universe 5 and his 
Attendant. Cukatail stepped forward. 


“Greetings, Supreme Kai Ag, dear sister. Supreme Kai Atmo humbly apologizes for his 
absence. He and his fellow Kais are currently busy restoring ravaged planets after the recent 
crisis in Universe 5. Therefore, he has sent Grand Kai Ogma as his representative.” 


Ogma gave a polite smile, one which Martinu reciprocated. 
“Lord Ag, Lady Martinu... it is an honor to meet you.” 


“Likewise. Lord Bonak is conducting a drill with his pupils as we speak. He apologizes for 
the delay, but he will join us shortly.” 


At that moment, Ag and Martinu picked up an energy reading belonging to a mortal... who 
happened to be standing right behind them. Though briefly annoyed, the Angel and Kai 
looked to their back with a gentle smile. 


“What are you doing here, little one? I told you to remain in your chambers.” 


“Why, I believe our dear friend wants to greet our guests himself, Lady Martinu. Isn’t that 
right, dear Oyzo?” 


The scowling young man grumbled. 


“TD-Don’t... c-c-call... m-m-me... that.” 


“Oh, how careless of me! My apologies, young one!” 
Martinu turned to the new arrival. 


“You stand before God of Destruction Lord Arak XXIV, son of Ksarak, of the Great and 
Eminent House of Gat.” 


The youth pointed at the Calamantian. 

“He... he... Balance... Universe?” 

Ag was a little too impressed for Martinu’s liking. 

“That is correct, young one. Pray tell, which universe is that?” 
“F-F-F-Five.” 


“You must bow before Lord Arak, his Attendant, and Grand Kai. It is meet for mortals to do 
so.” (Brief pause). “Salmer...” 


Arak was puzzled, to say the least. Behind the pair stood a teal-colored amphibian little boy, a 
Kualuan, to be specific. No older than eleven, the new arrival stood almost five feet tall, and 
was dressed in a child-sized version of the eminence purple and dark blue gi issued to 
Bonak’s pupils. Dirty bandages the defiant lad wore around his sinewy arms, hands, legs, and 
feet monopolized the deity’s attention: Salmer had spent much of the day in grueling martial 
arts training, if all that sweat and blood-stained gauze was to be believed. 


In addition to fighting, meditation, and a thorough education in logic, rhetoric, grammar, 
music, astronomy, arithmetic, geometry, and other sciences, prospective Agents of 
Destruction at U12 were taught the finer points of etiquette, particularly on regards to the 
countless greater and lesser deities spread across the Multiverse. Knowing Bonak as well as 
he did, however, Arak wasn’t surprised one of his students showed such blatant disregard for 
protocol, as the heir of Nolet didn’t care much for “that frilly crap” himself, as he put it. 


Salmer’s brown eyes met Arak’s. The Calamantian sensed it, how they were overflowing 
with... fear? Shame? Pain? No... all of these, countless other emotions the Destroyer had 
seldom felt in someone so young. 


“Who is this child? Where did he come from? What possessed Bonak to take this whelp in as 
his student, when he has plenty of highborn youths to choose from? Just what are you up to, 
Musgrave? |.” 


“Sorry I’m late, guys.” 


Suddenly, a deep, male voice boomed from inside the temple. Its owner, a gigantic, red- 
skinned humanoid, emerged soon after. 


“The boys’re being shitheads as usual, and—fuck’re you doin’ here, boy?” 


The colossus turned stern upon taking notice of an apprehensive Salmer. A deferential Ag 
thought fast as he approached the God of Destruction of Universe 12: the young Grand Kai 
needed a good cover story, and he needed it now. 


“My apologies, Lord Bonak; I am the one to blame for this misunderstanding. You see, I 
thought it would be a good idea to take Oy—Salmer out for a walk. He has been working so 
hard, I couldn’t help but think he would benefit from taking a short break.” (Brief pause). 
“Aren’t you happy you got to do something other than train and study all day long, young 
one?” 


As if on cue, Salmer returned the smile. 

“Y-Yes... I... happy. Thank... thank... you... Ag.” 

An irritated Bonak crossed his arms against his impressive chest. 
“What have I told you about the right way to address the gods, boy?” 


Swallowing hard, the Kualuan fearfully bowed. Brow dripping with sweat, young Salmer 
looked away upon straightening himself. 


“I... I... I... apo... apol... apolog... apologize... Lord... Lord Ag... Lord... Arak.” 


Cukatail and Ogma barely blinked an eye. Martinu, Ag, and Arak flashed sour looks at 
Bonak, who pretended not to notice as he turned towards the guests with a friendly smile. 


“Why don’t you guys go on ahead? It’s been ages since you last spoke with your sister, right, 
Cukatail? I bet you wanna talk trade secrets with Ag, doncha, Ogma?” (To Martinu, 
telepathically). “| Take the kid to his room; make sure he stays put till dinnertime. Keep him 
away from the others].” 


“(As you wish, Lord Bonak].” 


Salmer and the group headed into the temple, allowing Arak a good look at the Hakaishin of 
Universe 12. Standing well over nine feet tall, Bonak’s carmine-colored skin was peppered 
with black tiger-like stripes, concentrated primarily around the face, neck, shoulders, 
abdomen, and upper legs, leaving the whole of the back, arms, and lower legs to clusters of 
leopard-like spots. Several dispersed areas in the Asurendran’s oversized body bore an 
asparagus-green tint, particularly the forehead, adamantine pectorals, abdomen, forearms, and 
calves. 


Destroyer outfit a carbon copy of his successor’s, Bonak’s squared, noseless, semi-humanoid 
countenance brimmed with bloodlust and resolve, further evinced by four rows of distorted 
sharp teeth and a larger pair of canine-like thick fangs at the upper and lower mouth. Most 
curious of all, however, were a series of circular incisions across his forehead and the 
otherwise bald top of the head, easily mistakable for one among countless battle scars of 
varying depths and widths to be found all over Bonak’s frame, particularly on both sides of 
six vigorous arms, which had rent so many foes limb from limb with the aid of coal-colored 
claws on human-like hands and feet. Suffice it to say the Hakaishin’s claim (“they had it 


comin’... most of ‘em, anyway”) did little to reassure Arak... still, the latter gladly shook the 
giant’s hand. 


“Good t’see you again, Zumot. How’re things in the Universe of Balance?” 


“Not well, Ciroc. Me and my Agents killed that creature, but not before it did a lot of damage 
to Universe 5. Whole quadrants destroyed, billions dead and missing... if only I—” 


Bonak gestured at Arak to head inside. Raising a puzzled brow, Arak followed him in. 


“Don’t be so hard on yourself, old friend: can’t be everywhere at once... believe me, I’ve 
tried.” 


“Weird seeing you this relaxed. Didn’t those gods-damned terrorists blow up one of your 
planets last year?” 


“Yeah... them Blood Sun bastards. Keep poppin’ up everywhere, no matter how many of ‘em 
I Hakai. Been fighting monsters and sons of bitches nonstop for almost two-thousand years 
now. Martinu insisted I take a break; figger I'll need at least a coupla eons’ vacation time 
when this is over.” 


Arak flashed a sly smile. 


“By ‘vacation’ you mean a training expedition and ‘serenading them ladies’... am I right, 
Musgrave?” 


Bonak laughed out loud. 


“I’m takin’ it easy with that, believe it or not. Now I play ‘em my song only some of the 
time... know what I mean, Massaya?” 


“That would be what, half a million times out of four?” 


Bonak’s laugh echoed throughout the temple. A most welcome sound, Arak thought. The 
Calamantian still shuddered whenever he recalled stories of what his friend’s predecessors 
did within their own hallowed walls. 


“Whatever... I still get more than you do.” (Brief pause). “So how’re you doin’?” 
“Weren’t you listening? Universe 5 is—” 
“Ain’t talkin’ ‘bout Universe 5.” 


Arak stopped in his tracks. Looking on ahead at nothing, the amphibian exhaled a sorrowful 
sigh. 


“Miswa... I... I still miss her, y’ know... all of them.” 


A saddened Bonak gently put his enormous hand on Arak’s shoulder before they resumed 
walking. 


“T feel you, man. Good thing we’ve got eons worth of work ahead of us... ‘course, havin’ a 
good one every now and then helps, too.” 


Arak suddenly cringed, as if a legion of centipedes were crawling all over him. 
“You’ve been hanging around Tusker again, haven’t you?” 

Bonak all but growled at the mention of that name. 

“Don’t mention that sonovabitch in my presence... ever.” 

“What did he do this time?” 


“Paid him a visit at Universe 7 last year. Introduced me to some Icejin, an asshole named 
Arctic or something. Creep leads a universe-wide army, named after himself; think Zen-Oh 
Multiverse Army, minus the ‘multi’. Anyway, Tusker hires ‘em as his Agents of Destruction, 
lets ‘em blow up planets if he’s too busy.” 


“You can’t be serious! He’s letting mortals do the destroying for him!?” 


“Them cats been doing it for eons, or so Martinu told me.” (Brief pause). “If you could just 
see the way Lech’s boy shakes when his old man so much as looks at “im...” 


“Don’t remind me. Tusker... bastard hasn’t been the same since his d—” 
Bonak scowled. Arak knew better than to gainsay him when he made that face. 


“Don’t you start makin’ excuses for him, Zumot. Don’t care how shitty a hand life deals you: 
there are things you just don’t do; period... ‘specially to your own children.” (Brief pause). 
“Okocim and Lawson... wish I could take ‘em with me.” 


“Lanson.” 

“Huh?” 

“Okocim’s twin brother. His name is Lanson.” 
The Destroyer God of Universe 12 shook his head. 
“Brulle and Lech are gonna fuck up them kids...” 


“Even Sazerac’s better, and you know what he does. Wonder why Zen-Oh’s forces haven’t 
busted House Rosangel yet?” 


“You know how it is, man: slaughter billions of mortals, those guys don’t even blink an eye. 
Raise a finger against a god, you’Il be lucky if they take away your powers and send you off 
to the Shithole Universe.” 


“Shithole Universe?” 


“Kid’s pet name for Universe 9, where he comes from... where Z come from... but you 
already know that.” (Growls). “Marnier, Artois, Rosangel, Blackthorn... just when I think 
them bastards can’t possibly fuck things up even more, they prove me wrong... big time.” 
(Brief pause). “Hold on a sec...” 


The pair stopped in front of a training room. Bonak noticed something amiss: no fighting, no 
screaming, no sounds of bodies hitting the floor and getting back up again. Grumbling to 
himself, the Hakaishin entered the room just as Arak covered his nonexistent ears: barely an 
instant later, the whole planet and nearby areas in that solar system quaked the loudest they 
had in over four centuries. 


“GET OFF YOUR FUCKING ASSES! YOU PAMPERED SONS AND DAUGHTERS OF 
BITCHES MAKE ME SICK! I KNOW CHILDREN WHO WORK THREE TIMES 
HARDER THAN ALL YOU PISS-STAINS! NOW MAKE YOURSELVES USEFUL 
BEFORE I HAKAI YOU!” 


After that, Bonak calmly left the room and adjusted the stole around his neck. His screams 
still echoed throughout the temple by the time the deities finally reached the uppermost 
balcony. 


Grunting out loud, Bonak stretched his mighty frame, those muscles that turned many a head 
wherever he went, for better or worse. Cloaked by the long shadow his fellow god cast, Arak 
reclined over the ornate balustrade and admired the view, clearing his throat while his 
counterpart looked over the horizon. 


“Ciroc...” 

“Yeah?” 

“About that Oyzo lad...” 
“Salmer Khaitan.” 
“Huh?” 


“His new name; picked it himself. Kid hates it when we call him ‘Oyzo’... can’t say I blame 
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im. 
“I noticed the way he speaks. Is he sick?” 


“Martinu examined him. Didn’t understand all the details, but she says he has some kinda 
brain damage. Tried fixing it herself, but her magic can’t cure him... not completely.” 


“Impossible! There’s no injury, no disease Angel magic can’t cure!” 


“This one’s the exception, from the looks of it... kid’s improved with therapy, though. 
Couldn’t even talk when we first met.” 


“Speaking of which... how did that happen?” 


“We found ‘im during a raid on one of Blood Sun’s strongholds in Universe 9. You didn’t 
hear that from me, though.” 


Arak glowered. 
“That raid... it wasn’t exactly legal, was it?” 
Exhaling black smoke from his nostrils, Bonak took his place alongside the Calamantian. 


“Bantam... son of a bitch wouldn’t lift a finger... didn’t even let us set foot in his stinkin’ 
universe. I would’ve decked him and dropped the whole thing right there and then, but them 
bastards kidnapped the granddaughter of Sir Edinburgh Mill, gods rest his soul.” 


“They took Yovsa!?” 


“OP Ed couldn’t just pop over to Bantam’s and ask to be let into Universe 9, and he sure as 
hell couldn’t go to Zen-Oh or Grand Priest, so he went to me.” (Brief pause). “Guy could 
barely throw a punch when I met ‘im, Zumot: Ed... he endured so much bullshit before his 
old man grew a conscience and acknowledged him on his deathbed... not that it did ‘im 
much good, anyway. I already told you how our teammates gave us crap back in the day, 
when we were Nolet’s students. Ed, he was a bastard, the butt-ugly runt of a noble family that 
wasn’t powerful anymore. I... I was a lowlife... a murderer.” 


“Tt was kill or be killed, Ciroc. If you hadn’t, you would’ve...” 
“T know.” 


Bonak’s tone turned grave. Looking over the glassy sea, the Asurendran spoke as if he were 
watching the events unfold all over again. 


“T agreed to rescue Yovsa at all costs, even if it meant breaking the Omni-King’s laws. I was 
afraid Martinu wouldn’t be on board, but she didn’t need much persuading. Coupla gifts here 
an’ there, and Mojito agreed to look the other way, too. It also helped ol’ Bantam was busy 
fighting a civil war ‘gainst his own sons, but that’s a story for another day.” 


“The less I hear about House Blackthorn, the better.” 


“Anyway, I couldn’t risk ol’ Ratty-Ass Beard and his stooges finding me, so I had Martinu 
submerge my God Ki and Destruction Energy while we searched fer clues and such. We 
infiltrated their hideout in Roku Town, a mining outpost in the Guinness Islands at Planet 
Enbi. I ordered Martinu to find Yovsa and get her out while I did my thing.” 


“You went berserk, like in the old days?” 
Another day, another contemptuous snort. 


“Weak, gutless little shits... even those nancy boy students of mine could’ve taken ‘em... but 
I got careless. One of ‘em got a lucky shot in, fucked up my left leg; he and his buddies 
ganged up on me. I was about to go Ultra Instinct when I saw a blue wind or something fly 
past the asshole who shot me: guy’s face got skewered into hamburger. Six others started 


spilling their guts (I mean that literally, y’know), dropped dead before the first guy even hit 
the floor. I took advantage of the distraction, went Ultra Instinct and finished off the rest.” 


“That blue wind you mentioned... was it Salmer?” 

“Kid ran away before I could catch ‘im. Was using some kinda claw things.” 
“Claw things?” 

“Y’know what I mean.” 

“No, I don’t.” 


“C’mon, don't tell me you forgot already! You even explained all the diff’rent types a coupla 
centuries ago, when you showed me your old man’s collection!” 


“Father collected thousands of weapons, Ciroc. You’ll have to be more specific.” 


“Look, I don’t know what they’re called, ok? All I remember is, the kid wore them on his 
hands, used ‘em like they were animal claws.” 


“Oh, I see what you mean... push-daggers, gauntlet-swords, that sort of thing.” (Brief pause). 
“You still have them? Salmer’s weapons?” 


“Had Martinu seal them away in a Magic Chest; used a Tri-Lock and everything. Kid’s real 
paranoid, Zumot: always lookin’ over his shoulder, don’t let other people touch ‘im, or get 
close to him. Hell, he only takes it easy ‘round Martinu, Ag, and me, and even then he keeps 
his distance. Trust me, he’s dangerous enough without the damn things.” (Brief pause). “Now 
where was I?” 


“The part where Salmer saved you.” 


“Right; anyway, next thing I know, I hear slashin’, screamin’, then silence. That’s when 
Martinu found me. She was carrying Yovsa, had a bunch of raggedy kids from all ages 
tagging behind her, bruised, bleeding all over... poor things hadn’t eaten in days. We were 
lucky to reach ‘em in time. Long story short, we rounded up the survivors, executed all but a 
coupla bigshot Blood Sunners we caught, left Mojito to clean up the scene, keep Bantam’s 
forces off our backs. Ol’ Sourpuss even agreed to return them kids to their families, find a 
good place for those who didn’t have one. Finally, when we were about to head back to 
Universe 12, we turned around, and there he was. Boy tried talkin’ to us, but he could only 
make grunts and noises, which Martinu translated. He said he didn’t have a name, but 
everyone called him Oyzo, and he hated it; didn’t remember where he came from or if he had 
a family. He’d lived in Roku Town since he was four or five, was seven or so when we found 
‘im, said it was only a matter of time before his former masters would find ‘im and kill ‘im, 
no matter how far he traveled or how well he hid. Yovsa vouched for him, said he put his 
own ass on the line several times protectin’ her and the younger kids, so we took him in. 
Been livin’ with us fer almost three years now.” 


Arak’s jaw practically dropped all the way down. It wasn’t long before the Destroyer God 
from the Universe of Balance pulled himself together. 


“Wow... that’s... I felt his energy, Ciroc. He’s pretty strong... unusually so for someone so 
young.” 


“What'd you expect? He’s from Universe 9, like yours truly... yeah, kid’s a natural when it 
comes to fighting.” (Chuckles). “Dunno if I already told you, but he beat the living crap outta 
my students coupla days after he got here.” 


“Really? What for?" 


“Y’know what kinda meatheads I work with; probably figgered they could give ‘im shit ‘cuz 
he’s a kid... boy, did he prove ‘em wrong. Y’know, I should ask Salmer to drill them pretty 
boys. Pretty sure a coupla of ‘em could use a new asshole.” 


The Asurendran’s laughter resounded throughout the temple. Arak wasn’t amused in the 
slightest. 


“I wouldn’t be laughing if I were you.” 
“Lighten up, Arak. You worry way too fucking much.” 


“You didn’t have to scare him like that when we were outside, y’ know. Also, when did you 
start caring about etiquette?” 


“Hey, it’s one thing if the kid acts out in front of me, Martinu, or Ag: he, not to mention this 
universe, could be completely and utterly fucked if he pulls that bullshit with Zen-Oh and the 
other gods. ‘Sides, I know better than to let ‘im run wild: ain’t the sharpest blade in the 
sheath, but I’m far from stupid.” 


“Good point; there are gentler ways of going about it, though.” 
The Hakaishin of Universe 12 allowed himself a dismissive scoff. 


“Kid got off easy. Nolet used to break our thumbs for speakin’ out of turn. Hell, other 
Hakaishin have done worse for much less, like Raquetan, sonovabitch Nolet overthrew. They 
didn’t call him ‘The Slaughterer’ for nothin’, y’know.” 


Arak shook his head. 

“Two wrongs don’t make a right, old friend.” 
“Kid’s gotta learn sooner or later.” 

Arak coldly looked the Asurendran in the eye. 


“You ought to take this more seriously, Musgrave. I looked into Salmer’s eyes, and I didn’t 
like what I saw.” 


“What'd you see?” 


“Anger... fear... sadness... hate... and that’s just what I caught on to. Gods knows what 
foulness is lurking in that lad’s mind.” 


“You just described every Destroyer in existence.” 
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“That’s precisely the problem: Salmer isn t a Destroyer 
“Not yet, anyway.” 

“Don’t tell me you’re training that boy to succeed you.” 
“Course not. Don’t plan on retirin’ any time soon.” 


“He’s just a child, Ciroc! Not even a quarter of a century old, and he’s already lived through 
things I wouldn’t wish on my worst enemy!” 


“You and me lived through that and more back in the day. If we could pull through, so can 
he.” 


A stern Arak reclined against the balustrade. 


“You assume too much, Ciroc Musgrave... that’s always been your weakness. You have 
Martinu and Ag to guide you; I have Cukatail and Atmo... Salmer has no such luxury.” (Brief 
pause). “We’ve seen this way too many times before: a troubled young mortal comes along. 
They’ ve suffered a lot in life, so they’ve had to train hard, push themselves beyond their 
limits just to stay alive. They’re very powerful, more than any other warriors, so they attract 
the attention of their universe’s Hakaishin. Two things usually happen after that: one, the 
Destroyer takes the mortal in as their disciple and they eventually succeed them; two, the 
mortal challenges the Destroyer and defeats them. Best case scenario: the mortal spares the 
Destroyer, gets confirmed by the Omni-King, does everything by the book. Worst case 
scenario: the mortal kills the Destroyer, which also kills his Supreme Kai, then goes off to 
find stronger opponents, not giving a damn about the chaos they leave behind.” (Brief pause). 
“Don’t even get me started on those disciples who betrayed their Destroyers and usurped 
their position, with the help of their Attendants, I might add.” 


Brow furrowed, Bonak mulled over his options. 


“Ok, ok... you got a point there.” (Brief pause). “Maybe you can help him out. Martinu’s 
teaching Salmer to meditate and such, but it don’t come easy for him, just like Yours Truly. 
Me, I’ve always been a meathead, but you’ve got a good head between your shoulders, 
Zumot. You could take the kid to Universe 5, teach ‘im meditation, all that spiritual stuff I 
suck at. Wouldn’t be permanent, of course: just a year... mebbe two or three at most.” 


“I don’t know... I’m not opposed to the idea, but now’s not a good time. I’ll consider it after 
we make things right back home.” 


“Thanks, man.” 


Having spoken thus, Bonak took a deep breath. 
“Come out, Salmer. We know you’re there.” 


Flying out from underneath the balcony, the lad landed not far from the deities. An incensed 
Bonak crossed his arms against his chest. 


“How much of our conversation did you hear, boy?” 

Struggling not to cry in front of the two Destroyers, Salmer pointed to himself. 
“Lord... Lord... Bonak... I... I... still... weak?” 

“Didn’t mean it like that, kid.” 


Though incredulous at first, Arak smiled, honored to have seen in Bonak’s eyes, if only for a 
little while, something he seldom saw in most other Hakaishin. The Asurendran approached 
Salmer; expression straddling fear and unease, the Kualuan initially recoiled. He’d calmed 
down by the time Bonak crouched to the boy’s height. 


“You're strong, Salmer, but strength alone don’t make you a warrior. You need wisdom, 
discernment, self-control, things that’ve taken me centuries to figger out. Hell, even now I 
need to keep Martinu and Ag around just to make sure I don’t do somethin’ stupid.” 


The Destroyer then pointed to his Universe 5 counterpart. An awkwardly self-conscious Arak 
could only listen, awed at the wisdom coming out of his fellow Destroyer’s mouth. 


“This guy gets it. I’ve never met any other Hakaishin who does as much for their universe, 
and he doesn’t go around Hakai’ing everythin’ that moves... or pickin’ fights with randos. 
That’s the sixth time this week we’ve had to separate you from the other students, boy. What 
do you have to say for yourself?” 


Pointing to himself yet again, Salmer sweated profusely. The youth began to shake and 
tremble. 


“T-They... They... want... do... bad... things... to... to me...” 


Arak nearly gasped; Bonak briefly pondered. After telling the lad to wait where he stood, the 
pair moved farther away. 


“Ciroc... did I hear that boy right!? Your students really—” 
The Asurendran snorted contemptuously. 


“Of course not! I hate... I hate that... that vileness as much as you do. You know what we do 
to degenerates here.” (Brief pause). “I didn’t tell you the whole story, Zumot: Salmer, he... he 
worked as an assassin for Blood Sun. He was also a spy...” (Retches). “They... they... 
used...” (Retches again). “...him... like... like... the ones... ones who... who...” (Retches 
yet again). “...who used... used...” 


Sprinting over to the edge of the balcony, Ciroc noisily vomited over the balustrade a good 
seventy times in a row. Martinu, Cukatail, Ag, and Ogma made the scene just in time to 
watch as Arak’s trembling eyes met Salmer’s, who stared back with awe and terror... 


A sweat-drenched scream brought Zumot back to the present: there he was, still trapped in 
the Void Realm, deprived of power and divinity, wearing the symbol of the fiends who stole 
both from him and his fellow deities. Unable to keep his eyes open, the dizzy ex-Hakaishin 
collapsed. Salmer caught him in the nick of time as the trio from Universes 2, 3, and 11 
scrambled to their spot. 


“ARAK!” 


Jerez’s scream resounded throughout the library. The fallen Destroyers allowed the 
Calamantian some room to regain himself. After about sixty seconds of shallow, agitated 
breathing, Zumot looked upon the group and their surroundings with a vacant stare, much to 
Vermoud's concern. 


“What happened? You alright, man?” 
Salmer was not amused. 
“[Does he look alright to you!? Damn Tarokian!].” 


The ex-Hakaishin started to feel queasy. Zumot’s eyes trembled; try as he might, the fallen 
Destroyer God but couldn’t speak a syllable. 


Brow drenched in sweat, mind drifting back and forth to past and present, the late Lord Arak 
shoved aside his fellow captives, then vomited for about ten or eleven minutes. Still 
coughing, Zumot looked away upon meeting Salmer’s sunken eyes. Following a minute of 
awkward silence, Jerez at last said a word. 


“Zumot... are you alright?” 


“Tm... Pm ok. Sorry ‘bout that, guys. I... I don’t know what came over me. Lost myself 
there for a moment.” 


An incredulous Mule scratched his head. 


“A moment? Zumot, you stood there like a statue for at least an hour... or what seemed like 
it.” (Brief pause). “Oh, I forgot. You guys are new here, so you don’t know.” 


Eyeing the Chertenokian, Salmer silently prodded the imp to explain himself, if only to kill 
mind-numbing silence hovering above musty air. Zumot, on the other hand, all but urged 
Mule to say his peace or shut up. Just then, a disembodied voice resonated within the minds 
of the vanquished Hakaishin. The speaker lacked the nobility of Mate, the mean-spirited 
mirth of Beinwell, the seething wantonness of Caron, the condescending curiosity and 
ambiguous intentions of other Numina. 


“l Time does not exist within the Realm of Void. Countless eons may unravel within the All- 
Cosmos, yet herein lingereth everlasting present, silence unending, permanence immutable, 


e’en as its bondsmen cry unto the Abyss and blaspheme unto Heav’n].” 


The group hastily turned around: approaching steps! Someone or something was heading 
their way! The fallen deities brazed themselves: weakened as they were, they wouldn’t let the 
intruder have it easy. Shortly after, however, Jerez breathed a sigh of relief. 


“It’s alright, everyone... good to see you again, Lord Masala.” 


Salmer and Zumot beheld a thinly built, powder blue and tea rose orange-skinned, black- 
mottled humanoid. Advancing with a swift yet easy gait, the creature’s three-fingered left 
hand held a walking staff ornately carved with Eastern dragons, cherry blossoms, and 
persimmon flowers, top crowned with the same insignia found in the captives’ 

kimonos. Sporting a tentacled countenance crossing that of an octopus and a nautilus, the top 
of Masala’s head was crowned by a slightly cracked, faded pearl and amber-colored spiked 
shell with vermilion-hued elliptical stripes. Each forearm bore dull-looking fins at the top. 


The mollusk man was dressed in a brown tunic, punctured at the chest by several outgrowing 
small spikes. Clad with a rather thick scarf around his neck, he also wore a clean (albeit 
heavily patched) gray sarong that almost reached his heels. Lastly, a pair of rope-laced 
sandals shielded Masala’s tridactyl plantigrade feet from dust, broken glass, and other debris 
lying around the dismal library. 


Other than an equally worn waist-level sash woven with unfamiliar patterns, not too different 
from that of a God of Destruction, Masala’s outfit bore no distinctive features. Aside from an 
ornately engraved prismatic armband around the right wrist, this creature wore no jewelry, 
studs, or any other accessories commonly used by Numina or Destroyers. Having bowed 
before the group, blinking pinhole eyes surveying the area around them, Masala spoke in a 
soothing tone with a near-otherworldly reverb. 


“Hail, mine Lords].” 


A confused Salmer turned to Zumot. Voiceless as he was, the Kualuan seemed to ask 
something to the tune of “Did this creature just speak without moving its lips, or am I losing 
my mind already?” 


“(Be not afraid... ‘tis mine voice you hear, though mine mouth be shut].” 
“You’re using telepathy, aren’t you?” 


“(Indeed, Zumot al-Massaya... greetings, Salmer Khaitan. I realize thou art ill at ease, mine 
Lord, yet this is the only way I can speak, the only way ye can hear me. For that I beg thy 
pardon.” 


Vermoud at last allowed himself to smile. 


“It’s ok, guys. Lord Masala’s been helping us get back on our feet since we got here. If 
anybody can give you a hand, it’s him, and even if he can’t, he’s the closest thing to a 
friendly face you’ll see in this place. The rest of those sickos are wound up so tightly, they 
make us look like kittens even on our worst days.” 


“l Thou needest not sing mine panegyric, Belsazar Dolin... and please, address me not by 
mine title. Long ‘tis been since I was a Numen: once more I am Akarui Nochirasu, a mortal, 
like ye].” 


“Bright Nautilus’?” 


“So was I named when I came of age, Solera al-Shedeh. Prior to that, I was named 
Namekuji Kosho)].” 


The fallen deity from the Universe of Justice scratched his head. 
“And that means...?” 

“It means ‘pepper slug’ ... or rather, ‘slug pepper’.” 

“(Fuck kinda name is that?].” 


The other fallen gods turned to Salmer. The Kualuan awkwardly stared back, half ready to 
fight, half ready to flee, as Masala stepped forward. 


Salmer: “[Hell re you guys staring at?].” 

Zumot: “Geene... I... I heard your... your thoughts.” 
Solera: “As did I.” 

Belsazar: “Me too.” 

Zevion: “Ditto.” 


“[ ‘Tis mine doing. Though mine powers dwindle within this Realm, I can make thine 
innermost thoughts evident to all gathered herein].” 


“(Hold on: you’re reading everything that’s going on in my head!?].” 
“[ see all thought emerging from thy mind, yet only read what thou allowest to linger].” 
Masala noticed Salmer blushing. 


“Set thy heart at ease, mine Lord. Thou and she cherished one another. There is no shame in 
that, none in the—.” 


“Shut up! Get out of my head! NOW!.” 
“Oyzo!” 


Visage burning scarlet, Geene shambled away to the best of his ability, cursing his weakness 
for denying him the chance to massacre that slug. Vermoud was more than a bit intrigued. 


“Thou and she?’ What’s he talking about?” 


“| This doesn t concern you, clown!].” (To Masala). “(That goes double for you, pepper 
steak!].” 


“(That is not mine name].” 
“Oyzo...” 


Still sifting his words, Zumot turned to Salmer and spoke to him in a conciliatory tone, only 
for the Kualuan to brush him aside. 


“[Don t call me that...].” 
“Ts there something you don’t wanna tell us, Geene?” 


The fallen Destroyer glowered at Mule like he wanted to strangle him. Irritating imp! How 
the fuck did that... that thing become a God of Destruction!? For the same reason as the rat, 
the cats, the clown, the harlot, the elephant, and the green fuckup: nobody else was able or 
willing. 


The Omni-King and his lapdogs didn’t give a flying crap. Far as they were concerned, every 
jerk and his sister could wear a Hakaishin’s stole. Well, that little farce had gone far enough. 
It was up to Geene to right what had gone so horribly, revoltingly wrong. 


“(Shut it, nerd!].” 

“That’s enough, Oyzo!” 

“(What part of ‘dont call me that’ don t you understand!?].” 

Livid by now, Jerez shambled in between the Kualuan and Calamantian. 


“Get a hold of yourselves, all of you!” (Brief pause). “Your secrets are your own, Geene, but 
that doesn’t give you the right to speak to us like that, especially to Lord Masala. You ought 
to apologize to him, at the very least.” 


“| ‘Tis all right, milady. I—.” 


Staggering to his feet, a cornered Geene glared at Jerez and company: such weak, pitiful 
fools! To think Mate and his flunkies dared compare them to Arak, Liquiir, Iwan, and 
himself! Shameful! Abominable! Deplorable! Unforgivable! 


“(I don t take orders from anybody, much less a buncha piss-stains who got their universes 
erased!].” 


Arak furiously shambled to his feet. Mule, however, beat him to the punch. 
“How dare you!? You have no right to treat us like this!” 


Spitting to his right, Salmer Khaitan flashed a spiteful grin. 


“| Well, well... look who finally grew a backbone. Real cute, Sorokov... didn t think you had it 
in you, though, with you abandoning your family and whatnot].” 


Now it was Vermoud’s turn to say his piece. 
“Shut your fucking trap, Geene, or so help me—” 


“(What re you gonna do, Dolin: run away from daddy, slither back to your whores? That 5 all 
youre good for. Gods know why Marcarita hasn t left you for Jiren alre—|.” 


Before anyone else could react, Jerez decked Geene as hard as she could. Amused rather than 
offended, the Kualuan smiled his scorn for all to see. 


“(That all you got, Princess? Life sure sucks when you can t fuck and murder your way out of 
your—].” 


“SHUT THE FUCK UP, OYZO! SHUT YOUR DAMN FUCKING MOUTH!” 


An outraged Arak somehow found the strength to punch Geene square in the face. Finding 
himself back on the ground, the Kualuan barely had time to wipe blood from his visage. 


“HOW DARE YOU SPEAK TO THEM LIKE THAT, OYZO ROKU!? HAVE YOU NO 
SHAME!?” 


“(DON’T CALL ME THAT! MIND YOUR OWN FUCKING BUSINESS, OLD MAN'].” 


Zumot fought like he was possessed. Echoing reproaches soon gave way to increasingly 
incoherent rambling. 


“YOU MADE IT MY BUSINESS! YOU DESERVE THIS! YOU DESERVE ALL OF IT! 
YOU’LL NEVER HURT ME AGAIN, DO YOU HEAR ME!? DO YOU 
HEAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAR MEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!?” 


Zumot al-Massaya was home again: the old palace near the swamp... the colosseum... the 
stables... everywhere and nowhere at once. The amphibian was no longer a shadow of his 
former self, trapped in another dimension: once more he was a little boy, a preteen, a young 
adult, back and forth. Instead of Salmer, Zumot was wailing on one among countless assholes 
he’d encountered throughout his eons. They’d all get their due... yet not even the most 
excruciating tortures could bring them back. 


Heaving, panting vehemently, an exhausted Arak grabbed Geene by his kimono’s collar and 
stared death into his eyes. Zumot willed his fist into his target, yet his body became all but 
deaf to him: his arm remained suspended in the air, as if held by an invisible something that 
would not be defied. 


“(That is enough, mine Lords. Let this conflict cease].” 


The fish man and the Calamantian turned to see Masala hovering near the floor, left arm 
extended toward them, much to Jerez’s, Mule’s, and Vermoud’s astonishment. Zumot realized 
this was all the mollusk’s doing. The ancient former god had somehow taken over his body, 


all to stop him from doing something he’d only regret. Relaxing his grip, the ex-Numen 
relinquished control. 


Coughing and wheezing loudly, Arak turned away, unable to look at the battered Salmer. 
He’d done it again: he’d lost control. He was no better than... him. Flustered and confused as 
he was, Zumot was far from done with the younger male. 


“You... you ought to be ashamed of yourself... Salmer Khaitan.” 
“| That lecture you’re about to give... you know where you can shove it].” 


“Don’t change the subject. I’m so disappointed in you. What would Ciroc say if he could see 
you now?” 


“Good riddance.” 
“What! ?” 


A defiant Salmer stared back at Zumot. Stare icy-cold, pitch eerily monotone, the aching 
Kualuan turned away as a contrite Masala bowed before the pair. 


“(I beg your pardon, mine Lords. ‘Twas not mine intent to sow discord amongst ye].” (Brief 
pause). “[Please accept mine apologies, Lord Geene: I spake idly and trespass’d against 
thee. I shall be more mindful henceforth].” 


A contemptuous Salmer spat to his left as Solera, Belsazar, and Zevion looked on in utter 
disbelief. Masala sat seiza-style nearby, prompting Mule to let out an impressed whistle. 


“No offense, man, but you’re way too patient. I would’ve blown my top off after somethin’ 
like that.” 


“TI am but a servant, Zevion Poliakovich Sorokov. I merely do mine duty].” (To Salmer and 
Zumot). “| Please disclose your ailments].” 


A despondent Zumot took his turn. 

“Where to start? I’m dead tired... my body feels like mush... I hate my own stinking guts, and 
part of me’s starting to regret every single life choice that’s led up to this moment... that’s it 
for me. Geene’s feeling pretty much the same, aren’t you, old friend?” 


“T You have to be right all the friggin’ time, old man?].” 


“(The Principle of Vacuity is to blame. I am aware of your defeat at the hands of mine 
brother].” 


The late Lord Arak blinked in utter confusion. 
“Y-Your brother? Mate is...? [But you don t look like him at all!].” 


“(I realize that, Zumot al-Massaya...|.” 


A mortified Zumot looked away. Masala’s countenance burnt a deep purple. 


“[O-Oh, mine apologies! Verily Iam grown thoughtless in this Realm!].” (Brief pause). “[To 
answer thy query, Lord Mate and Lady Chifir s sire and dam are not mine own, yet unto them 
I was as th’ issue of flesh and blood. I shall gladly tell more after I discharge mine duty. 
Gather your minds, mine Lords. Thou mayest stay where thou art, Salmer Khaitan].” 


Once the pair complied, Masala shut his eyes and collected himself. The sage allowed his 
energy to flow from the inside to the outside, where it assumed the form of a seemingly 
infinite, limpid stream of translucent silver light, much to the amazement of the group. The 
iridescence washed over the new arrivals, gently drowning out pain, weakness, sorrow, as 
Masala switched to Japanese. 


“l{Fear... yet assurance. 
Desire... yet abstention. 
Anger... yet compassion. 
Hatred... yet forbearance. 
Folly... yet foresight. 
Abeyance... yet motion. 
Weakness... yet strength. 
Ignorance... yet understanding. 
Knowledge... yet wisdom. 
Mismeasure... yet balance. 
Deceit... yet truth. 
Injury... yet healing. 
Suffering... yet delight. 
Shame... yet honour. 
Evil... yet good. 

Dark... yet light. 

Self... yet others. 

I... yet thou. 


Us... yet they. 


Disregard... yet... love. 

Death... yet... life. 

Emptiness... yet... plenitude. 

Vacuity... yet... depth. 

Void... yet... Chikara} ].” (Brief pause). “[Arise, mine Lords].” 


Overjoyed to have regained at least some mobility, Zumot and Salmer staggered to their feet. 
The Calamantian turned toward Masala, yet the former Numen gestured at him to hold still. 


“Make no movement, save as needed. I have barely begun to undo the aftermath of Vacuity. 
There is much travail remaining].” 


A shamefaced Salmer looked away. 

“[ Thanks... I guess].” 

“TI sense sorrow within thee, mine Lord. Pray tell, what troubleth thee so?].” 
“(Nothing].” 

Zumot turned to their benefactor. 


“Masala... Nochirasu... look, I don’t mean to sound ungrateful, but... I don’t suppose you 
could restore our powers?” 


The sage shook his head. 


“(Mine apologies, Lord Arak... I cannot. In addition to ridding ye of God Ki and Energy of 
Destruction, the Principle of Vacuity hath wholly annull’d ye to Chikara, th' aspect of it ye 
term ‘ki’ or ‘life energy’. Mine own powers are severely diminished herein, so I can summon 
them but briefly. I might be able to retrieve some of your strength, yet I cannot turn back your 
undeification, just as I cannot turn back mine own. Only the All-Sovereign or Daishinkan 
may attempt such a feat. Success is not guaranteed].” (Brief pause). “[Mark me: someone 
approaches.” 


The fallen Hakaishin beheld a two-legged being whose features amalgamated eel, ape, and 
insect, so that it constituted a hairless scorpion-like mandrill (or a mandrill-like scorpion?), 
with a sickle-shaped pronged tail to match. Heavily scarred, black-veined flesh was colored 
Verona green and coral pink, with successive mauveine-and-black leopard spots haphazardly 
spread across the countenance, upper body, and all six sinewy upper limbs and legs, 
concentrating around the shoulders and abdomen. 


This Numen bore a heavily disheveled uniform, gold choker around his neck as tarnished as 
the six armbands around his six wrists, and the barely noticeable stud on his right brow. 
Features of his three-hinged, beaked, multi sharp-toothed, simian-arachnid, semi-equine 


snout poorly illuminated by dispersed torchlight, expression undecipherable, the creature 
advanced. 


The newcomer’s tail kicked up dust at intervals to cover the trail left by his digitigrade, three- 
toed lizard/apish feet, as well as his second and third set of knuckles, each three-fingered, 
arthropod-like hand stained a moldy gray. Fins on top of the head, arms, legs, and tail 
bristled, relaxing at irregular intervals as breathing kept pace with the swelling and recessing 
of a dewlap underneath a veiny neck, as Masala addressed the new arrival in Turkish. 


“[{Hail, Lord Mulaban}}.” 


Having bowed as best he could, Mulaban spoke in a deep, raspy, monotone voice, pointing to 
himself and the guests as needed. 


“{Hail, Lord Masala. Tidings. Bring. Here. Defiler. Ganlu. Search. Fate vanquished. None 
deserve}.” 


“[{ see... I thank thee, Adeni, son of Halib, yet thou braved not this forsaken place merely to 
admonish us. What hast brought thee here? }].” 


‘Healing. Time. Ready}.” 


“[{I understand. I shall see to thee after I regain mine strength. Please remember: I have 
others in need of care as well} ].” 


“{Understood}.” 


Mulaban politely nodded at Jerez. Scoffing out loud, the former Destroyer from Universe 2 
tore her sight from the offending Numen as Zumot spoke to her sotto-voce. 


“(Who’s this guy? What did he just say?).” 


“Lord Mulaban. He said ‘the Defiler’ is here, that he came to warn us so we won’t suffer ‘the 
vanquished fate’, whatever that means.” (Sotto-voce). “(You needn’t have bothered, foul 
beast. We lost our powers, not our brains).” 


“Brain thee I shall shouldst thou again offend mine frère, thou jade!” 


The Numina and their charges faced a russet and burgundy-colored black-stripped, 
anthropomorphic amalgamate of Chinese guardian lion, African wild dog, and beetle. 
Standing some nine feet tall, this purple-veined, battle-scarred being strutted into the area on 
bare, digitigrade feet. 


Warlike frame brandishing the strength of granite and the fearful symmetry of the tiger, the 
creature’s feline-canine-insect, quadruple-hinged snout barely concealed near endless rows of 
jagged teeth. The leonine countenance bore an irregularly shaped dim grey stain, widely 
replicated at the forearms and calves. 


The new arrival’s goldenrod-colored left eye and amethyst-colored right eye shone within 
penumbral silence. Barely a vestige of its former self, his hybrid nose twitched under 


suffocating mold and dust, cornrowed black hair on top of the head much the worse for wear, 
as it hadn't been cleaned or combed in ages. Similar to Mulaban, this creature’s uniform was 
badly tattered as well, indicated by multiple patches highly visible in the stole and pants, 
along with severely tarnished gold earrings and armbands. 


Masala solemnly bowed before the new arrival. Switching to Cantonese, the mollusk man 
and company stared in awe at yet another Destroyer from the Void. 


“[{Hail, Lord Ganlu}].” 
“{Hail, Achisune Nokaruko}.” 
Masala shook his head. 

“I {That is not my name} ].” 


“¢Atsunoku Nokimato?}.” (Brief pause). “{Anakako Nirinosuke?}.” (Brief pause). 
“¢Albarichi Nokoraso?}.” (Brief pause). “The serpent procures thy charges, Lord Masala: 
e’en now the baseborn cur readies an ambuscade wherewith he shall satiate his reprobate 
appetencies.” 


Vermoud scratched his bald head. 

“Ok, all I understood was ‘Lord’, ‘serpent’, and ‘reprobate’.” 

Jerez perspired ice-cold terror. 

“He... he said... Caron... he’s preparing an ambush: he’s going after us!” 

“The blackguard defileth the blood in his fists!” 

Mulaban gestured at Ganlu to calm down, then pointed at the disgraced Hakaishin. 
“Bear. Away. Orders.” 

“Who entrusted ye with such orders ?].” 

“Grand Numen.” 


“U see...].” 


Masala’s voice shifted to a casual, almost relaxed tone. The former Numen then waved his 
left hand in front of Ganlu and Mulaban, who stared back with an ambiguous expression. 


Masala: “[ Ye have not the authority wherewith to command I relinquish mine charges].” 


Ganlu (mesmerized): “We have not the authority wherewith to command thou relinquish thy 
charges.” 


Masala (waves hand again): “[If Lord Mate takes offense at mine refusal, ye shall kindly beg 
his pardon on mine behalf. Afterward, request his presence herein].” 


Mulaban (also mesmerized): “Lord Mate. Offense. Refusal. Beg pardon. Request presence.” 
Masala: “[I thank ye, mine Lords].” 

Ganlu: “We live to serve. Let us away, brother.” 

Mulaban: “Aye.” 


Once the pair left, Masala helped the fallen gods back to their feet and bade them follow him. 
Zumot was perplexed, to say the least. 


“What... what just happened?” 
“[Later shall I tell. Make ye haste, mine Lords].” 


With Masala at the head, the group headed deeper into the cursed library. Once they were 
gone, an amused Caron emerged from the shadows. 


“Kosho-kun... so thou hast made thy choice. Thou sot... oh well. Let Euthalia and Euthymia 
rage and rave for now.” (Brief pause). “Those two... could they...?” (Brief pause). “No 
matter. The Primal Ones shall have their way, and I'll have some fine sport with our spoils. 
None can escape Poison-Tooth Amaru. This shall I learn ye learn soon enough.” 


With that, the serpent hissed a laugh and stepped back into the darkness... 
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Chapter 6: Return of the Repressed 


One week later, Kamis Lookout, 10:30 AM... 


Okocim punched, kicked, dodged, parried under the morning sun... or at least he tried to, 
dressed as he was in a weighted training gi not unlike Goku’s. Cape flowing in the wind, a 
stern Piccolo cracked his knuckles, readying for his pupil’s next move. 


“(Why does everything have to be so friggin’ difficult!? The fuck am I s’posed to fight like 
this!?].” 


Okocim powers up, dashes towards Piccolo, swings a right hook to his face. The Namekian 
dodges, grabs the feline’s shirt collar, throws him down into the courtyard floor. Okocim 
retaliates with a ground scissors kick, only for his target to jump out of the way. 


The Sphygian dashes one more time: failing to scratch at the Namekian’s countenance, 
Okocim delivers a series of kicks aimed at the face, all of which completely miss their target. 
An unimpressed Piccolo swats Okocim aside like the oversized gnat he is. Having landed 
some ten feet away, the exasperated feline cups his hands in an all too familiar stance. 


“Ka... me...” 
“(Please tell me you're not going to...].” 


“Ha 99 


“[I guess you are...].” 

“Me...” 

“T You re not ready...].” 

“HA!” 

“SPECIAL BEAM CANNON!” 


Okocim’s puny beam of light collides with Piccolo’s energy drill. With nary a struggle, the 
Namekian's signature attack overwhelms the Kamehameha Wave, barely giving the cat man 
time to evade and dash once again, only for the Namekian to sidestep, grab the Sphygian by 
the ankle, and throw him to the ground. 


A heavily panting Okocim rose to his knees. Body soaked in sweat, the late Lord Beerus 
wiped his eyes, yet the burning only got worse. Cursing and grumbling to himself, the 
Sphygian missed Piccolo’s approach. The Namekian handed the feline a fresh towel and a 
bottle of water, helping himself to one as the pair sat down near the temple’s front steps. 


“So how’d I do?” (Brief pause). “That bad, huh?” 
“You're still putting too much thought into your attacks.” 


“So I’m overthinking, huh?” (Sigh). “Figures... Whis used t’say the same thing back in the 
day, when he trained me for... y’ know.” 


“Don’t beat yourself up. We’ve barely begun with the basics.” 


“Basics... all this time, and I still can’t fly. Think I’m doing something wrong? Maybe I need 
to train harder...” 


“That’s not how it works, Beerus. You’re pushing yourself hard enough as it is.” 
“Then why doesn’t it feel that way?” 


“You’re too hard on yourself. You find fault in every little thing you do. When others praise 
you, you’re too quick to dismiss it. Remember what I told you the first day.” 


“Were not meant to be perfect. We’re meant to strive for more, to be better, do better... 
scratch that: it was ‘to be and to do our best’. I’m such an idiot...” 


“That’s exactly my point. There’s a time and a place for sweating details. This isn’t it.” 
The Sphygian let loose a gargantuan yawn. 
“Yeah... I see what you mean.” 


“Sleep well last night?” 


“Tf by ‘well’ you mean ‘did I have only one nightmare when I usually have two or three per 
night’, then yeah, I slept well.” (Frowns, chuckles). “Pathetic, isn’t it? I mean... it’s one thing 
when kids have bad dreams. If it happens then, it’s cute, even endearing. When you’re a 
grown-ass cat who had his midlife crisis way before everyone else’s great-great-great-great- 
great-great-great-great-great-granddaddy was so much as an afterthought, though...” 


“I don’t buy that. What seems horrific to a child can be much the same to an adult.” 


“Y-Yeah, speakin’ of kids... did Gohan and 21 give you this much of a hard time back in the 
day?” 


The Namekian sighed. 
“Gohan... well...” 
The former Hakaishin sweated nervously. 


“Y-Y’know what? F-Forget I said anything.” (Frowns). “Leave it to me to make a pest of 
myself, to—” 


“Beerus...” 

“T-I’m such a jerk, I—” 

“Beerus.” 

“Why can’t I just keep my mouth shut and stop being such a—” 
“Beerus!” 


Piccolo crushed the half-full bottle, spilling water over his face, chest, and pants. Visage 
stuck in a vacant stare, Okocim stood there, as if he’d just seen Zen-Oh, Grand Priest, Whis, 
the other Angels, Champa, and the other Destroyers riding unicycles, packing Uzis, all aimed 
at him. The stare gradually widened almost a thousand yards by the time the Namekian called 
him a fuckup and—NO! Piccolo doesn’t do that! He was nowhere near the Lookout! Then 
why on Earth did Okocim hear his voice come out of— 


“BEERUS!” 


The Sphygian at last snapped out of whatever force had him in its grip. Once he shook off the 
stupor that'd taken over him, Okocim looked at his crotch and breathed a sigh of relief. No 
accidents... not this time. 


“Beerus... are you alright?” 
Awkward smile on his face, the fallen deity swallowed hard. 


“O-O-Of course I’m alright! Why wouldn’t I be?” 


“You zoned out while we were talking. You started insulting yourself, then you just stood 
there. You were staring at me like I was somebody else.” 


“You sure you didn’t imagine it?” 


“Positive. Look, Beerus... I know things haven’t been going well for you lately, to say the 
least. I don’t know what’s going on in your head, but I can tell it’s not pleasant. If you ever 
want to talk, you can come to me, Dende, or Popo. You know that, right?” 


“Piccolo, I... I...” (Stands resolute). “I promise I won’t be a burden. I'll do extra chores and 
not bother anyone. You have my word.” 


The former nemesis of Son Goku shook his head. 


“Beerus... Okocim... you mustn’t say such things. You’re not a pest, and you’re not a bother, 
much less a burden. You’re one of us now.” 


“It’s just... I... I keep thinking about the old days, when I...” (Near tears). “I... I... I hurt 
you guys. Zamasu... the Tournament... I... I’m the reason we—” 


“Okocim... no.” 
Piccolo put his hand on Okocim’s shoulder. 
“Huh? You... you don’t hate me?” 


“T don’t. I can’t speak for everybody else, though.” 


“Then... you know about it? The things I...?” (Brief pause). “Some Destroyer I turned out to 
be...” 


“Look, I know it’ll sound trite, but I know how you feel. We’ve been there... most of us, 
anyway.” 


“But you guys... you guys are good people. I... I don’t even know what I am anymore.” 


““We’ve made our fair share of mistakes, too, Okocim. That was then; this is now. Belittling 
yourself, doubting yourself, it only makes things worse. Believe me, I’ve been down that 
path... a lot more often than I’d care to admit.” 


“I’m sorry, Piccolo... it’s just—” 


“Don’t apologize. You didn’t do anything wrong. Now, I think another meditation session 
would be good for you. We can have lunch afterward.” 


“Ok... Pm not all that—huh?” 
Okocim’s left ear began to twitch. 


“Wait a sec... Someone’s coming.” 


Eyes shut, the cat man sought out the energy signatures he’d picked up. If his senses were 
correct, their sources were heading to the Lookout. 


“| They re probably friendly. Piccolo doesn t seem alarmed.” 
“How many are there, Beerus?” 
“Seven. Dunno who they are, though.” 


“It’s Tien and Chiaotzu. I forgot to mention it, but we’ll be hosting three other students for a 
couple of weeks.” 


“| Three students... could it be...?].” 
“Okocim!” 


The Sphygian looked up. Tien and Chiaotzu landed at the center of the Lookout, with Anise, 
Cumin, Fennel, and Shu following shortly after. Waving at the former deity, the smiling cat 
woman casually headed his way. Visage fixed in an inarticulate, wistful twinkle, Okocim 
shyly waved back. 


“H-Hi... how you doin’?” [What is this, freakin’ grade school!? Get your shit together, 
Beerus!].” 


“TAww, he’s so cute when he gets all bashful like that!]. So... what’ve you been up to?” 
“(Think before you speak, fuckup!]|. O-Oh, y’ know... training, getting stronger. You?” 


“Same. We were out in the wilderness with 21. [Man, I feel sorry for him, stuck all alone 
with...]. Feeling better?” 


“Huh? [Keep it together, Okocim! She's just a female! You’ve dealt with females before!].” 


“Master Tien said you got hurt. Just wanted to know if... y’ know... if you’re doing better by 
now. [Get a hold of yourself, Lozada! You’re just talking to somebody you just met, who 
happens to be male. He s not one of—}.” 


“Y-Yeah... sorta. I-I’Il tell you all about it... i-i-if you want me to, that is... [Gods dammit, 
Okocim, you’re literally billions of years old and you still haven t figured out how to have a 
nice, simple talk with a female!? Your mother was female! So was your grandmother! So was 


=|) 


“Sure. P1 swing by after me and the boys are settled in. Later. [ You ’re making a mountain 
out of an anthill, Anise! Get a grip and interact with that male like the mature, responsible 
adult you’re supposed to be! He’s not gonna hurt you... not like—].” 


“Y-Y-Yeah! B-Back at ya! [GODS FUCKING DAMMIT').” 


Okocim barely stopped himself from waving like a giddy child. The Sphygian had barely 
turned around when he saw Fennel standing in front of him. Meager luggage in hand, the 


axolotl all but drilled his stare into the former Destroyer, who at that moment started to sweat 
as if he’d just finished training nonstop for ten whole centuries. After about five seconds of 
awkward silence, the artist formerly known as Beerus waved nervously. 


“H-Hi there... F-Flannel, right? How you doin’?” 


Though initially vexed, the amphibian thought better and merely rolled his eyes. The 
youngest Tien-Shin pupil entered the temple once he bowed before the newly arrived Dende 
and Mr. Popo. 


“M-Mr. Beerus? S-Sir?” 


The son of Lech turned around. White cane on his right hand, heavily worn backpack lying 
by the side, a nervous Cumin stood by. 


“O-Oh, h-hi, uh... Cumin, right?” 


“I... I just wanted to tell you... look... don’t take it personally when Fennel looks at you like 
that.” (Brief pause). “He... he used to be an assassin, like me, like... uh...” 


“Like Anise?” 


“Please don’t tell her I said that. I... I dunno how to explain it, but Fennel, he’s... he’s 
different. If he looks at you like that, it means—” 


“<Jintan...>.” 


The pair turned as Fennel descended the steps to the courtyard. Mood dour, the youth 
“spoke’’/signaled accordingly. 


“<Lozada is inquiring about you. Find your room and unpack your things. Must I mind you 
like a child?>.” 


“Sorry, Fenn. Be right there.” (To Okocim). “Later.” 


Sparing a final glance at the late Lord Beerus, the axolotl and rooster disappeared into the 
inner halls. 


“Okocim...” 


Heart plummeting all the way to the stomach, the cat man slowly turned toward Piccolo, who 
now seemed rather troubled himself. 


“Change of plans. We’ll meditate with the Trio after lunch.” 
“Ok.” (Brief pause). "Uh, Piccolo? About that Fennel kid...” 
“He gave you the look, didn’t he? He does that from time to time.” 


“And he does it because...?” 


“I don’t know the full details. From what I’ve gathered talking with Tien and Chiaotzu, he 
only does it if he senses you have blood on your hands.” 


The disgraced former deity swallowed hard. 
“B-Blood? As in... he can tell when you’ve killed?” 


“It’s a bit more complicated than that. You know how people like us can sense ki? Fennel, 
he... he can sense death in a similar way. I don’t know how else to explain it. Excuse me.” 


With that, Piccolo headed into the temple. 
Okocim gulped. If the axolotl’s stare was this hard on the Namekian, how would he bear it? 
About fifteen minutes later... 


The late Lord Beerus was ill at ease. His hosts and their newest guests chatted, dug into their 
plates, yet the Sphygian barely touched his food. 


One moment Okocim looked down at his plate. The next, he stared at Cumin from the corner 
of his eye. The rooster boy weighted in quite often, replied enthusiastically, even laughed 
every now and then, albeit mostly at his own jokes. 


“(Nice kid. Hard to believe he was an assassin... like I’m one to judge...].” 


The former Destroyer spared a cautious glance at Fennel. The axolotl lad listened intently, yet 
seldom contributed, busy as he was assessing his surroundings as he ate. 


Okocim looked away. A couple of sweat drops trickled down from his forehead and fell all 
the way to the floor, melting into the sweltering noon air. 


Fennel... damn kid. The sight of him made the cat man want to barricade himself in his room 
till Judgement Day. 


“He knows... question is, how much? Also, how did he—}.” 
“Okocim!” 
“WHAT!? WHAT HAPPENED, WHAT!?” 


The Sphygian all but jumped from his seat. By the time he came to his senses, Piccolo, 
Dende, Popo, Shu, and the guests were staring at him: Cumin felt the tension in the air; 
Fennel readied to pounce in a moment’s notice; Anise blinked in mild confusion. 


“I... I just wanted to ask you if you’ve mastered the Kamehameha.” 
Couple of awkward chuckles later, a shamefaced Okocim tugged at his shirt collar. 


“Oh... y-yeah, a-about that...” 


Having retaken his seat, Okocim glanced at his side. Fennel stared ice into the feline: one 
false move, and the artist formerly known as Beerus would be deader than his godhood. 


“I... uh... well...” 

Piccolo cleared his throat. 
“Pick up the pace, everyone.” 
The son of Lech took a chance. 


“Y-Yeah, uh, Piccolo... i-if you guys don’t mind, I-I’Il just go ahead and get started on 
meditation.” 


“You’ve barely eaten a thing, Beerus. Remember what we talked about.” 

“R-Right... the eating thing.” 

Much to Anise’s wonderment, the uneasy ex-Hakaishin took a couple of halfhearted bites. 
“Why is he acting like this?]. Okocim...” 

“Y-Yeah?” 

“Wanna spar with me?” 

Wanna spar with me, Cim? 


Dropping his knife and fork, the cat man looked away. Vainly seeking to bring his frantic 
breathing under control, the late Lord Beerus did his utmost to escape Anise’s inquisitive 
smile, Cumin’s uneasy puzzlement, Fennel’s doomsday glower, Piccolo’s sweaty brow... 


“Okocim?” 
“As... Asa... Asahi... I... Pm... sorry... ?'m—” 
“Okocim... Okocim...” 


Blind, deaf, and mute to the world around him, stare fixated on something only he could see, 
the Sphygian came under assault by a hundred thousand myriad voices. Some pleaded... 
others demanded... others whispered... others screamed loud enough to shatter his eardrums. 


“A... Asahi... I...” 


Having put his right hand on the fallen god’s shoulder as gently as possible, Piccolo 
gradually, softly turned him around: the former Lord Beerus was caked in sweat. His 
bloodshot eyes stung like he’d been crying for hours, the inside of his mouth parched as 
Sekhmet’s deserts at noontime. 


Something in Okocim’s mind told him to stand and fight, yet another told him to run and 
never stop. Countenance warped in horror, the Sphygian gaped at something unseen, then 


looked upon the palms of his hands. 


An increasingly worried Anise approached, only to be held back by a stoic Mr. Popo. At long 
last, the fallen god snapped out of his trance. 


“A... Asa... Asahi... I... w... what... happened... what’s... what’s going on? Did... did 
Teak 


Piccolo could only stare back at the ashamed cat man. The Namekian turned to the Tien-Shin 
Trio. 


“Finish up eating. Popo will then guide you to the Meditation Chamber. Excuse us.” 


With that, the fallen Destroyer and Son Goku’s former enemy quit the room. A perturbed 
Dende dried his brow with a handkerchief. Ill at ease himself, Mr. Popo became engrossed in 
removing and washing dishes. 


Sitting back down, Anise barely managed to take a couple of bites. Though her appetite had 
gone south, the cat woman compelled herself to eat: Kami knows when she’d have the 
chance to—NO! Subtly hissing, the Tien-Shin pupil shut her eyes, force-feeding herself till 
Dende caught on to what she was doing. 


“Anise... it’s ok. You don’t have to eat if you’re not hungry.” 
“Are you sure? It’s a sin to be wasteful.” 
“You're not being wasteful. We’ll save it for later.” 


Anise nodded. As if on cue, Mr. Popo bore away the rest of the plates before returning to the 
kitchen. A discomfited Fennel sat down on a nearby sofa shortly after Dende excused himself 
and left to resume his duties. 


“Anise?” 

“Yes, Cume?” 

“Did you... did you feel that?” 

“Yeah... I felt it.” 

“Is Mr. Beerus going to be alright?” 

“Cumin, I... I don’t know.” 

“Ts... is he... one of us?” 

“What’re you talking about? Beerus isn’t an and—” 

“M-My bad. T-That’s not what I wanted to say. I mean if he’s... y’know... like us.” 


“Like us?” 


Flying away from the sofa, Fennel landed in front of his teammates. 


“<Beerus is tainted, Lozada. I see it in his eyes, feel it in his ki. Death enshrouds him, like it 
enshrouds Jintan, you, me, Son Goku, Son Gohan, Son Raditz, Son Nappa, Vegeta, Android 
21, Piccolo, Master Tien. He used to be a God of Destruction, so that is only a matter of 
course>.” 


“T realize that, Fenn. I think there’s something else going on, though. Okocim, he... he 
became like that when I asked him to spar with me.” (Brief pause). “I... I must’ve made him 
remember something... something terrible! Dear Kami, how could I be so—” 


“Anise...” 


The dancer and Fennel turned towards Cumin. Gripping his cane, the rooster boy stood in 
front of Lozada and extended his hand towards her. Forehead creased with regret, the 
reluctant feline took it. 


“Remember what Master says. We can’t let fear and ignorance get the better of us. People 
sometimes hurt one another, and they don’t even realize it. You didn’t mean to upset Mr. 
Beerus. I’m sure he’ll understand if you explain things to him. I don’t think he’d hold a 
grudge against you.” 


“Cumin...” (Hugs him). “Thanks.” 
Fennel continued musing. 


“<Perhaps Jintan is right. I felt fear and terror in Beerus. I sensed anger and animosity as 
well, but it wasn’t directed towards us. Moreover, it felt... alien>.” 


“Alien? Like it wasn’t his?” 


Following a somber nod, Fennel stared into the hallway Piccolo and Okocim had disappeared 
into. Cumin scratched his wattles, turning his head to and fro, as if trying to seize something 
elusive. Anise left her chair the moment Mr. Popo returned to the dining hall. The Keeper of 
the Lookout was far from calm, yet all that time spent washing dishes certainly helped him 
regain his bearings. 


“Young ones... come along. I'll escort you to the Meditation Chamber.” 
“We’re right behind you, Mr. Popo.” 

The attendant quit the dining hall. Cumin and Fennel followed suit. 
Anise tarried for a bit. Something else was on her mind. 

“Asahi...” 


Meanwhile, elsewhere in the Lookout... 


Okocim stood fretfully still as Piccolo opened yet another mysterious door. The Sphygian 
stared in disbelief. Beyond its threshold awaited a small, sparsely furnished room, empty save 
for a circular altar standing at the very center. Seven concentric circles monopolized the 
greater part of the floor, each growing smaller until reaching its very middle, which featured 
the symbol of the Guardians of Earth. 


Eight large statues surrounded the circles, hands extended as if to grasp their center. The 
statues had no discernible countenance or distinguishing features. They flanked nine near- 
identical medium-sized statues resembling Buddha, all seated in a lotus position. The latter 
bordered ten smaller statues of Horse-Face and Ox-Head, which in turn faced a slightly 
bigger statuette of King Yan, Ruler of the Underworld. 


Much to his shame, the warrior once named God of Destruction Beerus shuddered. 
“Piccolo... where are we?” 


“This is the Hall of Remembrance. It’s a holy room meant to fulfill a special purpose. Here’s 
what we’ll do: once you take off your shoes, you’ ll sit at the center of the altar with your legs 
crossed. After that, I'll utter an incantation to set the hall’s magic in motion. You’ ll 
experience strange visions, see memories from your past...” 


“What kind of memories?” 

“Good, bad, everything in between.” 

Okocim swallowed hard. 

“Y-You really think this is a good idea? You know what happened the first time we did this.” 
“Don’t worry about that. This is entirely different from what we did then.” 

“Different how?” 

Piccolo sifted his words. It wouldn’t do at all to lie, especially in this holy place, but still... 


“Zen-Oh’s magic didn’t just make you mortal, Okocim: it altered your entire body, made it so 
you can’t channel ki like before. All we’ve been doing, training, meditation sessions, rites, 
it’s meant to heal you, help you regain what you lost... minus your godhood, that is. Now, 
however, we’ll be conducting a rite called the Summoning of Remembrance.” 


“Summoning of Remembrance? What, you’re gonna take a peek inside my head, see all the 
fucked-up stuff (pardon my language) that’s there?” 


“Pretty much. The purpose of the ritual is to help recover lost or incomplete memories. It can 
also dispel false ones.” 


“I don’t know... my head’s not a good place to be in, Piccolo. I don’t... I... 


Piccolo briefly put his hand on Okocim’s shoulder. 


“It has to be done. Okocim... you’re carrying a lot of pain, a lot of grief inside of you. I can’t 
tell if it’s shame, guilt, or something else entirely, but it’s weighing you down, and it’s 
interfering with your life, even your training. Painful and ugly as it might be, you need to 
confront it. That’s the first step towards healing. Take off your shoes, sit down, and gather 
your mind. I'll begin the incantation.” 


A fretful Okocim complied. The fallen deity breathed in, out, in, out, in, out... 
“[Come on, Okocim! Get your shit together!].” 


Eyes shut, Piccolo sat in midair with his legs crossed. Frame aglow with energy, the former 
enemy of Son Goku joined hands as if in prayer. 


(Translated from Namekian). “{Seven-Together, Seven-Severed, Eight-Prosper, Eight- 
Thwart, Nine-Relief, Nine-Ravish, Ten-Replete, Ten-Deplete, Four-Decease, Forty-Two- 
Trample, Forty-Three-Stillborn...}.” 


The Namekian repeated the incantation nine more times. Isolated images, disembodied 
snippets came and went in Okocim's mind. Some refused to remain... others overstayed their 
welcome. Futilely striving to gain control over the draconic ocean of his thoughts, the 
Sphygian vainly sought to connect several disparate voices with long forgotten visages, long 
faded shadows. 


Leave him alone! 
I only have one child... they don t count. 


You don t matter... the other one doesn t matter: she matters. I’d gladly trade you both for 
her. 


Useless! Worthless! Unteachable! 


Is this how the gods chastise me!? Is this their idea of a joke!? Why couldn t they take you 
instead!? What did I do to deserve you!? 


SHE’S DEAD! 

He is your son, and so is Lanson! 

SHE’S DEAD! 

Don t you lump her in with those two fuckups! 
SHE’S DEAD! 

She was the only good thing you ever did... 
SHE’S DEAD! 


I dont hate you. You’re not worth all that effort. 


DEAD! 

You are weak and pathetic... like him. 
DEAD! 

You are so fucking useless. 

DEAD! 

You are a disappointment and a failure. 
SHE’S DEAD BECAUSE OF YOU! 

I disown you. 

IT’S ALL YOUR FAULT! 

You are not my problem anymore. 
YOUR FAULT! 

You are nothing to me. 

YOUR FAULT! 

Go back to sleep, boy. Pray you never wake up. 
Once a Destroyer... 

They must die. 

Always... 

All of them. 

Always... a... a... 

An hour and a half later... 


A groggy Okocim shut and opened his eyes repeatedly. Every part of him hurt, particularly 
his head. Lifting his upper body from the bed he laid in, the feline realized he was no longer 
in the Hall of Remembrance, but in his quarters. Piccolo, Dende, Mr. Popo, Shu, Anise, 
Fennel, and Cumin were nowhere to be seen. To his left, the fallen Hakaishin found a note on 
top of a nearby nightstand. 


You screamed and passed out during the ceremony. Apologies for leaving you by yourself. 
Assisting Shu and Tien-Shin Trio with training. Speaking of which, don t worry about missing 
your afternoon sessions: we'll make up for them. Head to the courtyard as soon as possible. 
Full explanation later. 


(Explanation... sure could use one of those right about now...].” 


Fatigued as he was, Okocim put his heavy boots back on. After that, the cat man took a long, 
hard look at the palms of his hands: they were clean... no. They only looked that way. 


“(So much death and devastation... spilled blood... sweat... tears... all dealt by these hands... 
and for what? Nothing... a whole fucking lot of nothing...}.” 


“Cut the crap already!” 
Gasping out loud, Okocim looked around everywhere for the source of that voice. 
“Over here!” 


The fallen god shuddered. Clad in his Destroyer uniform, Hakaishin Beerus himself sourly 
stared at his counterpart from the other side of the mirror! 


“Have you always been this pathetic!? Whose bright idea was it to stick me with such a 
fucking coward!?” 


“N-No... y-y-you’re n-n-not—” 
“Don t waste our time, kiddo. We both know the answer to that question.” 
The former deity let out a chuckle, followed by a chortle... a snicker... full-blown laughter. 


“Zen-Oh, you overrated blue thumbtack! Why don’t you call it quits with this damn farce 
already!?” 


“This isn t his doing. You know that.” 
“The fuck do you want?” 

“This isn't about what I want, Cim. I—” 
“Then what’s it about?” 


“PII tell you soon as you quit interrupting me, asswipe!” (Brief pause). “I’m gonna get out... 
it’s just a matter of time.” 


“Like hell you are.” 

“Once a Destroyer, always a...” (Brief pause). “You’re no fun at all.” 

“Only a piece of shit like you would think that way.” 

“Drop the act, kid. That whole innocent-victim-of-circumstance bull doesn t suit you at all.” 


“PII never let you out again. You’re evil... you’re—” 


“...a menace, freak, demon, blight... like I havent heard those before.” (Smirks). “By the way, 
you forgot my personal favorite: a disgrace. The old bastard sure nailed that one, didn t he?” 


“Beerus” cackled out loud. 
“SHUT UP!” 


The son of Lech lost all notion of time and space. When he regained himself, the Sphygian 
found the mirror shattered to pieces, red-stained hands still straddling glass fragments, which 
he proceeded to remove after hastily wiping the blood off. Heaving and panting, the former 
Destroyer hastily slammed the room’s door open: it hit something, or someone, if the loud 
“OW!” that followed was anything to go by. 


“You fucking idiot! Watch what you’re doing!” 
“Oh gods, I’m so sorry! How careless of—huh!?” 


The artist formerly known as Beerus froze. That voice... impossible! It couldn’t be... but it 
was. The evidence was literally lying right in front of him, after all. 


“Quitela?” 
“Beerus?” 
Cat and mouse aggressively pointed at each other. 


“WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE!? I ASKED YOU FIRST! QUIT IT! STOP TALKING 
AT THE SAME TIME AS ME!” 


Okocim pinched himself: no, he wasn’t dreaming (He most certainly wasn’t high, either). 
God of Destruction Quitela IX, the Hakaishin of Universe 4, his sworn enemy, was sprawled 
on the floor inside Kami’s Lookout at Universe 7’s Earth, rubbing his bruised snout, and— 
wait, what!? 


“So what Lanson said was true... Zen-Oh did go after the damn rat, made him mortal, to 
boot...].” 


The Sphygian took a closer look: the late Lord Quitela wore an exact duplicate of Piccolo’s 
outfit, cape and turban included. What’s more, the Naatsusian seemed to have grown a couple 
of inches taller. He also sported a pair of incipient sideburns, both of which would likely be at 
the same level as the mouth, give or take a couple of weeks. Regardless, the rodent was in no 
mood to parlay, busied as he was by a furious yet futile struggle to get back up again. 


“Gods dammit! Stupid-cape-stupid-slug-man-stupid-fucking-weighted-clothing...” 


Quitela ranted on, casting metaphorical shit at Zen-Oh, Grand Priest, the Angels, their 
mothers, their mothers’ mothers, pretty much their whole family tree. Even his own 
predecessor received his share of abuse. 


In Okocim’s eyes, the ex-Hakaishin of Universe 4 was little more than a tortoise lying on its 
back, utterly incapable of regaining its footing as predators zeroed in, relishing what for all 
intents and purposes had become their latest meal. The Sphygian repressed a laugh, drowned 
out two or three more, only to lose it at the fourth or fifth, when he pointed, raucously 
guffawed at such a sight, struggling to catch his breath, wiping tears from his eyes. 


“The fuck’re you laughing at!?” 


“Man... I sure needed that. Dunno... whether I... whether I oughta... thank you or... punch 
you in the face.” 


“Why, you sonova... HYAH!” 


Before Okocim blinked, blinding red light emanated from Quitela’s cheeks, concealing him 
from view. When it faded, the late Lord Beerus thought his eyes were deceiving him: two 
Quitelas! How!? Why!? 


The cat man’s thoughts took him back nearly two years prior: there he was, still a Destroyer, 
at the Tournament of Power, now cheering, now jeering, as Goku and company advanced and 
retreated during the onslaught of Universe 4. Save for the giant orc guy (Mink, was it?), none 
of Quitela’s warriors were much to look at, yet strength wasn’t what gave U4’s fighters their 
edge. Their skill, cunning, teamwork, and abilities made them a force to be reckoned with, 
nearly compensating for their flaws... key word being “nearly.” Those guys bit the dust and 
were erased along with the other universes, but damn if they didn’t put up one hell of a fight. 


Now Okocim remembered: one of the fighters from Universe 4, Chanka or something, little 
blue guy, red cheeks on his face. He did pretty much what Quitela had just done, only he 
engulfed the entire arena in a scarlet dome while conjuring illusionary armies of previously 
erased warriors from other universes. Far as the son of Lech knew, his disgraced counterpart 
had never used such a technique... until now. 


“Don’t just stand there, dipshit! Help me up!” 


Once his replica complied and evaporated into thin air, Quitela stared ice into the Sphygian’s 
every pore. The Naatsusian coldly tossed aside his turban and cape, both of which cracked 
the tiles on the floor upon impact. Okocim’s suspicions were confirmed: the rat had indeed 
grown a full head of jet-black hair to go with those sideburns. 


“Wow... guy sure cleans up nice, to say the lea—oh what am I saying!? Focus, Okocim, 
focus!|. So now you’re stealing moves from everybody? Even your warriors? And here I was 
about to ask if you had any shame...” 


An unamused Quitela cracked his neck and knuckles. 


“You're one to talk, papa’s boy... you’re right, though. One of my warriors did use this 
technique: Ultrasonic Exchange, is what it’s called.” 


Okocim gasped: Quitela’s voice was enmeshed with that of another! The Naatsusian’s tone 
discordantly clashed with a more high-pitched feminine tone bordering on otherworldly! 


Okocim tries to ask a question yet he can’t utter it: the rat flies at him, connects a punch to his 
face, sends the cat flying into the next hallway, walls crumbling to dust. The feline somehow 
gets back up and makes for the front entrance, all but deaf to the pain his body and mind are 
screaming in. All he wants is to black out, slip away... but he mustn’t. 


Okocim reaches the courtyard in time to catch Piccolo, Dende, Popo, Android 21, Shu, and 
the Trio running to him. Before the group can exchange the proverbial are-you-alrights and 
what not, Quitela storms out of the temple, shoots multiple ki blasts at the hated Beerus, who 
barely dodges as the others take to the air and an enraged 21 all but screams. 


“Quitela! What the hell do you think you’re doing!?” 
“You got eyes, Bug Thing. I suggest you use ‘em.” 
“Stand down, Quitela! That’s an order!” 


Piccolo’s exclamation fades into silence. The rodent laughs. However, instead of his 
customary “Kekeke,” the laugh comes out like a flurry of spite merged with heartless sallies, 
with a dash of scorn thrown in for good measure. Okocim’s ears confirm his suspicions: the 
being floating before Piccolo and 21 looks like Quitela, even sounds somewhat alike... but it 
isn’t him. 


You are here... 


“Quitela” looks on past the Namekian and his pupil to the ground below, where Okocim 
watches. 


He is here as well... 

Much to Anise's horror, the cat man proffers a doleful groan. 
“Okocim!?” 

“No! Stay back!” 

At long last... 

“Can’t... control it...” 

Goddess... 


Screaming a heaven-shattering scream, “Okocim” powers up in a rage that shatters the floor 
beneath his feet into minute fragments. Piccolo and company fly away to safety. Once the late 
Lord Beerus fades within his own mind, The Presence tears off Okocim’s shirt, removes and 
tosses aside his heavy boots as “Quitela” grins scornfully. 


“Long has it been, blood of Artois... or should I say, ‘vessel of Artois’?” 


Piccolo and the rest are beyond confounded. That woman, or whatever it is that’s playing 
Quitela like a fiddle of flesh, makes like she’s about to blast them into oblivion, yet an 


unfamiliar gravel-like tone stops her. 


“Okocim” (firm and stately): “Stay your hand, Zunia. Do not squander your power on such 
worms.” 


“Quitela” (laughs): “Worms, you say? Zivek, you pitiful scion... your feelings belie your 
words.” 


“Okocim”: “Never mind my feelings, spawn of Rosangel. My fists shall speak hereon.” 
“Quitela”: “High time they were silenced for good.” 


Quitela/Zunia pounces on Okocim/Zivek, who jumps above their back, grabs their shirt, 
throws them into a nearby wall, and shoots a halfway decent ki blast. Brazing themselves, the 
rat swats the projectile away with a sweep of their left hand. The redirected blast heads to the 
direction of Piccolo and company: the Namekian deflects it much the same way, watches it 
fall to the earth below. No harm done. 


Okocim/Zivek cups his hands together. 

“Ka... me...” 

Quitela/Zunia preempts with a technique of his own. 
“Masenko!” 

“HA!” 


Energy beams collide. Okocim/Zivek puts every last bit of grit into the attack, but to no avail. 
The Masenko devours the Kamehameha, barely allowing the Sphygian time to leap to safety. 
Quitela/Zunia makes to shoot a volley of blasts at their foe: nothing happens. 


“What’s happening!? Why can’t I—” 


Several Tri-Beams find their target, nearly obliterating the Lookout itself pinning them to the 
ground. Body racked with pain, a spiteful Quitela/Zunia looks up. The Tien-Shin Trio, 21, 
and Shu hover above, pouring their energies into one huge attack. 


“Anise! How long can you keep this up!?” 
“I... I don’t know, Piccolo!” 
“We’ll stall for as long as we can! Find Dende and Popo! Hurry!” 


Heeding Android 21, the Namekian disappears from view. A roaring Okocim/Zivek dashes 
toward the rodent, hellbent on tearing them apart. 


An unflappable Quitela/Zunia staggers back to their feet, all but deaf to their aching body, 
which then sears with flame-like argent. Wholly enveloped in silver energy, malicious smile 
on his countenance, the mouse flies toward the group, moving the right arm in front of their 


eyes as if it were holding something: an energy-powered pavise materializes out of thin air, 
affording sufficient protection for the fiend to launch themselves at their foes at break-neck 
speed, shrugging off the worst of the joint blast. 


Piccolo, Dende, and Popo see it. There’s nothing they can do: the incantation must be 
completed, or all is lost... 
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In less than a heartbeat, Okocim Lech-Sa defies gravity. Howling like the damned, the fallen 
deity heads for the group up in the sky, forgetting about Quitela/Zunia altogether. 


“What are you doing!? Zunia is our target!” 


The deposed Destroyer turns a deaf ear to Zivek’s threats and entreaties. Already enveloped 
in burning ki, the Sphygian all but zooms to where Anise and company are. 


Back on the ground, Piccolo, Dende, and Mr. Popo stare in disbelief: Okocim has overcome 
The Presence! He’s taken to the air in a mad dash to catch the rat, but he won’t make it! 


Anise, Fennel, and Cumin brace for impact, yet something dashes past them all of a sudden: 
howling like a demon straight out of H.F.I.L., Android 21 rushes to counter Quitela/Zunia 
head on as the mouse’s energy shield breaks and dissipates altogether! Chuckling out loud, 
the rat shoots a silver energy image of themselves, which goes through the android. 


Screams echoing, 21 falls back as if something fast and heavy just struck him in the gut. 
Though the artificial fighter is otherwise uninjured, the attack creates a green-colored energy- 
fueled image of him, which then transforms into a plume of pure light that flies toward 
Quitela/Zunia and crashes straight into them. Yelling in inconceivable pain, the rodent exudes 
a ki explosion that overwhelms the group’s attack: severely injuring everyone in the vicinity, 
the explosion sends them all falling to the ground beneath the Lookout. 


“ANISE!”’ 
“21 and I will take Shu and Fennel! Save Cumin!” 


Fennel appears to be none the worse for wear himself. Promptly resuming flight, the 
amphibian grabs hold of the Shiba Inu till the latter lets him know he’s alright. 


The Sphygian complies in a heartbeat. Okocim is literally burning energy trying to reach 
Cumin, but he’s not fast enough! 


Before 21, Anise and the fallen Destroyer blink, the axolotl and dog zip through the air. 
Working in tandem, they manage to slow down the falling rooster, but they’re not strong 
enough to lift him on their own. Fortunately, the android and felines make the scene, catching 
the semiconscious bird before he plummets further down. 


“Are you ok, Cume!?” 


“A-Anise... I... I-I’m ok. M-My eyes...” 


The fowl boy is soon flying again, yet his wraparound glasses are a total loss. Much against 
his will, the artist formerly known as Beerus takes a good look at Cumin’s eyes, becoming 
unnerved before the prominent veins around the scleras and irises. The mortified Sphygian 
wants to run away and vomit his guts out, yet all that goes flying out the window when the 
smoke below clears. 


Quitela/Zunia is very much alive: gi damaged beyond repair, the bare-chested Naatsusian 
heaves, pants heavily, howls while a series of strange incisions spontaneously cut, carve, sear 
themselves into their flesh. Bleeding at some parts, cauterized at others, the incisions assume 
the form of shining pulsating lines, leading up to a black spot on the rat’s forehead, which 
then takes the form of a golden gnomon triangle enclosed within seven concentric circles. 
When it’s finally over, a teary-eyed “Quitela” takes a good look at themselves. 


“So this is the power of Kuraimono... you have done well, descendants. This oversized 
vermin was an apt choice indeed, never mind the fact he is not of my lineage. Speaking of 
which... is something the matter, Zivek? Have you lost your fighting spirit? Has age caught 
up with you, or are you become tired of that flesh which enshrouds you? Come hither, that I 
may rid you of it.” 


Okocim shudders: he doesn’t have the strength to stop Quitela/Zunia and prevent The 
Presence from regaining control of his body. Piccolo, Dende, and Popo should be almost 
done with the ritual by now, but they still need a bit more time. 


“[Dammit, why aren t Goku, Vegeta, Raditz, and Nappa here already!? No way Piccolo or 
whoever hasn t contacted them by now! They couldn t have possibly missed those massive 
energy outbursts!].” 


What to do, what to do? Fighting the damn rat is certainly doable, yet there’s no guarantee 
Okocim and the others will come out on top, let alone survive long enough for Piccolo and 
company to do their thing, or for Goku and the rest to get their asses over to the Lookout. 


The Sphygian is at a loss. It'd be one thing if this were the Quitela he loved to hate back in 
the day, but... 


“[Hey, wait a sec! This creature's using Quitela’s body, like that Zivek creep s using mine! 
That means... yeah... I see... if my hunch is correct, we might just get outta this one...].” 


The cat man girds up his loins: what happens during the next few minutes determines 
whether he and his newfound allies will live to see tomorrow. Ignoring the increasingly 
severe migraine pounding at his temples, the former Lord Beerus descends to the ground 
below. 


“Okocim, wait! What’re you—” 
Short-lived smile on his face, the Sphygian looks back on an alarmed Anise. 
Zivek: “Stop resisting, fool! You are nothing without me!” 


Okocim (winces): “That’s... a lie...” 


Zivek: “It is no lie! I and mine are the source of your bloodline, your power!’ 


Okocim (still wincing): “Take your bloody power... blow it out your ass... and I do 
mean your ass.” 


Okocim lands atop the ruined courtyard. 
“(It's now or never]. Listen up.” 
Quitela/Zunia laughs out loud. 


“Brave of you to approach me, blood of Artois, yet it was foolish to discard Zivek’s gifts, a 
mistake you will soon—” 


“Shut up.” 

“What! ?” 

“Don’t make me repeat myself.” 

“How dare you!? You blaspheme God Herself, filth!” 
Okocim rolls his eyes. 


“Oh please... I’ve been alive for eons, little lady. ’ ve seen plenty of gods: good ones, evil 
ones, competent ones, crappy ones... you ain’t anywhere near their level. No god worth their 
salt would even think of dirtying their hands with any of the fucked-up bullshit you’ve pulled 
thus far.” 


“T will not be judged by the likes of you, scum of Artois!” 


“Whatever... now I’m nowhere near a saint myself, but you... you disgust me. If I still were a 
Destroyer, I’d Hakai you before you got to throw a single punch. Tell you what: give Quitela 
his body back, and I promise not to slash you to ribbons. Deal?” 


“I will not be denied, and I will not be bargained with! Your life is—” 


Before everyone else so much as blinks, Okocim knocks Quitela/Zunia down to the ground 
with a backhanded punch. Cracking neck and knuckles, the glowering Sphygian approaches 
the fallen rodent. 


“Bitchy little parasite... I have nothing more to say to you. I want to speak with Riazul Sauza. 
I know you’re still in there somewhere, Quitela, so listen up: I’ve misjudged you. You’re not 

a worthy rival. You don’t deserve my hate. Hell, you don’t even deserve my time. You’re just 
another bottom-feeder, another asshole who blundered his way into power he didn’t earn, let 

alone deserve. Seems me and you got that much in common, at the very least...” 


“You... filth...” 


Okocim chuckles. 


“I mean really, what self-respecting Hakaishin gets his body hijacked by some boogeyman 
(or boogeywoman, as it were), and a wimpy one at that? And I thought Zamasu was pathetic! 
He’d be livid, downright outraged, if I put him and you on the same boat! Can’t say I blame 
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im.. 
“You will be silent, mortal!” 


Okocim’s ears twitch: the Sphygian’s definitely on the right track. Jumping back to their feet, 
Quitela/Zunia makes to shoot a ki blast at Okocim’s countenance with the left hand, but the 
cat man literally zooms to the rodent, grabs and strikes his arm just right. 


The Naatsusian yells in excruciating agony: the sickening sound of a snap tells Piccolo and 
the others all they need to know by the time the cat man's afterimage fades away. Yawning 
out loud, the feline grins cheekily as a royally pissed Quitela/Zunia cradles their broken arm. 


“Wonder if he’s watchin’...” 

“Who!? Who is watching!?” 

“OP Sazerac. Wonder what he’d think of you now, Sauza.” 

“That is none of your concern!” 

“T figure he’d probably say something to the tune of...” 

Throat cleared, the son of Lech speaks with a slight Cajun accent. 


“I do declare, I used t’be a motherfucking God of Destruction, then I went and got myself 
killed by some mothertruckin’ plague rat!” 


“Be silent...” 
Zunia’s voice begins to distort as Quitela’s voice bleeds into hers. Okocim pushes his luck. 


“I mean, really, he don’t even make for a halfway decent piece of ass: I’ve had my way with 
little girls who put up more of a fight than he ever did... mebbe I should’ve asked one of them 
to succeed me. No way they could suck as much as you, Sauza.’” 


“T shall not warn you again, mortal!” 


“Seriously, there must’ve been so many other handsomer boys out there... even so, I sure 
don’t regret buying you off that discount rack of slaves. I s’pose there are worse ways to 
waste money—” 


“SHUT UP! PLL KILL YOU! PLL FUCKING KILL ALL OF YOU!” 


Though Quitela’s scream shatters the silence, Zunia’s still in control. Quitela/Zunia dashes 
towards Okocim: sidestepping, the Sphygian trips up the mouse with his leg. The rodent cuts 
off the fall with the palm of the right hand, then connects a well-placed jumping mule kick to 


the Sphygian’s gut. Okocim retaliates with a right hook, then a left one, another right one, 
another left one, another, another... 


Okocim and the rest can’t believe their eyes: Sauza’s body shines anew with that argent glow. 
Quitela’s fur changes from yellow to several shades of green as legions of black spots pop up 
all over him, finishing with him growing a tail almost identical to 21’s! 


Before anybody can react, the ex-Hakaishin from U4 rips out his broken left arm and discards 
it: couple of grunts later, a bloody new arm explodes into place, replacing the lost limb! 
Smirking wickedly, a fatigued, panting Quitela/Zunia gestures at his hated rival to approach. 


No longer weighed down by his training gear, the Sphygian makes full use of his speed and 
agility. In the blink of an eye, cat and mouse lose themselves in a whirlwind of fists, kicks, 
sweeps, and afterimages. Barely able to keep up, the rodent receives as much punishment as 
he dishes out. The powers Sauza “borrowed” from 21 slowly but steadily heal and regenerate 
him. 


Okocim (as he and “Quitela” are fighting): “[This isn t good! I’m faster and stronger, but 
he s gonna outlast me at this rate! Dammit, where’re Goku and the others!?].” 


Zivek: “You are being foolish, blood of Artois! Surrender yourself to me! It is the only way we 
can prevail!” 


Okocim: “[Hell fucking no! You’re not gonna use me again, demon! I’m over and done with 
that whole Destroyer bullcrap! Never again, you hear me!? Never again!].” 


Zivek: “Yield or we are lost! Surely you do not wish for Anise Lozada and your allies to come 
to harm?” 


Okocim: “[Don t you dare touch them, freak! Do it and I'll kill myself right here, right 
now!].” 


Zivek: “That will not stand! If either of us should perish, so will the other!” 


Okocim: “[Look... I think me an’ you got off on the wrong foot, pal. If you really wanna help, 
you can start by telling me everything you know about that Zulia bitch].” 


Zivek: “Zunia and her ilk are my sworn foes. My sire tasked me with terminating her and all 
that has to do with her. Those of her lineage possess an ability called Energy Graft, which 
permits them to steal life energy from their foes and use it to learn techniques and abilities 
otherwise inaccessible to them. That is how she gained powers of regeneration from that 
composite being, that ‘android’.” 


Okocim: “| ‘Those of her lineage’? But she and Quitela aren t related. She said as much].” 


Zivek: “She spoke truth. I know not how the one called Riazul Sauza came to acquire this 
power, or how he came to be her thrall. I know not how to rid him of the Energy Graft, yet I 
know how to counteract it: Energy Graft grants its wielder abilities “stolen” from other 
beings, yet most wielders have little to no control over what sort of powers they acquire. 


Lastly, the abilities thus gained have but a fraction of the strength and effectivity of their 
source...” 


Okocim: “[J see what you mean. Quitela’s regenerating, but its going slow. If my ki senses 
are tellin’ the truth, growing that new arm left him very weak. We gotta make him waste 
energy, keep him on the ground: I may not be able to stop him if he takes flight again. If we 
stall long enough, Piccolo, Dende, and Popo can bring him under control with that ritual of 
theirs. Also, we might get help from some friends of mine... if they'd just show the fuck up 
already!].” 


Okocim pushes on his offensive, but tiredness eventually gets the better of him. Seizing an 
opening, the Naatsusian fires a ki shot at Okocim’s left kneecap, yet only manages a pitiful 
blast that drops the feline on his knees, charring nerves, bones, and tendons. 


“So this is how it ends... I’m sorry, everybody. I tried.” 


“NOW!” 


21, Shu, and the Tien-Shin Trio sweep in. Anise’s claws severely maul the rodent’s 
countenance; Cumin, 21, and Shu cut off Zunia’s escape by shooting several small ki blasts at 
Quitela’s face and upper body. Fennel finds an opening: the axolotl repeatedly and rapidly 
strikes several pressure points all across the mouse’s frame, paralyzing him and hampering 
his ability to channel energy. Thus cut off from their powers, Quitela/Zunia reverts to normal, 
becoming a helpless invalid... for all of five seconds. 


Zunia unleashes another burst of power, regenerating herself, healing her superficial wounds 
in a literal flash... big mistake: she just burned through much needed ki reserves, and it still 
wasn’t enough to undo the paralysis and nerve damage Fennel inflicted. Cornered by now, 
Quitela/Zunia preps another Energy Graft. Frame burning with silver ki, they take aim and 
fire: nothing happens, much to Okocim’s satisfaction. 


“(Well done, Sauza... looks like I was right, after all].” 


The Naatsusian turns tail and flies away, but doesn’t get very far: Goku, Vegeta, Nappa, and 
Raditz cut off their escape route. Alight with Super Saiyan Blue, the stern warriors pummel 
Sauza without a word, leaving Quitela/Zunia in a state of semi-consciousness. At that 
moment, Goku grabs the mouse, Instant Transmits him to Piccolo and company, and jumps 
out of the way. 


“PICCOLO! IT’S NOW OR NEVER!” 
“PURITY SURGE! DIVINE CLEANSING WAVE!” 


Okocim and the rest vainly strove to tune out Sauza’s screams as his body spontaneously 
combusted in unearthly argent, which quickly spread to his eyes, mouth, ears, hands, and 
feet. Burnt like an oversized Roman candle, the former Hakaishin of Universe 4 collapsed. 


Five or six minutes later, it was all over. Popo whisked away the unconscious Riazul after 
Dende healed him. Okocim snuck a glance at the rat: Sauza seemed to be... crying? 


“Are you guys alright?” 

It took all of Okocim’s restraint to stop himself from whacking Son Goku upside the head. 
“Where the fuck were you guys!?” 

Nappa was not amused. 


“H-Hey, don’t point fingers at us, cat! We would’ve gotten here sooner, but Kakarot’s Instant 
Transmission wasn’t working right!” 


“You seriously expect me to believe that!? What kinda fool do you take me for!?” 
A stoic Vegeta looked over the horizon. 

“He’s telling the truth, Beerus. Make of it what you will.” 

Breathing a sigh of relief, Raditz produced a cellphone and dialed a number. 
“Basil? It’s safe; bring him over.” 


Piccolo and Dende reached the group. Soon after, three other fighters landed at the ruined 
courtyard. Okocim recognized Basil and Lavender, two canine warriors from Universe 9. 
That other fellow who was with them could be nobody other than... weird. He could’ve 
sworn Sidra wasn’t that hairy, and he certainly didn’t have a tail... 


“Ts everyone alright?” 
21 finished examining Shu and the Trio’s wounds. 


“We’re ok, Sensei. Nothing a bit of magic and rest can’t cure.” (Frowns). “Sorry I got caught 
by that... that thing Quitela did. He was gonna attack the others and—” 


Piccolo put his hand on the android’s shoulder. 


“It’s alright, 21. Everyone’s safe... that’s all that matters.” (Brief pause). “Beerus... thank 
you. Let’s get you guys healed up.” 


Dende summoned his magics. The artist formerly known as Beerus made a full recovery. The 
Guardian of Earth continued until all the injured were patched up. 


With the worst behind them, everyone else went into the citadel, yet Okocim stayed behind. 
The former God of Destruction looked on ahead: the sun was setting. 


“Okocim...” 
The feline turned around. 
“Anise? What’re you doin’ here?” 


“T was looking for you. You took one hell of a beating.” 


The victorious warrior flashed a coy little smile. 

“H-Hey, you guys got mauled pretty bad too, y’know.” (Frowns). “I’m sorry.” 

“Huh? What for?” 

“This whole mess started when I bumped into Quitela in the hallway. We argued, and I—” 


“Okocim... no. 


Right hand on the Sphygian's shoulder, Lozada gently compelled the disgraced ex-deity to 
face her. 


“What happened wasn’t your fault. That was a very brave thing you did: you bought enough 
time for Goku and the others to get here. We’re still alive, and it’s all thanks to you.” 


“Yeah... and I only had to... never mind.” (Brief pause). “Y’know, it’s funny... I’ve been 
alive for eons. I’ve watched more sunsets than most beings ever will, but this... this is the 
first time in ages I’ve actually seen one. I know I’m probably not making sense, but...” 


Anise took a side-glance at the Sphygian: Okocim wasn’t hunching over; he wasn’t sad or 
scared anymore. While he still didn’t look all that happy, the cat man stood tall and proud 
before the fading sun. 


“Who are you!? How on Earth did you go from a wreck to this in just a coupla hours!?). 
Yeah... I see what you mean. Let’s go back inside. We could both use some rest.” 


“Right behind you.” 


Anise took her leave. Having taken one last look at the twilit sky, the son of Lech followed 
suit... 
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A tired-looking Okocim took a good couple of deep breaths. Once he’d steeled himself, the 
Sphygian knocked thrice on the door before him. 


“Go away.” 


Having opened it as slowly and gently as possible, the feline pushed in a serving trolley, 
making little to no noise. Discretion told the son of Lech the guest would rather the door 
remain open, and so it stayed. 


“(So far, so good...].” 
“T said go away.” 


The late Lord Beerus turned deaf ears to the bedridden patient. Humming to himself, the cat 
man opened the lid of a pot placed over a warmer and served two platefuls of tonkotsu, one 
for himself, the other for... 


“Are you deaf!? What part of “go away’ didn’t you understand!?” (Brief pause). “The hell do 
you want?” 


“T want lots of things, Quitela... right now, however, I’m serving you lunch. Popo said you 
barely had any breakfast.” 


“Piccolo... he put you up to this, didn’t he?” 
“Yes and no.” 
“What’s that supposed to mean?” 


“He said you weren’t feeling well and couldn’t train with us. He, 21, Goku, and the rest are 
going over things with the Tien-Shin Trio, Shu, Lavender, Basil, and Sidra back at the 
Training Hall. Popo and Dende are busy guarding Earth, so Piccolo asked me to make your 
lunch today. He fill you in on all that’s happened so far?” 


The nodding Sauza spared a sly grin. 
“Didn’t know you could cook. Didn’t you have Whis to take care of that?” 


“Popo’s been teachin’ me... what about you? You miss not having Cognac around?” (Brief 
pause). “You might wanna sit up now.” 


Having realized the mangy cat wasn’t leaving any time soon, Sauza did as instructed, 
allowing his blanket to fall to his lap. The meager light from a lamp at a nearby nightstand 
revealed the telltale markings. 


The former Lord Beerus shuddered: the disgraced Hakaishin from U7 could still see and hear 
how Riazul screamed, face warped in pain as those things seared, slashed, carved themselves 
into his flesh, all the better for that Zunia creature to make him her plaything. Okocim got a 
hold of himself just in time. The cat man handed Sauza a bowl, a pair of chopsticks, and a 
chirirenge, then sat next to the bed and ate quietly for a bit. 


“Something wrong, Lech-Sa? You’ve been staring at my Channel Ducts for almost a minute 
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now. 
“Channel Ducts? That’s what they’re called?” 


“They expose my body’s ki paths, keep them unblocked so energy flows freely and easily 
into Channel Points.” 


Sauza exposed the soles of his feet and the palms of his hands: all four points bore the same 
seven-circled gnomon, which also palpitated on the mouse’s forehead, the middle of his 
chest, and the center of his upper back. The late Lord Quitela winced: it didn’t take Master 
Zuno to realize he was in pain. 


“His feet... dear gods... that must’ve hurt like hell!]. Sauza... there’s something I don’t 
understand, though: me, Zen-Oh, Grand Priest, the Angels, the other Destroyers, we saw you 
quite a few times throughout the eons... you didn’t have those things then.” 


“I did. The sons of bitches who did this to me, they used ritual knives forged from 
Covontilum or Sun Cutter, an ultra-rare metal infused with powerful magic, rumored to be 


older than the Multiverse itself. It’s so rare, even Z had trouble getting ahold of it back in the 
day, and I had connections in all the black markets of Universe 4, mind you.” (Brief pause). 
“Long story short, wounds inflicted by such weapons can’t be healed by any means, magical 
or otherwise... at least not entirely. Goes without saying, it’s one of the few wishes Super 
Shenron can t grant.” 


Okocim yawned out loud. 


“Sorry “bout that, Sauza... ‘s not that I ain’t interested. Didn’t get much sleep last night: can’t 
remember the last time I got some halfway decent shuteye.” 


“You can’t be serious! You literally slept whole centuries away!” 


“T used t’be a god back then. Before and after that, though, I’ve always had a hard time 
falling and staying asleep. I’m surprised Piccolo and Vegeta haven’t regaled you with stories 
‘bout how I wake up screaming in the middle of the night...” (Brief pause). “You ain’t 
interested in that, aren’t you? Can’t say I blame ya... now, you were sayin’ something about 
magic metal you can’t get healed from if it cuts you.” 


“T asked Cognac to remove the incisions with Angel Magic, but he couldn’t. Instead, he cast a 
concealing spell, made the ducts and points invisible, kept them inactive. The Omni-King, 
Grand Priest, the Angels, a handful of higher-ranking Kais, magic users with extraordinary 
skill and centuries worth of experience in the esoteric arts, those’re the only beings who 
could see through the illusion. If I had to guess, when Zen-Oh did whatever it was that made 
me mortal, he also broke the spell that kept these damn things nice and quiet.” 


Visage straddling a scowl, Riazul spoke in a Durango-Jalisco hybrid Mexican accent. 


“Pinche morrito azul, hijo de su regalada madre! A poco lo hizo a propósito na’ mas que 
por joder. No mas esperen que me recupere: le voy a meter tremenda patada por el culo que 
pa’ Dios se va a acordar de mi toda la eternidad.” 


“Pardon?” 

“Never mind. Wasn’t talking about you, anyway.” 

“Didn’t know you could speak... uh, what’s that name again?” 

“Spanish. The people who raised me (and I use the term very loosely) spoke it.” 


Okocim ate in silence for at least a minute and a half. When he was halfway done, something 
clicked in his mind. 


“Hey, Sauza...” 
“Yeah?” 


“Something else I’m wonderin’... I have it on good authority you used t’be pretty good at 
energy-based attacks. I’d say you still are, all things considered.” 


“What’re you getting at?” 


“Active or not, I find it hard to believe those incisions didn’t play a part in it. I mean, my 
parents were among the strongest, most skilled Hakaishin in recent history. They were pretty 
good at manipulating ki (hell of a lot better than me, anyway), but they weren’t anywhere 
near your level. Hell, Sazerac himself was no slouch, either.” 


“I don’t know anything about that. I also don’t recall ever seeing Sazerac with these things. If 
he had them, he probably used a concealing spell, too.” (Frowns). “As for me... maybe 
you’re onto something.” 


Okocim swallowed hard. 
“Why are you staring at me like that?” 
“Sorry, man. It’s just... I just can’t believe it. I—” 


“You can’t believe what: that people do fucked-up things to each other? C’mon, Lech-Sa: 
you're a lot of things, but naive isn’t one of them.” 


The disgraced Destroyer from Universe 7 scowled. 


“Don’t call me ‘Lech-Sa’. Call me ‘Beerus’ or ‘Okocim’. Lech-Sa... I hate that damn name, 
like you hated it when people called you ‘heir of Sazerac’. (Chuckles). “One time, you 
Hakai’d one of my father’s favorite retainers ‘coz he called you that out loud in public. Good 
thing Whis and Cognac were close by, or Father would’ve beaten the ever-lovin’ cat-shit 
outta you. Had that happened... well, let’s just say getting Hakai’d would've been a mercy... 
small one, granted, but a mercy all the same.” 


“(Kekeke!). Yeah, I remember. It happened during our Ascension Ceremony. Glad to know 
you still find that funny.” 


Another day, another scowl. 


“I didn’t... least not back then. I hated you for what you did, but damn if the bastard didn’t 
have it comin’. Father’s manservants knew he loathed my stinking guts. They were always 
competing with each other to see who could make my life more of a living hell. Only a 
coupla of ‘em treated me with a shred of decency, mostly ‘coz they were obligated to do so... 
that, or Mother or Grandfather happened to be visiting that day. Unlike Father, they didn’t put 
up with that bullshit (pardon my language). Otherwise, fucking sons of bitches did everything 
they could get away with... short of hitting me, that is. That’s the one line Tusker wouldn’t let 
them cross. Nobody else could touch his heir/punching bag... not without his permission.” 


“Ts there a point to this story?” 


“My bad. It’s just... Pd see Sazerac when Mother and Father took me and Lanson to those 
damn cotillions our predecessors used to host. Didn’t matter where he was, what was the 
occasion: guy would stride into the place, win everybody over without even trying. He pretty 
much had the Omni-King and Grand Priest eating out of the palm of his hand. Other than 


Goku, I don’t know anybody else who’s managed that, ‘cept maybe Bonak... uh... XX XV, 
was it?” 


“XXXI, Geene’s predecessor. Pretty cool guy, at least compared to the jerks that came before 
him.” 


“Yeah, he’s ok in my book, too... so anyway, ol’ Lyman was nice to me every time I saw 
him. He’d give me sweets and other stuff. It was such a hassle, keeping them hidden from 
Lanson, Mother, Father, and their lackeys.” (Brief pause). “Point is, back then I didn’t 
understand why everybody hated him so much. He seemed like such a cool, down-to-Earth 
kinda guy... know what I mean?” (Frowns). “Wasn’t till centuries later when I found out 
‘bout all those fucked-up things he did to people, even animals. I couldn’t believe it; part of 
me still doesn’t. I... I just don’t get it.” 


“What’s there to get? It was pretty much the same with your folks. When Tusker and Afsnath 
were in sight, everybody would gush all over them, praise ‘em up to the heavens, ramble on 
for hours ‘bout what great work they were doing with their universes, how they were such a 
friggin’ boon to the Multiverse, ‘an inspiration to gods and mortals alike’, that kinda crap.” 


“Yeah... then me an’ Champa shat all over their legacy... gods, I’m such a—” 
“Don’t do that.” 
“Don’t do what?” 


“Bawl your eyes out in front of me. I’m not interested in sob stories, Beerus. You’re gonna 
have to look elsewhere if you want a shoulder to cry on... ‘sides, that so-called legacy of 
theirs, it’s overrated. Same applies to Sazerac and his time in office.” 


“I don’t quite follow...” 


“Don’t be dense. You know exactly what I mean.” (Sighs). “Beerus... Okocim... your folks 
were excellent Destroyers. They did wonderful things for Universe 6 and 7... there’s no 
denying that... but that doesn’t change the fact they were terrible people. You and Champa 
know this, better than anybody. Soon as Afsnath and Tusker left, everybody would start 
gossiping ‘bout how your old man was a self-important douchebag and a horndog, how your 
mother was a male-hating, power-hungry bitch with ice instead of blood in her veins. They 
even used t’say she slept with you and Lanson.” 


“They what?!” 


“(Kekeke!). Don’t worry. I know it wasn’t true. Those people probably knew, too... at least 
some of them.” 


At that moment, Riazul’s visage and tone turned cold as steel. Such a shift wasn’t lost on his 
Universe 7 counterpart. 


“They just didn’t care. That’s what people do, Beerus: they talk. They hate being alone. 
They’re terrified of silence, scared everyone else will see them for the weak, pathetic sacks of 


shit they really are. They tear their garments, whine and groan about how bad and horrible 
the world is, ‘bout how other people are the worst, but they don’t do a damn thing about it. 
They’re addicted to calling everybody else out on their bullcrap, then get all defensive when 
they do the same to them.” 


“Quitela...” 
Sauza took a long, hard look at himself. 


“Anyway... you’re probably wondering how I got these things. In case you haven’t figured it 
out by now, I was one of Sazerac’s guinea pigs. Me and other children, we spent weeks 
having our bodies carved, slashed, burned, all under his supervision.” (Scowls). “Most of the 
kids I used to be friends with didn’t make it. Gods know what happened to the ones who 
did... anyway, Sazerac, he took part in the rituals, did most of the initial investiture.” (Brief 
pause). “Euphemism. The cuts and burns that turned me into what you’re seeing: a Ki Bandit, 
Energy Grafter, Soul Stealer, Might Reaper, Skill Taker, Craft Chaser, etc. There’s over a 
hundred synonyms, but at heart they designate the same damn thing: a parasite, a bottom- 
feeder, a slave...” 


“What’s the matter with you, anyway? Wait... you feel sorry for me, don’t you?” (Brief 
pause). “Well, don’t. Shit happens. Hell, your life was no bed of roses, either. Otherwise, 
you’d never have become a God of Destruction.” 


Okocim looked further down. Like his Universe 7 counterpart, the former Lord Quitela wore 
a pair of heavy manacles on each wrist. 


“Are those...?” 
“Soul Inhibitors. They ward off evil spirits. Sazerac and Kagesa used them all the time.” 
“Who’s Kagesa?”’ 


“Kagesa XX of the Clan Kuraimono, AKA Agavia XXVII, heiress of Pontalier, of House 
Rosangel... Sazerac’s predecessor. She belonged to the Kuraimono Clan, a powerful family 
of magic users who claimed to be descended from Rosangel, the founder of the noble house I 
was adopted into. Remember Dercori, the fish warrior who used those talismans back at the 
Tournament?” 


“You mean the one Roshi eliminated with that magic jar thing? What was it called again?” 
“Evil Containment Wave... anyway, Dercori’s one of her descendants.” 


“There’s something else I don’t get. I don’t recall meeting Kagesa, but I did see Sazerac 
plenty of times. Guy wasn’t a fish person, or whatever Dercori’s race is called. If what you 
said is true, Dercori is Kagesa’s descendant, but Sazerac wasn’t, which means he must’ve 
been adopted into House Rosangel, like you were.” 


“You don’t say?” 


“Excuse me?” 

“You forgot his title, didn’t you?” 

“Uh... wait, wait, don’t tell me. It’s on the tip of my tongue...” 
Sighing, an annoyed Sauza rolled his eyes. 


“God of Destruction Sazerac XVIII, heir of Agavia, of House Rosangel, born Lyman 
Peychaud... you’re right, though. Dercori and Kagesa are Chtapodians. Sazerac is (or rather, 
was) a Lynkatian.” 


Sauza’s tone and expression grew still more gelid. 


“Damn cat was a smooth-talker, and an even better marksman. He was also unbelievably 
gifted in magic and martial arts. How else do you think he got into Kagesa’s good graces? 
Those Kuraimono bastards didn’t let just any jerk and their sister join their clan. They even 
threw out their own flesh and blood when they didn’t make the cut... that is, when they didn’t 
use ‘em for their damn experiments... yet another thing ol’ Lyman excelled at. Fucking 
asshole... he and his stooges used to take in orphans, bastards, fugitives, down-and-out 
schmucks nobody else gave a rat’s ass about, promised ‘em food and a roof over their heads. 
The lucky ones ‘graduated’ into spies, assassins, enforcers, servants, etc.” 


A pissed-off Sauza clinked his manacles. 


“i Brazaletes de mierda! j¿En qué carajos estaría pensando ese pinche culero hombre verde 
hijo de su reputisimo padre!?” 


“Come again?” 
“None of your business!” 


The son of Lech barely recognized his former nemesis. Far as the Sphygian could see, the 
incisions covered the entirety of Riazul’s flesh, yet something else had changed as well... 


“Would you quit looking at me like that!? It’s making me nervous!” 

“O-Oh, right... sorry ‘bout that, Quitela. It’s just... your fur seems... well, different.” 
“What’re you, stupid? Of course it’s different! These damn things reappeared after—” 
Okocim squinted. 

“Wasn’t talking ‘bout those... maybe I’m seein’ things, but the color seems kinda off.” 


“That’s because it is. I’m a Naatsusian: my species change fur color as they mature; arrested 
development and all that.” 


“Really? How old were you when you ascended?” 


“Don’t remember. If I’'d been human, I would’ve been ‘round thirteen or fourteen, I guess.” 
“Sauza... look, IL” 


Once he ate some more, Okocim awkwardly looked away. For his part, Riazul Sauza flashed 
a malicious grin. 


“What’s wrong? Didn’t take you for the shy type, Beerus.” 
a 
“There’s something off about you, too. You’ve changed... dunno if it’s for the better, though.” 


“W-Well, y’see... I’m a Sphygian. Our species don’t have much fur. What little we do have, 
it comes in a series of patterns, starts showin’ ‘round the time we’re preteens. My fur turned 
purple when I was fore—when I first received Energy of Destruction. I’m mortal now, so... 

by the way, did Cognac ever tell you all the gory details... y’* know, ‘bout my childhood and 

all that crap (pardon my language)?” 


“He... he let a bit or two slip every now and then. Can’t say I pressed him for details.” 
“You seriously expect me to believe that?” 
“I’m not one to stick my snout where it doesn’t belong.” 


“Don’t insult my intelligence. I know who you used to spy for back in the day.” (Brief 
pause). “Speakin’ of spies... I also know about those little stunts you pulled back at the 
Tournament.” 


“Td rather you didn’t bring that up.” 


“Yeah... I understand. We all got things we’d rather forget.” (Brief pause). “You haven’t 
touched your food.” 


“T’m not hungry.” 

“You haven’t eaten in hours.” 

“Yeah, so?” 

“You could use some nourishment.” 

“What are you, my mother?” (Brief pause). “Fine, fine...” 


Riazul all but wolfed down a large chunk of broth, meat, and noodles... big mistake. 
Dropping the bowl, the fallen Destroyer from the Universe of Conspiracy gesticulated 
violently, coughing and hacking his figurative guts out. 


c °W-W-W— 


“What is it, Sauza!? What’s wrong!?” 


““W-W-W-W—” 
“A-Are you choking!?” 
“N-No! W-W-W-W—” 


Following the mouse’s fingers, the Sphygian spotted a jug full of water sitting at a table not 
far from the bed. Once Quitela snatched it from Okocim's hands, the rodent drank the whole 
thing in a single gulp, much to the cat man’s mortification. 


“The salt... I overdid it, didn’t I?” 
“Ya think!?” 


“I don’t understand. It was alright when I tried it... then again, I can’t taste much of anything, 
so take what I just said with a pinch of salt... n-no pun intended.” 


A wet, unamused Riazul looked down. Clothes and bedsheets stained a murky brown, 
noodles, pieces of meat and bone strewn about, the Naatsusian drilled his stare at his former 
colleague, as if saying “you have exactly five seconds to clean up this mess before I cook 
you into a crappy broth.” 


“Gods damn it! I washed those sheets the other day!” (Sighs). “P1 handle this.” 
“Lech-Sa, wait—” 


Without further ado, Okocim stripped the bed in one fell swoop. In less time than it takes to 
blink, the late Lord Quitela found himself lying on the floor, the feline’s fingers mere 
centimeters from his visage. 


“Sauza! Gods, I’m so fucking stupid! Lemme help y—” 
“DON’T TOUCH ME!” 


Riazul decked Okocim straight in the face. Fallen on his back, the former Destroyer stared at 
the rodent in utter confusion. Something roared inside of Beerus, urged him to get angry, hit 
back... yet he did no such thing. 


The son of Lech was at a loss. Throughout his eons, he’d seen and heard plenty about God of 
Destruction Quitela IX of Universe 4, enough for him to loathe the rat without burdening his 
conscience. 


As much as he strained his mind, however, Okocim couldn’t recall any other instances when 
he saw him like this. Sure, there was the time the mouse threatened to commit omnicide just 
before he and his universe were erased during the Tournament of Power, but back then he’d 

been desperate, furious, outraged... 


This was something else entirely. Sauza was... shaking. No... not just shaking... crying. He 
was all but begging the former Lord Beerus to spare him, or to get whatever he intended to 
do over with quickly. Eyes trembling, a shamefaced Okocim shambled back to his feet. 
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“Quitela... Pm sorry... I— 
“Go away...” 

“B-But I—” 

“Get out... now.” 


Sullied bedsheets in hand, the feline walked away. Having briefly stopped at the threshold, 
frown on his countenance, Okocim Lech-Sa quit the area. Some one or two minutes later, the 
deposed former deity turned around upon hearing a familiar voice. 


“Okocim!” 
“Hi, Anise.” 
“T heard screams. Did something happen?” 


“I... I was over at Quitela’s room. I made him lunch, but I fucked up big time (pardon my 
language), and he... he attacked me.” 


“What! ?” 

The artist formerly known as Beerus forced an awkward smile. 

“T-I’m ok, really. Didn’t even hit ‘im back... honest.” 

Forehead creased with thought, Anise Lozada approached the fallen Hakaishin. 
“Okocim... did you try to touch Quitela? Did you reach for his face?” 
“Y-Yeah! H-How’d you know?” 


“Something similar happened when we were training in the woods. Cumin knocked Quitela 
down by accident and reached for his face. Quitela flipped out and punched him square in the 
beak. I was really angry at the time... looking back, though, I think something must’ve 
happened to Quitela... something horrible.” 


The world around the former god came crashing down. Having dropped the bundle of dirty 
linen, the Sphygian stared at the palms of his hands as if they were stained with blood. Frown 
on his visage, the fallen God of Destruction began to weep. 


“I... I made him remember, didn’t I?” 
“Okocim, stop!” 


Without so much as an afterthought, the warrior once known as Beerus the Destroyer 
clutched both fists: claws puncturing flesh, the pain and subsequent bleeding weren’t enough 
to keep him rooted on the here and now. 


“Pm such an idiot.” 


“Okocim!” 

“Useless... worthless... unteachable...” 
“OKOCIM!” 

“AH-Huh!?” 


The Sphygian snapped back to reality. Next thing he knew, a distressed Anise was firmly 
grabbing him by the shoulders. 


“Okocim... it’s ok. It was just an accident. You didn’t do it on purpose, right?” 

“N-No, I didn’t...” 

“We should take care of those wounds before they get infected.” 

“Anise... I... look, I still have to clean these up. We can keep talking in the laundry room.” 


Anise nodded. Following a brief stop at her quarters, the Tien-Shin pupil carefully cleaned 
the wounds, then bandaged them with some gauze from a first aid kit lying among her things. 
Later, having reached the laundry room, Okocim placed the dirty sheets and sundry items in a 
washing machine. Seated nearby, the fallen Hakaishin and dancer watched as the gadget did 
its thing. 


“So... you were saying?” 


“Right... ‘bout me an’ Quitela... you already know me and him are literally billions of years 
old, how we used t’be gods and all that jazz, right? Me an’ Sauza, we’ve hated each other 
since day one. Dunno why, to be honest. I s’pose part of the reason is I’m the last known 
living descendant of House Artois, an ancient Hakaishin noble house from Planet Sekhmet on 
Universe 11, where me and Champa were born. Quitela, he got adopted into House Rosangel 
from Universe 8, a house my family had been feuding with for thousands of years... then 
again, that’s really not sayin’ much. If I had a zenni for every noble house that 

wasn t enemies with us, I wouldn’t have two nickels to rub together.” 


“T think there’s more to it than that. Remember yesterday when you two fought each other? 
Whoever, whatever possessed Quitela... it sounded like a female.” 


“Bitch (pardon my language) called herself Sonia, or something. The douche (pardon my 
language) who possessed me seemed to be male, said his name was Civvies... I think.” 


“Remember the way they spoke. Those two know each other.” 


“What’re you getting at? You think there’s a connection between me, Quitela, and those 
spooks?” 


“Could be...” (Brief pause). “Look, before you say anything else... I wanna apologize for 
yesterday.” 


“Yesterday? Anise, you fought hard and bravely. You and the others saved my sorry ass 
(pardon my language) before ‘Quitela’ fried it. There’s no need to apologize.” 


“I was talking about what happened in the dining room, when I asked you that question... 
y know, “bout sparing with me?” 


Sweating acridly, the former Lord Beerus failed to repress an awkward grin. 


“O-Oh, that... it’s ok, really. You didn’t do anything wrong. Hell, 7 should be apologizing to 
you guys, way I scared everybody.” 


Lozada couldn’t help but frown. 
“Cim... I reminded you of something terrible, didn’t I?” 


“W-Well... y’see, I... look, I don’t blame you at all: it’s my fault for being stupid, an idiot, an 


“Why do you always do that?” 

“Do what?” 

“You insult yourself whenever you’re talking with me or the others.” 
“T-That’s bullshit (pardon my language), I—” 


“That’s something else I’ve noticed: you apologize all the time, even when you don’t do 
anything wrong.” (Brief pause). “Sorry... didn’t mean to get invasive: I try to fix things, and I 
end up making everything worse.” 


Eyes wide open, Okocim poorly smothered a gasp. 

“Anise... did someone hurt you?” 

The Tien-Shin pupil shook her head. 

“It happened a long time ago. Nothing you should worry about.” 
“How can you say that? Anise, y—” 

“Finally!” 


The startled felines turned to the entrance. Carrying a basketful of dirty laundry, a red-furred 
male wolf stood underneath the threshold, dressed in a rather baggy pair of jeans, removable 
brown and peach-colored legs held by zippers. Tattered cloak long gone, Basil the Kicker 
from the Trio of Danger sported a pair of digitigrade black boots, red and black fingerless 
gloves, and an unbuttoned brown vest, bearing the sigil of Universe 9 to its right. 


“Sorry “bout that. Am I interrupting something?” 


Lozada blinked awkwardly. 


“N-No, not really. Our stuff should be almost done, anyway.” 
So did the son of Lech. 

““Y-Yeah... what she said.” 

The young canine stepped inside. 


“I spent over an hour and a half trying to find this place. Still getting used to the Lookout and 
all that.” 


Silence. Okocim knew just how to break the proverbial ice. 
“R-Right... Basil, is it? Been meanin’ to ask you... how’s Sidra doin’?” 
The crimson canine exhaled a forlorn sigh. 


“Didn’t Piccolo tell you? The Omni-King made him mortal, same thing he did to you, your 
brother, and that creep from Universe 4. However, Zen-Oh, he messed up somehow, and 
Sidra lost his memory. He doesn’t know who me and Lavender are, let alone who he is. To 
make matters worse, the portal that took him from Universe 9 sent him to the wrong 
destination. Sidra was s’posed to arrive at West City, but instead he ended up in some place 
called Bogle Island. Luckily, he was found by an old man and his grandkids... they’ve really 
taken a shine to him. I can’t remember the last time Sidra looked so... happy.” 


By then Basil had started to sort and dump items into a nearby washing machine. The red 
wolf absentmindedly sighed while measuring the required amount of detergent and fabric 
softener. 


“I just can’t get over it, how you guys have so much of this stuff just lying around. These 
things are real hard to come by back home. Same applies to... never mind.” 


Silence. Barely a minute in, a bewildered Okocim broke the stillness. 
“About Sidra’s appearance... did Zen-Oh...?” 


“The Omni-King says he has no idea how or why it happened, Lord Beerus... just between 
you and me, though, I think he’s hiding something.” 


An awkward silence filled the room once the warrior from U9 flipped a switch and stepped 
back. Basil looked upon the neighboring washing machines as if they were absolutely alien to 
him. It took Okocim’s impromptu yawn to break him out of his bewilderment. 


“O-Oh, sorry ‘bout that... didn’t realize how weird I must’ve looked.” 
Stepping forward, Anise earned a timid grin from the wolf. 
“What do you think? You like our Earth?” 


The canine flashed a short-lived smile. 


“It’s been ages since the last time I saw so much green, so much life in just one planet. Don’t 
mean to be rude or anything, but you guys should be grateful you were born here, and not 
in...” (Frowns). “Please don’t tell Sidra I said that. Guy hates himself enough as it is.” 


“[Hates himself?|. Wasn’t there a third guy in your group? Think his name was 
Balsamroot...” 


“Bergamo. He stayed behind in Universe 9, Lord Beerus. He was helping Roh solve a crisis 
back home. He—” 


“T finally found you.” 


Poison Blow Lavender, the second member of the Trio of Danger, made the scene. The young 
coyote had discarded his old trousers and suspenders in favor of a new pair of cargo pants, 
finishing with a green and black vest with a built-in hood, and a pair of leathery bands around 
his arms and ankles. Ignoring Basil’s invitation, Lavender lingered near the entrance, where 
he suspiciously glowered at the felines. 


‘Bout time I caught up with you, little brother. This damn place... you get lost here, itll take 
centuries to find you... if you live that long.” 


Basil briefly groaned. 


“Sorry “bout that, Lav. Got sidetracked looking for the laundry room. Dirty clothes keep 
piling up... next thing you know, we w—” 


“Yeah, yeah... seems you’re doin’ something else now, though. What’s it called? Oh yeah... 
fraternizing with the enemy.” 


“Lavender, please...” 


Basil was touching his forehead by then. He was in pain, from the looks of it. For his part, 
Lavender glowered at the fallen deity. 


“T haven’t forgotten about you. You still owe us for what you and your people did to us.” 


“Give it a rest, Lavender. That’s all in the past. We can’t fight the enemy and each other. You 
know that.” 


“The enemy’s standing in front of you, little brother. Don’t you forget it.” 
“You're starting to sound like Bergamo.” 


“Whatever. Nappa asked me to find you three. We’re due back at the Training Hall.” (Points 
at Okocim). “We’ve got a long way to go if he and the other so-called gods are gonna be of 
any use.” 


“What about our laundry?” 


“Don’t sweat it. That Popo guy said he’d take care of it.” (Brief pause). “Don’t keep us 
waiting.” 


Having spoken thus, Poison-Blow Lavender saw himself out. Stare facing downward, Basil 
the Kicker addressed the felines. 


“Lord Beerus, Miss Lozada... I’m so unbelievably sorry. Lavender, he... he’s been like this 
since the Tournament, same as... Bergamo.” (Sighs). 


Okocim shook his head. 
“It’s ok, man. I don’t blame him at all.” 


Having caught something amiss, Lozada turned to the canine warrior from the Improvised 
Universe. 


“You alright, Basil?” 
“I’ve been having these weird headaches lately. They started not long after U9 was restored.” 


“I think you should tell Bulma. Her doctors could take a look, make sure everything’s 
working right.” 


“Maybe later, after we solve this crisis.” 
Heading to the door, Okocim showed a friendly smile. 


“We really should get going... and Basil? Call me Okocim. I’m not a Destroyer anymore. 
You don’t have to address me as such.” 


“And you can call me Anise. We’re all friends here.” 


Basil returned the smile. The group took to the Training Hall, where the Saiyans and the 
others awaited. 21, Shu, Cumin, and Fennel appeared to be in deep meditation. All four 
seemed to be in a particularly foul mood, if their ki was anything to go by. 


Vegeta, Nappa, and Raditz played a game of roshambo, presumably to settle some petty 
argument or other, as a spiteful Lavender watched. Goku was busy stretching as he urged a 
flustered Sidra to take a brief break. Much against his will, the former God of Destruction 
from the Ninth Universe complied. 


Okocim thought his eyes were deceiving him. Instead of the short-tempered, vertically 
challenged, pot-bellied Heranian he and his fellow Destroyers used to mock without fear of 
consequence, there stood a somewhat taller, pointy-eared, muscle-gutted ape-like fellow, 
body covered in black and red cosmos-colored fur everywhere the Sphygian could see, save 
for the palms of the hands and most of his countenance. 


Consonant with his transformation, Sidra’s distinctive beard had vanished without a trace: 
only three smaller, better groomed furry patches remained at the left and right cheeks and the 
center of the chin. The idiosyncratic bald spot was absent as well, covered by a full head of 


spiky hair resembling a leonine mane, far easier on the eyes than that unkempt bush which 
formerly hung behind his shoulders, reaching all the way to the knees, like a flea-bitten 
cloak. The former Hakaishin also had a prehensile monkey tail, which twitched back and 
forth as a sign of alert, tip crowned by a tuft of black fur, not unlike that of a lion. 


Far as the son of Lech could tell, the transformation had also loosened Sidra’s spine, as the 
fallen warrior now stood with a slight hunch. Had the green man’s arms been slightly longer, 
he’d have to walk like a gorilla, knuckles pressing down against the ground as he got from 
Point A to B. 


Lastly, Sidra’s mouth had shed its lips. Hooked nose long gone, its pug-like replacement 
reminded Okocim of that ape thing Saiyans used to turn into when they looked at the full 
moon, albeit cross-bred with a wild boar or some other kind of pig. Speaking of which... 
Sidra now sported a set of four medium-sized sharp tusks, all protruding out of his mouth, 
from the areas once occupied by his upper and lower canine teeth. Hakaishin outfit nowhere 
in sight, the late Lord Sidra now wore a smaller version of Nappa’s weighted gold and blue 
training gi, armbands and boots included. 


The artist formerly known as Beerus didn’t know what to make of this. The discomfited, 
surly man-beast in front of him didn’t resemble the disgraced Destroyer from the Improvised 
Universe... yet he was. Sidra’s ki had changed little. Mortality and metamorphosis 
notwithstanding, the creature standing before him and the Z-Fighters was the last known 
living descendant of the ill-fated House Blackthorn from Universe 7. 


“T Should I say something to him? ‘Hi Sidra, how you doin’? Couldnt help but notice you’ve 
grown a tad hairier since the Tournament... no hard feelings, right? Oh, I forgot: you lost 
your memory. Lets not split hairs over this, ok? No pun intended’|.” 


Cautiously approaching, the late Lord Beerus spoke in a calm tone. 
“Hi, Sid—” 


The screaming ex-deity stumbled and fell flat on his face. Okocim scrambled to get the man- 
ape back on his feet. 


“T’m-sorry-I’m-sorry-I’m-sorry-I—” 
“SHUT UP ALREADY!” 


The rest of the group abruptly quit whatever they’d been doing. Even Vegeta and Fennel 
listened in utter stupefaction. 


Okocim anxiously sweated, unable to take his eyes off Sidra’s bristling fur, tusks glimmering 
underneath the lights of the Training Hall. The way the feline’s ears twitched... was that a 
growl he’d just heard? 
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“Damn cat! [snort]. You trying to scare me to death? 


“I-I just wanted t-to... never mind.” 


Sidra grunted as Goku’s hand reached for his. Ignoring the Saiyan, the fallen Hakaishin 
snorted as he got back up on his own. 


“H-Hey, take it easy, Lord Sidra. It was just an accident.” 


“[Grunt]. Forgive me if I don’t quite believe that... and for the last time, quit calling me 
‘Lord’: I’m not royalty. Also, why does everybody keep calling me ‘Sidra’? Is that my 
name?” 


“Yeah, it is. You, uh, kinda lost your memory, Lo—Sidra.” 

‘Kinda’? I lost all of it.” 

“T know... it’s just an expression.” 

Okocim noticed something amiss. 

“Uh, Goku... where’s Champa? I thought you said Vegeta would bring him.” 


“Hi, Lord Beerus. Piccolo said he, Popo and Dende were gonna perform the ritual on him and 
Quitela. Y’know the one, right?” (Brief pause). “You feelin’ alright, Lord Beerus?” 


“How many times do I have to tell you? Call me ‘Okocim’ or ‘Beerus’. You don’t have to 
call me ‘Lord’ anymore.” 


“Tf you say so...” 

Raditz approached Goku. 

“Something’s come up, Kakarot. There’re some things we need to discuss in private.” 
“Coming, Raditz.” (To Okocim and company). “Be right back.” 

Goku and the other Saiyans took their leave. Okocim seized an opportunity. 

“Sidra... look, I wanna apologize. I didn’t mean to scare you.” 


“[Snort]. Don’t dwell on it. It’s not your fault my heart’s always pounding like a 
jackhammer.” 


“R-Right. So... what do you think of Universe 7?” 
The Heranian briefly gathered his mind before answering. 


“Tt feels... familiar. My head hurts a lot lately. It’s like somebody bludgeoned my mind into 
pieces, made off with most of them, bent others all out of shape, then left them behind, like a 
trail of crumbs for me to follow.” 


“T see... look, I don’t wanna pry or anything, but... uh...” 


“TGrunt]. I hate it when people creep around with words. If you want to ask a question, do it: 
all that simpering and shuffling makes me nervous.” 


Okocim blinked in minor stupefaction. 

“Alright, then... Basil says you ended up in a place called... oh... Bungle Island?” 
“Bogle Island. What of it?” 

“He also said you met this family...” 

“The Figueroas. You got business with them?” 

“N-No, I-I-I was just curious... what’re they like?” 

At last the late Lord Sidra cracked a warm smile. 


“They’re good people. They pulled me out of the sea, took me in, gave me food. They even 
stood by me when I started to turn into... whatever the hell I am now.” (Frowns). “I thought 
they’d throw me out. I... I was afraid of that for a while. Anything else?” 


“Any idea why you look like that?” 
Eyes upon his clawed hands, the Heranian shook his head. 


“T haven’t the foggiest. It began during the first days with the Figueroas. Eddoes was really 
scared.” 


“Eddoes?” 

“He’s Tani and Marcus’s grandfather. I'll introduce you one day.” 

Sidra noticed Lavender staring daggers at him. 

“What do you want, cub? Didn’t I break enough of your bones already?” 


The tone of the fallen warrior turned bitter, downright hostile as he crossed his arms against 
his chest. Bristling fur resplendent underneath the lights of the hall, the coyote growled. 


“You got lucky, old fool. Step right up: got a nice Poison Blow waitin’ for ya.” 
“Pathetic... you couldn’t win a fair fight if your life depended on it.” 


“Don’t lecture me about fairness! You couldn’t even take out that Frieza creep when you 
were a Destroyer! You know what that damn lizard did with your energy!? He bounced and 
played with it like it was Basil’s old ball! A fucking ball! You’re so full of shit, you can’t 
even cheat right, you gods-damn fuckhead!” 


Okocim shook. The Sphygian was no longer at the Lookout, but at Sekhmet during noontime, 
if the smothering heat was anything to go by. Sidra had also transformed into an all too 


familiar shade. Judging by the taut musculature and ever-present air of resentfulness 
bordering on hatred, that figure could only be... 


“Father...” 


Lavender was gone as well. In his place stood none other than Beerus the Destroyer, just as 
bitter as his sire, who crossed his arms against his chest. 


“You’re beyond pathetic, boy! All that power, and you’re still a gods-damned coward, hiding 
and whimpering like the fuckup you’ve always been!” 


Lord Beerus glowered at his counterpart. 


“Sadly, I must agree. Whatever possessed you guys to bind me to this douchebag in the first 
place?” 


“Even gods make mistakes.” 
“Okocim?” 


Beckoned by Anise’s voice, the cat man came back to reality. The warriors from Universe 9 
were still at it. 


“Are you alright?” 
“Y-Yeah... what makes you think I’m not?” 
“You zoned out when Lavender started to insult Sidra.” 


Hissing scornfully, the Tien-Shin pupil switched to Spanish, murmuring to herself in a 
Colima-Coahuila hybrid accent. 


“(Pinche perro sarnoso... jtan buen padre que tienes y mira como lo maltratas! Ganas no me 
faltan de caerte encima a putazos).” 


Ears twitching, Lavender spoke with a slight gringo accent. 


“No metas el hocico en lo que no te importa, gatita linda. Ni creas que me voy a tragar tus 
pendejadas porque seas hembra.” 


Hissing again, claws unsheathed, Anise struck a fighting stance. A livid Okocim blocked her 
way. 


“Don’t even think about it, creep. Touch her, and it’ll the last thing you ever do.” 
“Like hell it will be! So-called god... you don’t impress me for a minute.” 
Anise stepped forward. 


“Don’t worry about me, Cim. I can take care of myself.” 


“Anise, please. I don’t want you to—” 

Sidra cut the Sphygian off with a contemptuous grunt. 

“Leave them out of this, pup. My patience has limits. You should know that by now.” 

Basil, 21, Fennel, and Cumin reached the area. The red wolf was rubbing his temples by now. 
“Lavender, stop! What you’re doing is—” 


“Stay out of this, Basil!” (Growls). “I don’t take orders from you, Sidra... not anymore. Me, 
Basil, Bergamo, all of us, we foolishly, stupidly did that, and it got us erased... fucking 
erased.” 


“Lavender, enough! Y—” 
Sidra gestured at 21 to shut his trap. 


“Erased, huh? You’re going to wish you’d stayed that way if you keep speaking to me like 
that.” 


“Just try it, fuckup!” 


Okocim’s world became blurry yet again. This time he didn’t see Tusker, or his former self. 
He wasn’t even at Sekhmet, but within the ruins of the old Castle Marnier at Planet Dawon of 
Universe 2. The seated figure before him could be no other than... 


“M-Mother?” 


The late Lady Afsnath was surrounded by veritable legions of half-naked males of various 
species, ages, sizes, builds, and colors, brandishing khopeshes, mambeles, shotels, and 
several other blades, eagerly awaiting the Destroyer’s orders to tear apart yet another 
interloper. The previous Hakaishin of Universe 6 cradled an infant Lanson, who began to 
hyperventilate and wail after laying eyes on his twin. 


Afsnath had nothing to say. Busy as she was calming the boy, Champa’s predecessor only 
took her eyes off him to glower at the artist formerly known as Beerus. 


“Pathetic. You haven’t changed at all.” 


Okocim searched everywhere. That female voice wasn’t Afsnath’s, even if it sounded just as 
embittered. The Sphygian trembled: it couldn’t possibly be... 


“Asahi...” 
“[Snort]. For the last time, watch your bloody language. There’s a lady present.” 


Sidra’s increasingly enraged tone brought Okocim back to the present. The coyote and ex- 
Destroyer still bickered, yet the Sphygian thought his eyes had turned against him: one 


moment he saw Lavender and Sidra; the other, Tusker, Afsnath, Champa, and his former self 
joined the scene. She, however, remained absent. 


2222: “Pitiful fool. You’re not even worth killing.” 
Okocim: “A-Asahi... I-l’m—” 
Sidra: “Nothing... absolutely nothing. That’s exactly what you are.” 


Lavender: “Like I give a shit. I ain’t scared of you anymore. You’re a liar and a fraud.” (Brief 
pause). “I take it back. You aren’t a liar, or a fraud: you’re a fucking failure. That’s 
exactly what you are.” 


Tusker: “Truer words have never been spoken.” 
12 


Afsnath: “I shouldn’t have suffered you to sully my womb! You disgust me, scum of Artois 


Tusker: “Don’t pin this one on us, Brulle! Damn fuckup’s got your stink all over him. What 
else can you expect from that lousy house of yours?” 


Afsnath: “How dare you!? Cursed be the day I first laid eyes on you, Lech Blanton-Sa! May 
the plague rid you and your offspring!” 


Tusker: “They’re your offspring too, milady. I’ve said it before, and P’ ll say it again: I only 
have one daughter.” (Points at Okocim and Lanson). “They don’t count. Never have, never 
will.” 


????: “Are you happy now, you lazy little shit? I wasted a perfectly good day babysitting you, 
when I could’ve been training, destroying, being useful! You’re no brother of mine.” 


“Asahi...” 


Ears deaf to Anise’s words, Okocim sank his nails into the palms of his hands. Copious blood 
fell to the floor as Sidra made to rush Lavender. 


“Why, you disrespectful sack of arse! I” 
“THAT’S ENOUGH!” 


The fallen Destroyer moved between Sidra and Lavender. Teary eyes burning, the Sphygian 
stood tall and straight, red-stained claws unsheathed for all to see. 


“What the fuck’s gotten into you, Lavender?! Sidra’s your father!” 

Lavender licked his fangs. 

“Mind your own fucking business... unless you want me to skin that lady over yonder.” 
“DON’T YOU FUCKING DARE!” 


Sidra cracked his neck and fists. 


“[Grunt]. Step aside, cat. Damn mutt’s spoiling for a fight, and I fancy a pair of wolf-skin 
boots.” 


Okocim sweated ice. 
“Sidra, listen to yourself! Lavender’s your son! You raised him!” 


“I don’t think so. No way I could’ve raised such a disrespectful punk. No child of mine 
would make it to ten if they spoke to me like that.” 


Okocim shook. This wasn’t Sidra XV, son of Bantam, of the once Great and Eminent House 
of Blackthorn! The Sidra he knew went out of his way to not hurt anyone. Poor guy even fell 
into bouts of depression whenever he’d Hakai anything at all. Hell, if what the son of Lech 
had seen at the Tournament of Power was any indication, the Supreme Kai of Universe 9 
acted more like a Destroyer than the fallen Hakaishin. 


“Sidra... look, I get it, ok? We got you guys erased. You’re still mad about that, and I don’t 
blame you.” (Brief pause). “Lavender... you have every right to be angry, but no right to take 
it out on Sidra. The Tournament wasn’t his fault... it was mine.” 


“What part of ‘mind your own fucking business’ don’t you understand?” 
The disgraced former deity drilled spite into the coyote. 


“Your quarrel’s with me, not Sidra, definitely not with Anise. You wanna beat up someone? 
Here I am. Ready and willing.” 


Anise’s heart skipped a couple of beats. 

“Okocim, don’t! You don’t have to do this!” 

“Anise... get out of here.” 

“No way! I’m not gonna stand by and let you get hurt again!” 

Sidra moved past the felines. 

[Snort]. The lass is right. I’m not about to let somebody else fight my battles for me.” 
“For once I agree.” 


A spiteful Lavender removed his vest and tossed it behind his back. Floor underneath cracked 
where it fell, the bare-chested coyote struck a fighting pose. An unperturbed Okocim 
followed suit with his shirt and boots, taking care not to cause further damage to the Training 
Hall. 


“Don’t do this, Okocim.” 


“It’s ok, Anise... you might wanna get out of the way, though.” 


The Tien-Shin pupil and the Sphygian struck a fighting pose. 
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“I can take care of myself. Don’t worry about protecting me.’ 
“Same here.” (Brief pause). “Put up or shut up, mutt.” 

At last Lavender cackled. 

“Bring it on!” 

“STOP RIGHT THERE!” 


The group turned to the entrance. An incensed Son Goku and his fellow Saiyans had powered 
up to Super Saiyan Blue. 


“You wanna fight, Lavender? Pick on somebody your own size!” 


Rather than back away, the coyote kept laughing raucously. Before anyone even realized it, 
Lavender produced a strange-looking knife and rushed Sidra with it. 


“SIDRA, BEHIND YOU!” 


Basil grabbed his sibling. Cursing out loud, the coyote vainly tried to shake the red wolf 

off. Before the others could react, a desperate Lavender broke his right hand free and slashed 
his sibling across the chest. Had Basil not dodged when he did, the cut would’ve severed his 
throat and everything in between. The young warrior collapsed on his knees, blood staining 
the floor as his screams echoed throughout the Training Hall. 


“BASIL!” 


Seized by fury, Sidra tackled Lavender to the ground and began to beat him up. The last heir 
of Blackthorn was blind, deaf, and mute to all other stimuli while Goku and Vegeta 
apprehended the coyote and secured the would-be murder weapon, Nappa and Raditz vainly 
tried to separate Sidra from the heavily injured canine, and 21, Okocim, and the Tien-Shin 
Trio saw to Basil, who then staggered to his feet. 


“IT’S NOT HIM! THE REAL LAVENDER IS LEFT-HANDED!” 


Basil spoke truth. The assailant had held the blade with his right hand before Sidra pounced 
on him. As for the weapon itself, it didn’t take King Kai to know this was no ordinary arm: 
“Lavender” wielded a Kris dagger. The knife shone an intense amber glow, almost like a slice 
of sun. 


At that moment, a series of palpitations resounded throughout the canine’s brain and heart. 
Howling like a fiend, the coyote exuded an energy wave that pushed everybody else away, 
then began to transform. What little remained of his fur shifted from gold to a sickly shade of 
purple. Most of it had fallen off, or otherwise receded into the body by the time the young 
wartrior’s flesh acquired a gangrenous shade of green, itself almost completely covered by a 
veritable ocean of oozing black sores. When it was finally over, the leering creature standing 


before the Z-Fighters resembled a walking corpse stuck somewhere in-between a leprosy- 
ridden lizard and a mange-tainted dog. 


Raditz: “What on Earth is that!?” 

Vegeta: “His energy! It changed!” 

Android 21: “Stay sharp, guys!” 

Cumin (strikes a fighting stance): “Ready, Fenn?” 
Fennel (ditto): “<I'm always ready>.” 


“Lavender” cackled anew, much to the trepidation of all. The floor beneath sizzled as 
droplets of acidic saliva fell from his maw and an irate Sidra aimed a strong ki blast at the 
imposter’s face. It took all of the Heranian’s willpower to not flinch at the sight of those 
glowing goatish/barracuda-like, lavender-pink sunken eyes set within a skull covered by thin 
layers of flesh, mouth incapable of closing all the way, gums bleeding all over, skewered by 
over a thousand legions of overgrown, serrated teeth. 


“Who are you!? What have you done to Lavender!?” 


“Not a thing, unfortunately. I was merely programmed to mimic him. I certainly fooled your 
ki senses, didn’t I? I am Displacer Agent 0304, codename Kaisen. I have my orders, and I 
intend to carry them out.” 


Without further ado, the cavernous-voiced creature unleashed another devastating ki 
explosion, knocking everyone aside. Claws shining underneath the lights, the roaring monster 
pounce upon a stunned Goku, jaws aimed at the neck... 


“SPECIAL BEAM CANNON!” 


Twin energy drills tore through Kaisen’s chest, landing him flat and immobile on his back. 
Okocim and the others turned to the entrance. 


An agitated Piccolo made the scene, followed by Champa, Quitela, Dende, and Mr. Popo. 
The Namekian and the rodent’s index and middle fingers still smoked by the time Goku and 
the other Saiyans jumped back up. 


“Is everyone alright!?” 
“We’ll live. Help the others out.” 


Though rattled, Okocim and the rest were mostly uninjured. Snorting furiously, Sidra 
stomped on Kaisen’s neck: the shattering sound made everyone sick to their stomach. Back 
turned to his handiwork, the distraught ex-deity sweated in abject appalment. 


“Lavender... where is Lavender!?” 


Okocim’s ear twitched. Roughness notwithstanding, the fear and worry in his counterpart’s 
voice was unmistakable. Now this was the Sidra he knew and remembered... 


Kaisen jerked back to his feet. His neck appeared to have healed itself, same as the what up 
till then used to be a gaping hole in his chest. Right claw transformed into a sickle-like blade, 
the Displacer Agent all but flew toward Sidra’s back... 


“LOOK OUT!” 


Okocim shoved his counterpart out of the way just in time. The tip of the blade tore through 
the feline’s lower abdomen, reaching all the way to the back. 


“OKOCIM!” 


Anise’s screams relapsed into a blur. Okocim’s eyes were on Kaisen’s grinning visage, the 
latter’s arm wet with the blood of the fallen deity, same as the floor underneath. The 
Sphygian's world grew foggy at the same time a hollering Lozada severed the Displacer 
Agent’s arm from the elbow down with a well-placed karate chop, and Goku sent the 
assailant flying against the wall with a single punch to the face. 


“[So it's finally over... not a bad way to go, all things considered. Asahi... if only I...]. 


The yawning dark swallowed Okocim Lech-Sa. The last thing the cat man saw was Son 
Goku and Anise Lozada rushing to his side, voices hopelessly muddled by the time he went 
under... 


Later... 
“It’s been two days already. Why hasn’t he woken up?” 


“The medics placed him in suspended animation. It was the only way to stall the poison till it 
could be neutralized. They’ve expedited the process as much as possible. Okocim... what a 
time to grow a conscience.” 


“Was he like this back then?” 


“You mean when he was a Destroyer? Truth be told, he was quite unpleasant, even difficult to 
rein in at times. Please don’t think ill of him, Anise. It wasn’t his fault... at least not entirely.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“As you already know, Okocim and Lanson are descendants of House Artois and House 
Marnier. Blood relatives of those noble houses are extremely sensitive to God Ki and Energy 
of Destruction, so much, in fact... such a shame. Like most of their forebears, Okocim and 
Lanson were unlucky in that regard. Now—” 


The artist formerly known as Beerus awoke with a start, wheezing, hacking vehemently by 
the time he got up. A relieved Anise sat to his right. 


“Okocim!” 


The overjoyed cat woman had to be restrained for the patient’s sake. That kind smile, that 
ridiculous hairdo... the one doing the restraining was no other than... 


“W-Whis?” 

“Hello, Okocim.” 

“WHIS!” 

The weeping Sphygian literally threw himself into the Angel’s embrace. 


“I missed you too, Okocim. Try not to move around too much. You’re not out of danger just 
yet.” 


“D-Danger!?” (Brief pause). “Last thing I remember, Lavender was yelling at Sidra. The 
others...” (Gasps). “Champa and Quitela!? Fennel, Cumin, 21, Goku, Piccolo, Nappa, 
Vegeta, Raditz!? Wha—” 


Anise gently squeezed the Sphygian's hand. 

“Calm down, Okocim... we’re all ok. We’ve been so worried about you.” 
A knock from outside. Basil and Sidra let themselves in. 

“You’re awake! Thank goodness!” 


The pair looked positively wretched. From the looks of it, the wolf and the former Hakaishin 
had missed quite a lot of sleep. The canine seemed to be in pain, as he winced whenever he 
tried to touch the area where Kaisen slashed him. The mutated Heranian offered the late Lord 
Beerus a handshake, one he reluctantly accepted. 


“lWow... and I thought Goku had strong hands].” 


“I owe you my life. If you hadn’t done what you did, I would likely be dead now. I... I don’t 
know how Pll ever repay you.” 


Okocim flashed a timid little grin. 
“H-Hey, don’t lose sleep over it, man. You would’ve done the same, right?” 
Whis turned to the visitors. 


“He needs to rest, and so do the rest of you. Head to the banquet hall. There should be some 
hors d’ oeuvres left, assuming the Satyans haven’t gotten to them. I’ll stay with Okocim in the 
meantime.” 


Having exchanged further pleasantries, Anise and the pair went on their way. Sitting in his 
bed, the Sphygian resisted the urge to lie back down. 


“Whis... what the hell’s going on? Why did Zen-Oh make me, Champa, Sidra, and Quitela 
mortal? What exactly is he trying to do? Didn’t think he had it in him, to pull such a 
convoluted prank...” 


Whis shook his head. 
“It’s no prank, Okocim... believe me, I wish it were. Did you read Shin’s letter?” 


“He said something about ancient enemies that woke up or somethin’, that I’d learn more 
when the Omni-King ok’d it. That’s about it.” 


“Good. Here’s the short version: a mysterious group of gods who were banished eons ago to 
another dimension called the Void Realm are preparing to conquer the Multiverse as we 
speak. Along with the Lost Universes (or should I say, the formerly Lost Universes), they 
have already captured Universes 1, 2, 3, 5, 8,9, 10, 11, and 12. Champa, Quitela, Sidra, and 
yourself are the only Destroyers (or rather, ex-Destroyers) who are present and accounted for. 
At first, we believed Iwan and Liquiir had escaped along with Korn and Awamo. However, 
the Void Realm kidnapped and substituted them with four Displacer Agents. A fifth, sixth, 
and seventh Agent did the same with Supreme Kai Roh of Universe 9, as well as Bergamo 
and Lavender Mead.” 


“That Kaisen creature...” 


“Precisely. The other four Agents tried to assassinate the Omni-King and Grand Priest, but 
they were stopped thanks to the combined efforts of—” 


“Lemme guess: Father. He’s here, isn’t he?” 


“There’s someone else... your successor. Now, the Omni-King and Grand Priest haven’t 
exactly been forthcoming with details, so the other Angels and I are as much in the dark as 
you and the rest. As to why the King of All did what he did to you and the other three... I’m 
afraid you'll have to ask him yourself. Father and he have forbidden us from discussing that 
with anyone other than them.” 
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“I don’t know, to be honest. Truth be told, I’m tired of all this secrecy. There’s nothing we 
can do about it, however. We’ll learn more when Grand Zen-Oh allows it.” 


“Story of my life...|. Whis... thank you. You have no idea how much I’ve missed you.” 
“You’re welcome, Okocim. I hope you’re hungry.” 


The former teacher and student spent the next half hour dining and talking. Nevertheless, 
sometime after Whis poured him a cup of green tea, the Attendant noticed something wasn’t 
quite right. 


“Okocim?” 


Staring at the palms of his hands, the former Lord Beerus began to tremble as a frown etched 
itself on his countenance and tears slid down to his lap. 


“Whis... I... Pm sorry... for everything. I was a terrible student... I was a lousy Destroyer. I 
took you for granted... I was lazy, careless, stupid, selfish... I was so vile to you, to Vados, 
Lanson, Goku, Bulma, Vegeta, everybody. Universe 7 is a mess because of me. Zamasu, the 
Tournament of Power... it’s all my fault. Father was right... it should’ve been me... not her... 
not As—” 


Whis nearly froze. For all he knew, the Attendant was back in Sekhmet, at Castle Artois. 
Young Okocim stood before him as he had countless times before: beaten... broken... 
weeping. 


It’s alright, little one. 


The Angel would heal the cub, only for the cycle to start all over again the next day, and the 
next day, and the next day... 


It'll be alright. 
The Attendant wept. 
“Okocim... don’t say such things. It breaks my heart to hear you speak like that.” 


“T-I’m n-n-nothing m-more than a-a-a-a f-f-fuckup... I-I s-s-shouldn’t... shouldn’t h-have... b- 
been... b-b-born...” 


“Don’t say that, little one... it’s alright... it’Il be alright...” 
“A-A-Asahi... a-a-all I-I-I e-e-ever d-do.... i-i-is h-h-hurt... p-p-people... m-make e-e- 
everyone... m-m-miserable. I... I am... I am... a mistake... useless... worthless... 


unteachable.” 


“No... that’s not true at all. Your father is wrong. You will prove him wrong, and I’Il help you 
every step of the way. That’s a promise.” 


Okocim couldn’t finish his sentence. A wave of torpor suddenly overtook him, and he fell 
asleep in Whis’s arms. The Guide Angel gently laid his former charge back down and 
covered him with a blanket after wiping his tears away. 


Whis stared back from the threshold of the room. Okocim Lech-Sa, formerly Beerus the 
Destroyer, was sleeping peacefully. 


“(He needs all the strength he can get. The real struggle begins tomorrow]. Welcome back... 
little one.” 


With that, the Attendant quit the room and closed the door behind him... 
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Betrayal at the Void 
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Things go from bad to worse for Geene, Arak, and the other vanquished Destroyers... 
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Book One: Beerus 
Chapter 8: Betrayal at the Void 
The Void Realm... 
“l This way, mine Lords. Make ye haste].” 


Masala ushered the vanquished Destroyers into a room deeper within the library. Once all of 
them crossed the threshold, the slug man shut his eyes and joined his hands, as if in prayer. 
The rumbling gigantic door creaked as it moved, seemingly on its own. Barely a minute later, 
it was completely shut. 


Zumot al-Massaya surveyed his surroundings. The group occupied a spacious hall, a 
conference room of sorts, if a nearby rectangular table and corresponding seats were anything 
to go by. Like the rest of the citadel, this area had also seen better days. Dust and debris lay 
strewn all across the floor, crystalline blue tiles cracked by something other than age. The 
table itself was broken in several places, same as the chairs, most of which weren’t useful for 
anything other than firewood. 


“What is this place?” 


“l There are still many areas to be explored within this palace. Lord Mate and I happened 
upon this site during our joint expedition. None but he and I know of it. We thought it best for 
all of us to sequester ourselves herein].” 


“(All of us? ].” 


‘Tis us he speaketh of, Lord Geene.” 


Salmer and the rest turned around. Mate and Beinwell approached, followed by a sizable 
group of soldiers from various species. The Kualuan struck a fighting pose, only to collapse 
on his knees, overcome by a spell of dizziness. When he next opened his eyes, the fallen 
Destroyer from the Ultimate Universe saw the Grand Numen’s hand extended towards him. 
Much against his will, the fish man took it. 


“[ This doesn t change anything, lizard...].” 
Beinwell stepped forward. 


“Beware lest thou shouldst o’erstep thy boundaries, sirrah. The Grand Numen and I suffered 
thine impudence when thou wert a god. We shan’t be as magnanimous now... Oyzo Roku.” 


“(Mind your own business, you bald fuck! Don t ever call me that again, if you know whats 
good for you!].” 


“Respect... both of you.” (To Beinwell). “Remember mine admonitions.” 


The scoffing Archangel and the Kualuan parted ways. Zumot took a look at the veritable 
crowds standing behind the dragon god. 


“Who are these people?” 
A forlorn Mate shut his eyes. 


“They were banished herein, with us. These hundred are all survivors of the All-Sovereign’s 
final war against the Sakujoshin. There are several others scattered otherwhere in the Void. 
These men-at-arms have long languished, punish’d for sins other than their own.” 


“Yeah... jury’s still out on that one.” 

“T beg thy pardon?” 

The late Lord Arak glowered at the draconic deity. 

“All due respect, Grand Numen, we have no reason to believe you, let alone trust you.” 


About a stone throw away from the area, a livid Salmer Khaitan caught sight of what was 
occurring. Fingernails sunk into the palms of his hands, the Kualuan returned to where the 
dragon god and the Calamantian parlayed. 


Geene growled. Everything in him roared bloody murder. Reddened claws howled for 
another chance. Powerless or otherwise, they’d tear Mate’s smug face and tweedy little neck 
to shreds, a nice prelude to turning the soon-to-be former Lord Caron into a snazzy snakeskin 
jacket, with boots to match. 


“(Lose something, lizard?].” 


“I mean ye no harm, Lord Geene. I merely spake to Lord Arak regarding—” 


“TSave it. Take your damn excuses and blow them out your ass].” 


The furious dragon deity roared just when Arak was about to facepalm. Cowering soldiers 
fell to their knees and bowed before the Sakujoshin, who then switched to Japanese and all 
but snapped at them to get back up and prepare for battle. 


Masala and Lahpeth made the scene not long afterward. Aided by his walking staff, the slug 
man calmly approached the Grand Numen and addressed him in the same language. 


“Tl {Makoto-kun, please... turn back thine anger. Naught shall be gain’d by grudging puerile 
grievances} |.” 


“Apologies, Nochirasu-senpai... I seem to have lost mine temper. Lord Geene here aided 
mine finding it}. 


Geene and Arak were not amused. Though rattled, the fallen Destroyers stood their ground, 
much to the awe of Lahpeth. 


“To hear the roar of the Grand Numen and remain standing... no lesser deities, let alone 
mortals, have e’er accomplished such a feat. Extinguished as your puissance is, you remain 
true warriors.” 


The deities, slug man, and nearby throngs bowed before the pair. A vexed Salmer turned to 
an annoyed Zumot, who merely shook his head. 


“We’re sick and tired of this farce, Mate. You people invaded our universes, slaughtered 
hundreds of thousands, kidnapped us, beat us to a bloody pulp, stole our powers, then locked 
us up in that stinking library, all to depose the Omni-King over some great war that allegedly 
happened eons ago... did I miss anything?” 


A forlorn Mate sighed. 


“T and mine have indeed earn’d thy rancour, Lord Arak, yet what hath transpired is not of our 
design. There are greater powers at work here than those of mine or any other Numen.” 


“I thought you said it was unbecoming for a Numen to lie.” 


“T speak no lies, utter no falsehood... that much I assure thee. Whether ye hearken or not is 
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“(Why don t you ask that faggot lackey of yours to lend you his sword? Aim lower this time, 
between your legs, or better yet, between the crack of your—.” 


“Salmer Khaitan...].” 
All present turned to a tenuously serene Masala. 


“(We blame thee not for harbouring such bile against us, yet now is not the time or place to 
voice thy wrath. I can aid in finding its source so thou mayest—}.” 


“(So I may what: forgive and forget? Dream on, snail piss! I didn t become who I am by 
letting assholes walk all over me and get away with it].” 


“[ ‘Tis not thy forgiveness we seek, but thy welfare].” 
The former Lord Geene spat to his left. 


“(You know what I seek, escargot? For you sons and daughters of bitches to go fuck 
yourselves !].” 


“Salmer!” 

The salty Kualuan up and left. Soon after, a mortified Zumot turned to the Numina. 
“Lord Masala, Mate... I apologize. That was uncalled for.” 

Lahpeth shook his head. 


“Nay, mine Lord. Geene-sama knoweth his dignity and is loath to see it trampled. Powerless 
he might be, yet he’ll not part with his honour. Well do we know the ignominy of its loss.” 


Saddened by now, the former Numen shook his head. 


“(I sense much anger in him, great grief, pain exceeding... if naught is done, he could go 
down the wrong path, same as... pray excuse me].” 


Masala took after the disgraced Hakaishin. Zumot faced the remaining gods. 


“You said something about there being greater powers at work here, Mate... care to 
elaborate?” 


“Mine sister, Numena Chifir, plotteth betrayal. For eons she and her partisans have awaited 
the most propitious time wherein to assail the All-Cosmos, subdue its imperant deities, and 
thus recover our former power and state. Natheless, Lady Chifir and her ilk have forgotten 
our ancient oath. Us Numina are task’d with sustaining balance throughout the universes, 
preserving their existence and that of all beings in them, e’en if doing thus should mean 
sacrificing our own.” 


“Really? Then why haven’t you guys stopped them? You’re the Grand Numen. Aren’t you 
supposed to be stronger than them?” 


“Strength winneth battles, yet easily can it lose wars.” 
“What’s that supposed to mean?” 

Lahpeth turned to his superior. 

“Shall I continue in thy stead, Mate-sama?” 


The Grand Numen shook his head. 


“Chifir and her group are allied with deities strange to us. They claim they were banished to 
the Void from time immemorial, and therefore harbour great ire against Zen-Oh All- 
Sovereign. The fullness of their machinations is unknown to us, yet they intend to levy war 
‘gainst him and the All-Cosmos. Diminish’d as they are, their puissance vastly exceedeth our 
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own. 
Lahpeth continued from where the Grand Numen left off. 


“Thou art ware of Shinsen Might and Chaos Dynamis, Lord Arak. They are the purest form 
of what thou and thine’s do term ‘God Ki’ and ‘Energy of Destruction’, the self-same 
energies used for the inception and cessation of the All-Cosmos. As thou knowest, the task of 
Creation is performed by the race of the Kais, whereas Hakaishin assume that of 
Destruction... natheless, once there were beings that carried out both.” 


Zumot al-Massaya raised an eyebrow. 
“Beings with the power to create and destroy?” 


A familiar aura filled the area. Rather than alarmed, the fallen Destroyer from the Universe of 
Balance and the rest felt at ease. Its source could be no other than... 


“Ts that you, Masala?” 


“[Aye, Lord Arak. The beings Lord Lahpeth speaketh of were called Seitoshin, Gods of Life 
and Death. Theirs was the power of Seishi, life-and-death. These beings could create and 
destroy at their own volition. They had no overlord, answered to none but themselves|.” 


“Ts that so? What happened to them? How come there’s no mention of them in the Annals of 
the King of All?” 


Mate gathered his mind. 


“We know not. Not even the Shisai of mine home-world Matsura could account for their 
disappearance.” 


“Shisai... you mean priests?” 


“Aye... such knowledge was reserved for a select few amongst the Dai Saishi, the High 
Priests of Matsura. No others, be they god or mortal, could share in it. Once the time of the 
Seitoshin ended, a deity known only as the Nameless One divided Seishi into two Aspects: 
FIR (Kokyil) and 244# (Kin’en), Breath and Cessation. The latter was given to the 
Shugoshin, or Guardian Gods, successors of the Seitoshin. The former gods were tasked with 
the protection of universes, galaxies, quadrants, planets, emperors, kings, and holy persons. 
Their descendants figur’d among the first Numina of Deletion. Mine ancestor Ophion was of 
their number.” 


“{ There is also a third Aspect which formerly constituted Seishi: RÆ (Shinkii), Vacuity. For 
reasons unknown, the Nameless One kept Vacuity for themselves, allowing none to know it, 
save for the few they deem’d worthy, such as the Nameless Prophets. Lord Mate, Lady Chifir, 


and mine-self were among the last to learn at their feet. The Aspect of Breath was gifted to 
another godly race, the Primeval Ones, beings tasked with creating life, antecessors of the 
Kais. The Aspect of Cessation was entrusted to the Guardian Gods. Theirs was the power of 
ending life].” 


“What happened to the Guardian Gods and the Primeval Ones?” 


“(Both are believed to have vanished sometime after the first Numina of Deletion came into 
power. How or why is unknown to us|.” 


“T see... you also said you needed our God ki and Destruction Energy to get everyone out of 
the Void Realm, Mate.” 


The Grand Numen said nothing. Arak glowered at the dragon god. 


“Those ‘strange gods’ you spoke about... did they force you guys to capture us and lay siege 
to the universes?” 


Hands behind his back, the Sakujoshin walked about a stone-throw away. Zumot gestured as 
if to speak, only to hold his tongue. The deity’s expression was just as downcast as when he 
defeated Geene and Arak. 


“(Theres something else he’s not telling us... what is it that has him so worried?].” 
“Arak-sama...” 


Stopped in front of the fallen Hakaishin, Lahpeth removed his Zunari kabuto, then undid the 
silken bindings that kept a metallic mask fixed over his countenance. As Zumot surmised, the 
Numen wasn’t of humanoid extraction. Lahpeth’s head was like that of an anthropomorphic 
shark, a cross between a great white, a tiger shark, perhaps other species. 


More curious still, the warrior wore his Afro-textured, oxblood hair in an unshaven 
chonmage. Cinnabar eyes staring back at the late Lord Arak, the visage of the shark god 
hosted a veritable empire of scars as ancient as Lahpeth himself. 


“Mine name is Masaru Kaito. I hail from the Seventeenth Universe, wherein I was born a 
slave long ago, at Planet Hayabusa. I served several masters throughout the years, ‘til the day 
I won mine manumission. I became ashigaru in the army led by Daimyo Nobuyuki Osamu of 
Planet Oda. Mine skill in battle earned the attention of Terer-sama, father and predecessor of 
Lord Mate. He entrusted me with learning swordplay and martial arts onto his progeny: the 
eldest daughter, Harada-sama... the second son, Xagon-sama... and the third son, Kyuemon- 
sama. All three were worthy of their sire, yet young Xagon became mine best pupil. He 
tirelessly train’d, applied himself in his studies, and...” (Brief pause). “I have served under 
Mate-sama for eons. He, Lady Chifir, Lords Caron, Masala, and I ascended together. Chifir- 
sama was pledg’d to the Seventeenth Universe as Shihaishin, Governing Deity. Lords Mate, 
Masala, and Caron were pledg’d to the Eighteenth. Mate-sama was Shihaishin. Masala-sama, 
Chuoshin, Median Deity. Caron-sama... Bushoshin, Warlord Deity, the rank I mine-self held 
as part of the triumvirate assign’d to the Fourteenth.” 


Blinking in utter confusion, Zumot found himself scratching his head. 
“Why are you telling me all this?” 


“We want no part in what Chifir-sama and her party plot. Commanded by such deities, they 
have abducted warriors throughout the universes. Sencha-sama, Kocha-sama, and their group 
have summon’d magicks, minister’d physics to enthrall them into most foul bondage, for 
which there is no remission.” 


Zumot sweated nervously. The fallen Destroyer swallowed hard. 
“They... they’re going to do that to us too, aren’t they?” 


“We’ll not let that happen. Mate-sama, Masara-hakase, Beinwell-ky6, mine-self, all of us 
herein shall fight. E’en if we should fall, we—” 


Lahpeth realized Arak wasn’t listening. The downcast amphibian watched as a scowling 
Salmer sat far from the other ex-Destroyers, none of whom seemed to be in a welcoming 
mood themselves. 


“(Masala seems to be talking to him... of course, Geene being Geene, he’s not too happy 
about it. You’ve never been much for conversation, have you, Salmer? Not that I blame you... 
if nothing else, I’m glad you’re letting anybody approach you at all].” 


Zumot’s mind got running again... 


The time was eons ago. A heavy, ornate door opened: God of Destruction Arak XXIV, son of 
Ksarak, of House Gat, stepped into the Main Hall of his castle. Once he made sure there was 
nobody else around, the Hakaishin bade someone behind him to enter. Brow creased, a 
reluctant young Salmer complied. 


“Welcome to our home, Salmer Khaitan. Cukatail will now escort you to your room.” 


Dressed in his Universe 12 training gi and simple training shoes, luggage in a backpack slung 
over his shoulders, the Kualuan surveyed the area as the Calamantian turned to Cukatail. 


“Summon the Agents. They’re expected here in five minutes. PI see to the boy.” 
The Angel nodded and left. Arak turned to the scowling youth. 
“What are you looking for, young one?” 


Though he shrunk back at first, Bonak’s pupil soon regained his nerve. Clutching his bag, the 
saddened fish lad looked the Destroyer straight in the eyes. 


“L-Lord Bonak... he... he... hate me.” 
“N-No, he doesn’t! What makes you think that!?” 


Salmer pointed at himself. 


“Weak...” 


Arak stared into Salmer’s trembling raw umber eyes. The boy was a breath away from 
weeping. Gathering his thoughts, the Hakaishin from the Universe of Balance approached his 
guest. 


“[Poor kid... damn if he doesn t remind me of...|. Salmer... Bonak didn’t send you here 
because he wanted to get rid of you. He wouldn’t have taken you in just to throw you away 
later. ’'ve known him for thousands of years. He’s not that kind of male.” 


“H-He thinks I-I weak... I-I become s-strong... he... h-happy?” 


“Salmer... [Why did I let you talk me into this, Musgrave? Me, Cukatail, the Agents, we 
already have our work cut out for us. On top of that, I have to teach meditation and other 
gentle arts (which have taken me centuries to master, by the way) to a willful, paranoid, 
traumatized child, who for all I know committed his first murder ‘round the same age I 
learned to ride. Not that my childhood was all peaches and cream, but still... what should I 
do? I could take the lad to his quarters, tell him to wait till I send Cukatail to get him. It 
could work out... like it does for Ciroc and Martinu? They turn their backs for a second. Next 
thing they know, kids spying on them, beating some poor sap to a bloody pulp ‘coz he... 

hmm, beat up... what if...? Yeah... might as well. Worth a try...].” 


Praying the boy wouldn’t see through the ruse, Arak flashed his most benevolent smile in 
veritable centuries. 


“Yes, young one. Bonak will be very happy if you become stronger, but you have to work 
hard to get there.” 


The boy brimmed with determination. 
“I-I w-work hard!” 


“(So far, so good...|. Like I said, you have to work hard. Watching other warriors and 
learning from them is part of that. Tell you what: I'll start training with my Agents of 
Destruction in a moment. Why don’t you leave your things with me? Ill ask Cukatail to take 
them to your room. In the meantime, I want you to find yourself a good hiding spot on the 
roof so you can see and hear everything we do. However, you must make sure nobody else 
detects your presence till I say otherwise. You remember Martinu’s lessons on ki control, 
right? Let’s see how well she’s taught you... [Please hurry up! Cukatail and the Agents 
should be arriving right about...].” 


The Kualuan flew to the darkness above. Around a minute and a half later, Cukatail returned 
with Arak’s warriors. The Agents of Destruction bowed as their leader made to approach the 
Destroyer, only for him to gesture at her to stay where she was. 


Handing Salmer’s baggage to Cukatail, the Calamantian whispered in the Guide Angel’s ear. 
Once the Attendant left, the Hakaishin turned to his Agents. 


“I have an important announcement to make. After talking with God of Destruction Bonak of 
Universe 12, I agreed to host one of his students for a year. His name is Salmer Khaitan.” 
(Brief pause). “Tumak Samir.” 


The warrior who’d tried to approach Arak rose. Clad in the xanthic-yellow and beaver-brown 
uniform worn by Universe 5’s Agents of Destruction, Samir was a Merianean, an 
anthropomorphic reptilian female, not all that different from an Argentine black and white 
tegu, with bandaged digitigrade feet. Scaly skin dotted with manifold black spots, Samir’s 
heavily scarred right eye was covered by an eyepatch, further accentuating a look of 
fierceness, tempered by a wisdom well beyond her late teens. 


“Did you go over my letter with the others?” 


“I did, Lord Arak. I made it a point to review your instructions with the others at least twice a 
day. We are well informed on how we should conduct ourselves around this youth.” 


“Good. Head to the Training Hall. Be ready by the time I get there.” 


The group bowed again and left. Once they were gone, Arak signaled Salmer to come out of 
hiding. 


“Did you get a chance to read their ki?” 
“I-I d-did. S-Strong w-warriors... t-they d-don’t k-know a-about me?” 
Arak allowed himself a kind smile. 


“You kept your energy perfectly concealed. Martinu has taught you well, young one. Go back 
into hiding and follow me. Remember: don’t let anybody see, hear, or sense you till I say so.” 


Salmer did as he was told. Once Arak reached the Training Hall, Samir and the other Agents 
bowed anew. 


The group began sparring. They’d been at it for well over an hour by the time Cukatail 
rejoined them. Soon after, the God of Destruction ordered his pupils to stop, then had his 
Attendant heal their wounds and replenish their stamina. Once Cukatail did so, Arak ordered 
Samir to approach. 


“Excellent demonstration, my Agents. Your skill and diligence are well noted.” 
“Your pardon, Lord Arak. I have a question about our new guest.” 

The Destroyer God and Agents turned to the source of that stern yet boyish voice. 
“Ts that so? Rise, Sabrat Muscat.” 


Muscat was a Naatsusian in his mid-to-late teens, Marengo-hued fur crisscrossed by 
variegated scars over the face. Along with his training gi, the rodent kept a tube-like 
cylindrical object clasped to his belt. Having risen, a squinting Muscat looked to the roof 
above Arak and Samir. 


“He’s up there, isn’t he?” 


The other Agents began to murmur to the tune of ‘I don’t sense anything’, ‘crazy rat’s at it 
again’, ‘is this another surprise training exercise?’, etc. An impressed Arak smiled. 


“Your insight serves you well, Adept of the Devas. I expected no less from a member of the 
Sabrat Clan.” (Looks up). “It’s ok, Salmer. You can come out now.” 


One skillful leap later, the young amphibian landed not far from the God of Destruction. The 
Agents exchanged further remarks, to the tune of ‘He was here all along!?’, ‘I didn’t even 
feel his energy!’, ‘He doesn’t look so tough’, etc. 


Keeping their wits about them, Samir and Muscat assessed the newcomer’s ki. Like the 
rodent, the Merianean’s expression betrayed no discernible emotion as a steely Salmer 
returned their stares and Arak cleared his throat. 


“Settle down, everyone. Apologies for the subterfuge. This was all part of a training exercise 
I set up for Salmer. Come forth, young one...” (Brief pause). “Did you get a good look at my 
warriors?” 


Khaitan nodded. 

“Then I think it’s time you returned the favor. Tumak Samir, you will spar with—” 
“H-Him, t-too.” 

“What?” 


The Hakaishin followed Salmer’s finger. It pointed straight at Muscat. Though initially taken 
aback, the Naatsusian quickly regained his composure as an incredulous Arak blinked twice. 


“You want to fight Muscat after your match with Samir? Is that your wish, young one?” 
“H-Him, t-too... n-now.” 

Samir and Muscat stared at the Destroyer in utter confusion. 

“Absolutely not. Yov’ll spar with Samir first. You can battle Muscat afterward.” 


Scowl on his face, Salmer drilled stony eyes into the Destroyer from the Universe of 
Balance. 


“Y-You t-think 1-it, t-too.” 

“Think what?” 

“T-That I-I a-am w-weak.” 

Arak smothered a gasp just in time. 


“| Those eyes... that’s how Ciroc used to...]. Young one... I...” 


“Lord Arak...” 
Samir and Muscat walked to the Calamantian. 
“May we speak in private?” 


Having told Salmer and the Agents to stay put, the Destroyer and his pupils moved till they 
were sure they would be seen, but not heard. 


“Lord Arak... as you know, I have been a warrior all my life. I began training at a time most 
hatchlings learn to crawl. As per your own estimation, Muscat and I are among the strongest 
fighters of our universe. This boy, however... I daresay, he’s twice as strong as me when I was 
that age.” 


“I must agree with Samir, Sir. I also felt something else when I sensed the lad’s energy: I 
could be wrong, but it seems to me young Salmer may harbor a dormant connection to 
Kekuatan.” 


“You mean the Flow of the Devas? What makes you think that?” 


“As I said, I could be mistaken. It’s been barely a year since Master Batavius sent me to you. 
I have maintained my training as an Adept of the Devas, yet my prowess is still wanting. 
Only my former teacher or the Masters of Sababay could say for certain.” 


Arak shook his head. 


“There’s no way I’m letting you two fight Salmer at the same time. Lord Bonak would never 
forgive me if I allowed that boy to come to harm.” 


“Muscat and I shall abide by your decision. However, I don’t think the lad will prove easy to 
persuade.” 


“Indeed... he is much too headstrong. I beg your pardon, Lord Arak, but I sense something 
else in this youth... I sense darkness in him.” 


“Darkness? Are you implying Salmer needs humbling, Muscat?” 
“Not humbling: guidance... assurance.” 
Samir connected the dots. 


“I see what you’re getting at. If he battles the two of us and suffers defeat, the loss, painful 
and humiliating as it might be, should impart valuable lessons. If he vanquishes us, 
however...” 


“Then he’ll know for certain he’s not weak.” (Brief pause). “I don’t know... you two have 
been training your whole lives, yet Salmer...” 


“Your letter stated the boy is a former assassin conscripted by the Blood Sun Syndicate... 
bastards... nevertheless, their warriors, even their rank and file, tend to be superbly trained. 


From what I have gathered, Salmer is no exception. I agree with Muscat: perhaps it would be 
best to let the lad have his way, at least this time around. We’ll use our best judgement, Lord 
Arak. You know you can trust us.” 


“Perhaps you’ re right... you two know the drill.” 


The group returned to the others. The tegu fighter took her place at the center of the ring. 
Having handed the strange cylindrical object to Cukatail, Muscat wrapped his hands and feet 
in fresh bandages, as Salmer followed suit. Once they were ready, Arak turned to the fighters. 


“Tumak Samir, Sabrat Muscat, Salmer Khaitan, heed my words. This is a sparring match. 
Lethal force and all ki-based techniques, including flying, are absolutely prohibited. Lastly, 
no hitting below the belt. Am I understood?” 


Nodding once, the fighters bowed to one another. 

“Begin!” 

Salmer swipes at Samir, who parries, tries a sweep kick, fails, then— 
“My lords...” 


The spooked Zumot fell flat on his ass: Mate’s attendant had just apparated in front of 
Lahpeth and him without so much as a warning. At last, the moody Calamantian caught his 
breath: there he was, still powerless, trapped along with Salmer and the other disgraced 
deities. 


“What do you want, Beinwell?” 


“Lord Mate would have thee join thy fellow failures, Sirrah Eel. He wishes to address ye... 
that is all.” 


The Archangel vanished as quickly as he appeared. A grumbling Zumot turned to the shark 
deity, who’d put his mask and helmet back on by then. With a saddened sigh, the late Lord 
Arak and his minder took to where the dragon god awaited. 


Salmer raised his head. Zumot and that bastard Lahpeth were headed his way. The Kualuan 
wasn’t in the mood for another reprimand. 


“TArak... Zumot... its all my fault. If I'd trained harder, I would’ve mastered Ultra Instinct. 
We could’ve beaten Mate, and... they must be laughing now: Bonak, Martinu, Ag... they must 
already know, how that damn snake fucked me up, the Agents. Samir... Muscat... Ty... Bok... 

| eee ene 


Salmer looked to his right. Masala sat in seiza-style, somewhat apart. Pinhole eyes shut, the 
mollusk man radiated a soothing silvery light, much to Khaitan’s irritation. 


“(The fuck are you doin’ here?].” 


“(Herein have I waited for quite some time... didst thou take notice of me just now?|.” 


“[Hell re you talkin’ about!? Of course I noticed you! I’ve got eyes...].” 
“T...yet thou seest not].” 


“Uf you're gonna start speakin’ in riddles, you can kindly fuck off. I’ve had it up to here with 
you Numerous of Detestation].” 


“[Numina of Deletion... anger corrodes, Salmer Khaitan. Clinging to it will only harm thee].” 
“(Damn slug... you've been reading my mind, havent you?].” 
“TAye... albeit against mine will].” 


“[The hell do you mean? There 5 no such thing as accidents, not when it comes to 
mindreading. Either you do it, or you dont. Simple as that].” 


“[ Thou art correct... for the most part. Ordinarily, ‘twould be difficult for me to practice 
telepathy without thy knowledge. To read the mind of a deity, e’en an enfeebled one, is no 
mean feat].” 


“[Just answer the friggin’ question, pepper steak.” 
“| ‘Tis not I who trespass, mine Lord. Such is thy doing.” 


“{ Bullshit! I lost my powers to that ‘brother’ of yours, and you know it! None of us can sense 
ki, fly, use telepathy, or do anything else we used to: we’ve got your Grand fucking Numen to 
thank for that!].” 


“[Of that I am ware... yet there is another power thou dost possess].” 

“[Hell re you talking about? |.” 

“Chikara, Salmer Khaitan... thou hast it.” 

“(You mean that mystical magic thing you use? What makes you think that?].” 


“(Chikara is no mere ‘thing’, mine Lord. I can feel it. The faculty lieth in thee. It merely 
wants awakening.” 


“[Can you do that?|.” 
“(I shall not. Thou art not ready].” 


“T You gotta be fucking kidding me! I used to be a Destroyer God, for fucks sake! If I could 
learn all that, I can definitely handle Chickpea!].” 


“Chikara, mine Lord. Do not misconstrue me. Thou art unready, not incapable. Thou art 
what I once was].” (Brief pause). “[I do not hail from anywhere in the All-Cosmos... at least 
not the one known to thou and thine 5].” 


“[You from another dimension or something? ].” 


“(The universe wherein I first open’d mine eyne is altogether elsewhere. I have few memories 
regarding the planet of mine birth, yet I remember the name mine kin conferred unto it: 
Fortia].” 


The sage’s tone shifted into regret-tinged sorrow. Opened eyes looked ahead, as if they could 
see past events unfold all over again. 


“One day I wondered far from our village... ‘twas nearly morrow by the time I returned. The 
square... the well... the hut of the chieftain... the cavern wherein the sages dwelt... they were 
gone. Flames engulfed all I beheld. Still does mine mind 5 eye see them... corses charr’d, spilt 
blood crying unto heav’n. It was not long afore the marauders apprehended me. All of them 
wore coal-hued masks. They had a fluid crimson sphere for a blazon... art thou well, Salmer 
Khaitan? ].” 


The Kualuan sweated uneasily. The late Lord Geene was about to speak, yet Masala softly 
gestured at him to keep quiet. 


“Thou knowest what I speak of...|.” 

“Would you quit reading my damn mind!?].” 

“[ ‘Twas unnecessary... thy countenance betray’d thee.” 
“Masala-hakase...” 


The slug man raised his eyes. Lahpeth and the late Lord Arak stood about a stone’s throw 
away. 


“Summons from Mate-sama.” 

The slug man rose. A reluctant Salmer stood up with his help. 
“TCanst thou walk? |.” 

“[Of course I can walk! I—].” 

“SALMER!” 


Much to Zumot’s horror, the Kualuan stumbled. The warrior once known as Geene was about 
to land face-first, when a mysterious energy flow suspended him in mid-air and set him 
upright: Masala had tapped into Chikara yet again. 


“[Art thou injured, mine Lord?].” 


A scowling Salmer nearly plummeted anew. Without further deliberation, Lahpeth gently 
hoisted the Kualuan over his back. 


“(The fuck’re you doing!? Put me down!].” 


“Time is of the essence. I beg thy pardon, Lord Geene... verily, I am loath to do thus.” 


“[Why, you sonova—].” 
“That’s enough, Salmer. Don’t make this more difficult than it already is.” 


Salmer grumbled to himself. The fish man watched as a vexed Zumot trailed behind a 
taciturn Masala. For his part, Lahpeth kept his mouth shut till the group reached the area 
where Mate and the other fallen Destroyers awaited. 


Having set his charge down not far from Mule, Vermoud, and Jerez, the samurai bowed, then 
knelt to the Grand Numen’s left, with Masala occupying the right. Naked from the waist up, 
seated in a lotus position, the barefooted Doragonian floated above ground as he solemnly 
sang in Japanese. Zumot gritted his teeth. 


“| Mate... who the hell is this creep, anyway? Every movement, word, and gesture of his, 
they’re rife with... power? Yeah... theres more to it than that, though... but what is it? 
Purpose... determination... finality. Hes a god in every sense of the word: he wants nothing... 
he needs nothing. He s not above anger, sorrow, whatever: he is all that, and so much more].” 


Salmer, however, was in no mood to mince words. 


“(Feh... whatever else you are, dragon shit, I know it for a fact you’re an absolute piss-stain. 


Hurry up and do whatever it is you’re gonna do. Just starin’ at that mug of yours makes me 
sick...].” 


????: “[Dost thou want a looking-glass, mine Lord?|.” 
A spooked Salmer nearly fell flat on his ass. 
Salmer (furious): “[Beinwell! Just wait till I—].” 


Beinwell (irked): “[Thou wilt keep silent, mortal!].” (Brief pause). “(Thou art as an open 
tome unto us, Sirrah Minnow. Pray indite thee aught worthy of reading: I am grown tired of 
thy bootless malisons|.” 


Salmer: “[Oh, so you’re tired, you old fuck? How about I put you to sleep with a nice—].” 
“Salmer, enough!” 


Arms crossed against his chest, the Calamantian gave the Archangel the stink eye, then did 
the same to the scowling fish man. Side-glancing at the shimmering seiza-seated Masala, the 
fallen Destroyer turned away. Much against his will, Khaitan recalled the former Numen’s 
words: “coal-hued masks,” “fluent crimson sphere...” 


“(Blood Sun...].” 


Those bastards didn’t just wreak havoc across the known Multiverse. Their claws reached 
every time, everywhere. Nobody was safe... not even gods. 


Much against his will, Salmer Khaitan got lost in his own mind’s eye... 


There he was, still a Destroyer, a good thirty years after Bonak’s retirement. That fateful day, 
he accompanied Arak on a mission to Planet Libra of Universe 5. 


Ordinarily, no self-respecting Hakaishin would even think about interfering in the affairs of 
other universes. It was practically taboo for Destroyers to assist gods other than their 
respective Supreme Kais. Accepting assistance themselves was also out of the 

question. Nevertheless, even the most vaunted rules are meant to be broken at one point or 
another. This mission was crucial not just for Universes 5 and 12, but the whole Multiverse... 


Blood Sun was back. Like in the old days, they were kidnapping children. They had to be 
stopped once and for all. 


Even so, aid from other Hakaishin would be practically nonexistent. Riesling XVI, son of 
Thurgau, was busy quelling a multi-galactic uprising at Universe 1. He couldn’t spare any of 
his sons, but graciously sent House Bundaberg’s renowned Spatburg Legion to assist. 


Jerez XI, daughter of Doza, of House Ahram, newly appointed Hakaishin of Universe 2, 
busied herself with hunting down loyalist remnants who supported the usurper god Domecq 
XXIV. Regardless, she allowed Geene and Arak to borrow three of her best Agents of 
Destruction as a token of goodwill. 


Haku XXXVIII, heir of Fugu, of House Ketel, currently aided Universe 3’s Kais in repairing 
catastrophic damage suffered by several planets in the wake of a “galactic sunbomb 
holocaust.” He sent a whole century’s worth of foodstuffs to aid the war effort, along with a 
junior Kai to oversee the construction of new equipment. 


Still no word from Universe 4’s Sazerac XVIII... so much the better, far as Arak and Geene 
were concerned. The less they had to see and hear of that feline son of a bitch, the better. 


Afsnath XXIX, daughter of Desclan, of House Marnier, oversaw final preparations for her 
son’s ascension. In the meantime, she brutally stifled a galaxy-wide uprising instigated by 
Universe 6’s Icejin Empire. 


Hakaishin Emeritus Tusker XXXV, son of Lager, of House Artois, was busy with an 
“important mission” elsewhere in the Multiverse. Beerus XX VII, his son and newly 
appointed successor as God of Destruction of Universe 7, was sleeping and wouldn’t wake up 
for a good five centuries. Arak breathed easier, relieved they wouldn’t have to put up with 
that volatile asshat, or his mean-spirited, self-important jerkwad of a father. 


Nebbiolus XLII, son of Barolus, of House Amarone, convalesced after nearly dying from the 
“Purpure Scourge” that ravaged Universe 8 at the time. He’d lost all but four of his eleven 
children to the plague and the galaxy-wide wars of the past three centuries. Aperol, the forth 
oldest son, served as interim Hakaishin till his father’s health improved. Sambucco, the first 
youngest, was tasked with mediating a trade dispute between U8’s dreaded Icejin Empire and 
the no less dangerous Saiyan Kingdom of Sabiwa. Rugato, the second youngest son, was 
little better off than his sire, so not much could be expected from him. Luxarda, the fifth 
youngest daughter, assisted U8’s Kais in remedying the galaxy-wide ravages brought about 
by the Scourge. 


Bantam XCIX, son of Bulmer, of House Blackthorn, was embroiled in yet another cosmic 
civil war against his own family and the few other remaining Noble Houses of Universe 9, so 
he wasn’t in much of a mood to cooperate, either. Thank the gods for small mercies, Geene 
thought to himself. 


Kapil XX XIX, son of Sharbat, of House Hariya, oversaw the pacification of Universe 10’s 
Kais after the aborted rebellion of Grand Kai Loureba XXVIII. His sons couldn’t go in his 
stead, seeing how they were dead, sick, injured, held hostage, busy elsewhere, etc. 


Lastly, Universe 11’s Riccadonna XXXIII, heiress of Marcante, of House Cinzano, was 
recuperating after a failed assassination attempt perpetrated by rival House Manzino. She was 
also finalizing her soon-to-be successor’s training, but sent four of her house’s most trusted 
Agents of Destruction to assist. 


So much for universal cooperation... 


As for Geene, this was his fourth solo assignment away from his adopted universe, his first as 
a full-fledged God of Destruction. It was the old days all over again, minus Bonak. 


The Hakaishin had received several tips concerning a series of underground passageways 
filled with hostages of all ages, races, sexes, etc. Time was of the essence, yet the deities 
couldn’t risk alerting the enemy to their presence. With help from their Attendants, they 
submerged their God Ki and Destruction Energy. 


The gambit worked. The Kualuan and Calamantian rescued all hostages they came across, 
Hakai’d any operatives they subdued before they could alert their superiors. So far, so good... 
nothing a young hardworking Hakaishin couldn’t handle. 


Martinu and Cukatail signaled that the last hostages were safe: the time for subtlety was over. 
Arak and Geene unlocked their divine powers just before they stormed the hideout of higher- 
ranking Blood Sun leaders. 


The Calamantian and Kualuan glowered after blowing up a massive Covontilum door. Arms 
crossed against the chest, both deities shone with Destruction Energy. It only took a few 
seconds for the message to sink in: the Blood Sunners dropped their weapons and knelt in 
fearful silence. Just then, however, the Calamantian’s keen eye spotted something irregular. 


“Geene? Are you alright?” 


Deaf to Arak’s voice, the Destroyer from Universe 12 stood transfixed, mouth agape. The 
gods were surrounded by rotting meat dangling from hooks, blood and filth everywhere. It all 
came back to Salmer: screaming children... the whip... it rose and fell... rose and fell... rose 
and fell... 


We have a mission for you, Teal Storm. These men threaten our operations. Kill them all. If 
you fail, you'll service our clients for the duration of the month. Succeed, and you won t have 
to keep us company... at least not tonight. 


Well done, Oyzo. Once more you’ve lived up to your name, Teal Storm. 


You’re one of us, boy... now and forever. 
“Geene? Geene, what’s wrong?” 


Tears flooding his eyes, the Kualuan shut his mouth. Visage twisted by hate, Salmer’s eyes 
became aflame in engulfing purpure. 


Without warning, the screaming God of Destruction scratched a thug kneeling in front of him 
square in his face, flaying the entire visage in a single swipe. He then kicked another guy’s 
countenance, reducing it to a bloody mush of flesh and bone, sank his hand all the way into 
some poor devil’s back, and yanked out his spinal cord, cranium and all, reducing both to 
dust by smashing them into some other dope’s head. 


Roaring like the fiend he was, Geene the Annihilator incinerated over ten others with a blast 
of Destruction Energy fired from his draconic mouth, all while a stunned Arak watched. Part 
of him wanted to join in on the fun, but the older Hakaishin got a hold of himself. There was 
only one way to stop the younger deity... 


“HAKAI!” 


An explosion of destructive ki burst through the labyrinth, obliterating the thugs, dead or 
otherwise. When the dust settled, only Geene and Arak stood as Cukatail and Martinu 
approached the ruins. Arak’s Attendant barely masked his agitation. Martinu remained 
unflappable, expression one of reproach rather than outrage as a panting Geene extinguished 
his aura and flew away, barely acknowledging his own blood-soaked body... 


Later that afternoon, Geene looked out to the horizon from the balcony of Arak’s Temple of 
Gat on Planet Nakhad. This place held fond memories of year-long training expeditions with 
the Calamantian and his students, particularly Sabrat Muscat and Tumak Samir. Those two 
had long since “graduated,” gone on to fulfill their duties to their respective clans... what a 
fucking waste. They would’ve made excellent Destroyers, far better than those stinking cats, 
the sleazy clown, the faggot rat, the bleeding-heart harlot, the good-for-nothing elephant, the 
green fuckup, the asshole fox, the useless hairball... 


“Geene?” 


The young deity didn’t budge. The Hakaishin barely grunted in acknowledgement of his 
godfather and fellow Destroyer. 


“What happened out there? You lost control.” 
“Really? Hadn’t noticed...” 


“Don’t give me cheek. Something happened to you... you were... upset, to say the least. 


“And you weren’t!? Those pieces of shit were buying and selling children, used ‘em for 
organ harvesting, prostitution, child soldiers! How could I not be upset!?” 


“That’s not what I meant.” 


Reclining against the balustrade, the Kualuan crossed his arms against his chest. The 
Calamantian looked resolutely into the eyes of his fellow God of Destruction. 


“You’ve joined Bonak and me on similar missions before, and you never lost control like you 
did today. Geene, you... you were shouting, slaughtering everyone and everything in your 
way! Good thing Martinu and Cukatail removed the hostages beforehand, or you could’ ve 
killed them along with those bastards!” 


“Why do you care? Those sons and daughters of bitches won’t hurt anyone else ever again. 
They’re lucky you Hakai’d them. Hell would’ve been too good for them, anyway.” 


Arak glowered. It didn’t take Martinu to realize the Destroyer from the Universe of Balance 
was losing his patience. One wrong move or word, and he’d explode, like Bonak whenever 
he chewed out that troop of asswipes that once comprised his Agents of Destruction. 


“Don’t change the subject. I would expect such recklessness from a rookie, but not from you. 
For one thing, Martinu and Bonak trained you better than that. For another thing, you usually 
pull your punches in these situations, the opposite of—” 


“The point... get to it.” 


“Something happened to you in that warehouse, Geene. I saw it in your face. You wanted to 
run away and beat everyone there to a bloody pulp at the same time.” 


“We’re Gods of Destruction, Arak. Beating things to a bloody pulp is what we do.” 
Geene turned away, hoping against all hope Arak would get the picture. 
“I demand to know what happened.” 

“T don’t have to tell you anything.” 

“I beg to differ... Salmer Khaitan.” 

“The name’s Geene. Remember it.” 

“I do remember... Oyzo Roku.” 

“Don’t call me that.” 

“Tell me the truth, Oyzo.” 

“Stop it!” 

“The sooner you speak, the sooner it stops, Oyzo.” 

“T’m warning you...” 


“OYZO!” 


“DON’T CALL ME THAT! MIND YOUR OWN FUCKING BUSINESS, OLD MAN! 
THIS DOESN’T CONCERN YOU!” 


“OF COURSE IT DOES! PVE KNOWN BONAK SINCE OUR YOUTH! PVE KNOWN 
YOU FROM THE DAY HE AND MARTINU TOOK YOU IN!” (Brief pause). “I won’t ask 
again. What. Happened?” 


Arak wouldn’t take “no” for an answer. Fighting or silencing him was also out of the 
question. Geene had no choice. 


“Fine... what I’m about to say does not leave this place. Am I understood, Zumot al- 
Massaya?” 


“I understand.” 

“Not good enough. Make a Binding Oath.” 
“Are you serious?” 

Geene crossed his arms against his chest. 
“Did I fucking stutter?” 

“If that’s what it takes... so be it.” 


Eyes shut, the Calamantian solemnly raised his right hand to the heavens. Energy of 
Destruction coursed through his and his godson’s every pore. 


“I, God of Destruction Arak XXIV, son of Ksarak, of House Gat, born Zumot al-Massaya ibn 
Haddad, from the Eighth Universe, assigned to the Fifth Universe by the will of Zen-Oh All- 
Sovereign, do hereby make this Binding Oath before you, God of Destruction Geene XXII, 
heir of Bonak, of House Terroir, named Salmer Khaitan, from the Ninth Universe, assigned to 
the Twelfth Universe by the will of Zen-Oh All-Sovereign, before whom I solemnly vow to 
safeguard your secrets now and forevermore, for as long as we both shall remain deities. May 
the All-Sovereign himself purge me in mind, body, and soul should I ever break this Binding 
Oath.” 


The flow of energy ceased. Having looked over his shoulders several times, the Kualuan 
breathed slightly easier. 


“As you know, I’m originally from Universe 9, where Bonak found me and... did he ever tell 
you... how we met?” 


“He said he found you during a raid against Blood Sun.” 
Salmer frowned. 


“I... I used to be a slave, Arak.” 


The Calamantian’s eyes widened. A shuddering Geene sweated, staring at his own hands as if 
they were stained with blood. 


“I never knew my parents. From what I’ve been told, they were... they were... very poor... 
too many mouths to feed. They... they sold me... sometimes, when I meditate, I see... a small 
house by the sea... a male... a female... yelling... children... crying... chains... locked... 
ship... stinks... meat... hooks... men... men... whip us... sometimes feed us... 
sometimes... not...” 


“Geene, stop. You don’t have to—” 


Zumot soon realized his words weren’t getting through. At that moment, the glassy gaze of 
Geene the Annihilator seemed to encompass all of Universe 5. 


“Pm... dancing... Pm... naked... males... staring at me... they drag... drag me... to some 
room... they... they do... things... to me... it hurts... hurts... hurts... s-shame... f-f-filth... 
f-f-filthy... I... I... Pm... filthy... I-I’m... Pm sorry.” 


Once he turned away, Geene sank his nails into the palms of his hands. The Destroyer from 
U12 vainly struggled to keep himself from weeping in front of his godfather and fellow 
Hakaishin. 


“Geene... Salmer... does anybody else know?” 
“Martinu... Bonak... Ag... how... how could I... be... so... so... weak?” 
Arak carefully took the younger male’s hand. 


“Salmer... you are not weak. What happened wasn’t your fault. I know Bonak, Martinu, and 
Ag. They don’t think less of you because of that, and they don’t blame you for it, either.” 


“M-My n-n-name is... Geene... I... I... Arak... I... Pm... sorry... I... I...” 
“It’s ok.... it’s ok.” 

Falling to his knees, the Kualuan wept openly under the Calamantian’s embrace. 
“I... PI... Pll never... be... weak... again... I... I... I swear... 
“Tt’s alright, my friend. It’s alright.” 


Thankfully, Martinu never brought up the outburst. Geene had half a mind to order her to 
wipe all past memories prior to his ascension, but refrained from doing so. Not only was the 
practice outlawed and severely punishable under divine law: Martinu would never even 
consider it, unless compelled by a higher authority, namely Grand Priest, or Zen-Oh himself. 
Eons passed, and the event faded from the Kualuan’s mind... 


Returning to the present, Salmer’s thoughts dwelled on the “lost” gods standing before him. 
Mate and Lahpeth had the fierce temper and warlike disposition required to be a God of 
Destruction, yet their power dwarfed his own, as well as that of any Hakaishin he’d ever 


known. Masala, on the other hand, was a different breed altogether. Flesh alight with silvery 
ki, Nochirasu Akarui still sat in a seiza position. 


Salmer couldn’t understand it. How in the world did that damn snail become a Numen? 
Monk boy looked like he would’ve barely qualified as a janitor, let alone a Hakaishin. The 
slug man was nowhere near the other two when it came to raw power, an unusual (albeit not 
unheard of) occurrence. 


Strength wasn’t everything. According to the lessons of Arak, Bonak, Martinu, Cukatail, and 
Ag, the history of the Multiverse was rife with Destroyers who accomplished great things, 
despite being weaker than the ones who came before or after them. Hell, Arak himself wasn’t 
all that physically impressive, yet he still gave Bonak and Geene a hard time when they had 
their once-per-century mock battle in the presence of Zen-Oh, Grand Priest, the Angels, and 
their fellow Gods of Destruction. As for his effectivity, the fact Universe 5 was one of four 
universes exempt from the Tournament of Power spoke for itself. 


By the same token, the Multiverse also abounded in high-and-mighty Hakaishin who abused 
their power. Raquetan LV, heir of Hendrick, of House Terroir, born Zafar von Warzwald, was 
called “The Slaughterer” for a reason. Damn reptile-ape would annihilate entire populations 
if they dared stray from his so-called virtue. Bonak, Martinu, and Ag were still wary of the 
guy, and it’d been well over thirty centuries since his defeat and annihilation by his 
successor. Nolet LXII, born Gordon Seagram, was an improvement, but not by much. Salmer 
still shuddered whenever he recalled Bonak’s stories about how that son of a bitch would 
break thumbs over trivial offenses, how spinal cords met a similar fate when it came to more 
serious crimes. 


Nevertheless, even at their peak, Raquetan, Nolet, and their like couldn’t compare with Mate 
and the rest. Nothing about those monsters was right. Theirs was an inextricable sorrow, as if 
their mere existence had become a burden they were unable to cast off. Salmer guessed it 
came with the territory, since they’d spent veritable eons trapped in a plane of existence 
where time only existed as perpetual, unchanging present. Who wouldn’t be a few pearls 
short of an oyster after enduring that for so long? 


“Gather around, mine Lords.” 


A weary Zumot made to speak, but couldn’t utter a word. The oppressive atmosphere that 
engulfed him and Geene before their fight with Mate returned: this time, however, it 
manifested through a field of Chaos Dynamis that erupted from beneath the floor, ensconcing 
the Numina and prisoners within a searing crimson dome. Afterward, the dragon god 
unsheathed his katana and made it float to its center, where it circulated numinous ki as the 
silver aura around Masala surrounded the dome. Feet on the ground, the grim Numen donned 
his shirt and shoes, then turned to his guests. 


“Behold the Divine Enclosure. I entrust our guests to thee, Nochirasu-senpai. Beinwell, Lord 
Lahpeth, with me.” 


In the blink of an eye, the Numina and Archangel warped away, reemerging outside of the 
enclosure. Barely a minute later, the gigantic door separating the Audience Hall from the rest 
of the citadel exploded into mere fragments, killing several soldiers in the process. 


Zumot took a closer look as far as the energy field permitted: when the dust settled, a 
draconic female emerged from the hallway, followed by a fully healed Caron, Ganlu, 
Mulaban, and their own fighters. The dragon woman stood almost as tall as Mate himself. If 
the Calamantian’s estimations were correct, the newcomer was a shinobi: clad in slate grey 
and onyx-colored armor, her bun-tied hair shone a metallic blue that complimented Mate’s 
metallic pink. Hands behind their backs, both deities approached one another. 


(Translated from Japanese). “{Hail, Chifir-sama. Hast thou made thy choice?}.” 
“{Hast thou made thine’s?}.” 

“fT have, Onésan. Thou hast spat upon everything we uphold}.” 

The Grand Numen grumbled at the sight of Caron, who then hissed a shameless laugh. 


“{T expected as much from our late brother, yet I thought thee better, Mayumi-san... ‘twould 
seem I was mistaken... gravely so}.” 


{Spare the platitudes, Makoto-san. Thy vaunted honour does us more harm than good... ‘tis 
shame Lord Terer saw it not ‘til it was too late}.” 


Mate glowered at the shinobi. 

“Leave Father out of this. He is not to blame for what came to pass}.” 
Chifir crossed her arms against her chest. 

“Then we are in agreement. ‘Twas thou who doom’d us, not him}.” 
Eyes trembling, Mate’s expression softened for a couple of microseconds. 


“{Mayumi-kun, please... do not heed their counsel. Blame me, hate me if thou must... yet 
turn from such folly. Thou and thine’s must—}.” 


“{ Wilt thou shut thine damn’d maw already!?}.” 


Yawning impudently, Caron left his position near Mulaban and Ganlu. The Grand Numen’s 
remaining soldiers shrank from the snake man, who paid them no mind himself. Facing Mate, 
the serpent hissed a derisive laugh, staring behind the Shihaishin all the way to the dome. 


“{For a god of few words, thou art exceedingly fond of thine own voice, Xagon-kun}.” 
Lahpeth wouldn’t hear of this. 

“{Be silent, Amaru, son of Teuhcatl! We shall not abide thy contumely!}.” 

Sparing a sly grimace, the reptile put on an air of sad bewilderment. 


“{Why wound me so, Kaito-sama? I hold no ill will towards thee}.” 


“Thou knowest full well, cur! Every breath thou drawest is an affront against Terer-sama, 
Mate-sama, against all of us! }.” 


“¢Shut thy mouth, thou botcher! }.” 


Mate’s roar resounded throughout the dilapidated room, reaching the ears of Masala, the 
fallen Hakaishin, and both armies. The slug man was about to “speak” when the Governing 
Deity took over. 


“Thy purpose is known to us, Onésan. Thine overlords shall not attain what they seek. I and 
mine will make sure of it—}.” 


“**_..e’en if doing so means our death’... predictable. Thy resolve is known to us, Otdto-san, 
as is thy faith in those around thee}.” 


The serpent deity chuckled one more time. 
“{Indeed, dearest sister... a pity ‘tis misplaced}.” 


As if on cue, Mate felt pain in his lower abdomen. Warriors on both sides screamed, staring 
in utter disbelief. 


“{MATE-SAMA!}.” 


Katana in hand, a screaming Lahpeth attacked, only to be intercepted by Mulaban and Ganlu. 
The Shihaishin looked downward: a teal-hued Energy Blade had torn all the way through the 

stomach, staining the floor beneath with blood. The horrified dragon man glanced behind: the 
offending hand belonged to... 


“Beinwell!” 
“Long did I warn thee, Makoto-kun: never lose sight of the enemy.” 


Mate stares in front of him as Chifir’s left hand reaches for her yoroi-doshi. After she speaks 
sotto-voce to Caron, the cobra god dashes to where Masala and the fallen Destroyers watch, 
then proceeds to punch and kick at the energy dome. The Grand Numen thinks fast. 


“f ATTACK! }.” 


Mate hits Beinwell’s countenance with the back of his head, then materializes a pair of 
wakizashi. Nose bleeding, the archangel barely dodges initial slashes at his throat and 
abdomen. Paramerion in hand, he’s joined by the shinobi, who now has a dao on her right 
hand to compliment the tanto on her left. 


A roaring Mate and Chifir unleash Mastered Ultra Instinct. Mate resumes the form that 
defeated Geene and Arak. The bun on Chifir’s head shatters. Flowing hair takes on a metallic 
saffron tinge, eyes burn like royal yellow coals as Beinwell and the ninja rush the Grand 
Numen. 


In the blink of an eye, Mate dauntlessly parries near-infinite stabs and slashes, responding 
with over a hundredfold of his own. The dragon gods and the Archangel are much too 
familiarized with each other’s moves and fighting styles, so they barely make a dent on their 
opponents. 


Mate discharges a plume of Chaos Dynamis from his mouth. Beinwell deflects it with a 
swing of his paramerion. A few embers nearly get into Chifir’s eyes, but she comes out with 
only a few minor burns on the chest and shoulders as she responds in kind. Mate successfully 
dispels the flames with the left arm. The latter ends up bruised. 


Already in Mastered UI, Lahpeth, Ganlu, and Mulaban are in the thick of battle. Eyes aflame 
in fern green, Lahpeth’s hair has assumed a beige-like tint. Eyes colored as light limestone, 
Ganlu’s hair and fur take on pear gold hues. Pupils and irises ablaze like cherry blossom 
shards, Mulaban’s skin shimmers like living tiger’s eye. 


Ganlu disarms Lahpeth; the samurai gouges out his left eye with a swipe of his claws. The 
imperial lion god doesn’t even flinch. Barely acknowledging the bleeding socket, Ganlu’s 
stare briefly meets Mulaban’s. Black, blade-like protrusions jut from the latter’s six forearms. 
The scorpion-tailed Numen tries to stab Lahpeth’s knees and shins. The shark warrior jumps 
away, evading Mulaban in time to take Ganlu’s fist square to the jaw. Ignoring his dented 
kabuto, Lahpeth jumps back in, gutting Ganlu and breaking Mulaban’s sixth left arm. The 
pair fight on like nothing happened. 


A good ten minutes into the skirmish, Chifir and Beinwell sense a disturbance. Something (or 
someone) is bolstering their opponents’ ki, much to the shinobi’s vexation. 


“| Masala-hakase... |.” 


Still seated in his original position, the slug man participates in the fray. Body shimmering, 
Nochirasu reaches out to his allies, replenishing their stamina and resolve, at the same time 
energy constructs bearing Masala’s likeness erupt from inside the dome and tackle Caron. 
Three of them discharge some sort of electricity from their hands. The serpent god, however, 
merely shrugs it off as an inconvenience, focused as he is on pounding the other constructs 
into atoms. The remaining three constructs fire one volley of ki after another. The shots take 
spherical shape, pulsating with “electricity,” not unlike the one just seen. 


The reptile is overwhelmed! The constructs keep shooting long after a cloud of smoke 
conceals him from view. To everyone’s shock, a wave of Chaos Dynamis explodes soon after, 
vaporizing the remaining constructs. 


Caron is still standing! Burnt and gashed just about everywhere, the cobra is missing several 
sizable chunks of flesh and bone at the head, hood, countenance, upper body, and most of the 
right leg, as he hisses a laugh. 


(Translated from Japanese). “ {Not a bad display, Kosho-kun... however, ‘twould seem thou 
hast come up short. ‘Tis been amusing testing mine-self thus, yet I grow weary of this farce. 
Let us see if thine other skills endure as well}.” 


Eyes open, Masala warps outside the dome, much to the worry of the vanquished Hakaishin. 
Undeterred by all the din and carnage, walking staff in hand, the slug man looks into the 
reptile deity’s eyes. The ex-Median Deity senses anger, hatred, fear, yet also... 


“Thou makest a poor Adept of the Light, Noch-kun. Thou wouldst be better suited by anew 
becoming an Adept of the Dark, as I did.” 


“Nay. Well do I know where such roads lead. Thou art but another thrall of the Aspect of 
Dark, Amaru-kun. Disgraceful...].” 


Hissing spite for all to hear, Caron tears away what little remains of the stole on his neck. 
Bruised and bare-chested, the serpent god manifests a laser-staff and activates it. Two blood- 
red beams erupt from either side. The serpent deity yells a heaven-sundering scream, 
becoming engulfed by piercing turquoise light. When it clears, Caron’s battered flesh shines 
as an obsidian sun, reptilian eyes burning an ominous light blue. 


Masala coolly discards his shirt and the scarf around his neck. Much to the surprise of the 
vanquished Hakaishin, the slug man is wearing a thick metallic implant where his lower jaw 
should be. This prosthetic jowl is itself supported by a heavy-looking collar that prevents the 
wearer's head from slumping under all that weight. 


Afterward, the sage removes the head of his staff with the left hand, revealing a laser-sword 
hilt. Once activated, a green energy beam awakens from within. Screaming by now, 
Nochirasu is engulfed by garnet light: when it fades, the mystic shimmers like scorching 
vermilion, eyes aflame as incensed amethyst. Practically wearing scars and gashes rather than 
flesh, Masala’s lean, sinewy frame strikes a fighting stance. 


Caron and the mystic clash. The buzzing and humming of their blades is barely audible 
among the cacophony of screams, explosions, and blows pervading throughout the Audience 
Hall. 


“Laser-swords...” 
The former Lord Mule looks on in awe. Salmer isn’t happy at all. 
“[Leave it to you geeks to gush all over this crap...].” 


Khaitan hears no response. The snail man has withdrawn his psychic connection. The 
Kualuan’s thoughts are his own once again, yet the fish man is barely able to digest what he’s 
just witnessed. 


“(Damn slug... so this is what you’ve been hiding all this time].” 


Masala lets Caron begin. The sage effortlessly parries, blocks, and dodges all blows with his 
laser sword and the other half of his staff. Flying away, the slug man beckons the serpent to 
give chase. The cobra deity obliges. Reptile and mollusk become lost in a monsoon of 
slashes, punches, kicks, energy blasts... 


Caron fights aggressively: every move, block, dodge, and parry sustains the onslaught, but 
Masala is far from worried. One moment he stands his ground. The next, he hops and slides 
away or toward his opponent with the greatest of ease. Rather than match the serpent’s 
moves, the snail patiently allows his foe to waste energy, seizing every mistake, every 
instance of carelessness to strike, creating openings if he can’t find them. 


When the time is right, Nochirasu discards all restraint. Instead of stalwart defense or fancy 
footwork, the former Numen resorts to wild jumps and acrobatics. Masala leaps, twirls, 
gyrates, rolls, whatever it takes to land a blow, or avoid one. 


Meanwhile, Mate gains the upper hand against Chifir and Beinwell. Though gravely 
wounded, the Shihaishin pushes back his opponents and those among their cohorts stupid 
enough to challenge him. 


Lahpeth has Ganlu and Mulaban on the defensive. Bruised and bleeding all over, the samurai 
discards what little remains of his helmet, mask, and armor, leaving him naked from the waist 


up. 


“{ ‘Tis all for naught! These abominations are indifferent onerous on their own, yet together 
they become near invincible! Mate-sama, Masala-hakase...\.” 


Ganlu unleashes a flurry of bone-crushing punches across Lahpeth’s countenance. Mulaban 
does the same to the upper and lower body. Once the pair knocks the shark man into a wall, 
both deities share a microsecond-long look, then cry out in unison. 


“WARLORD DEITY JOINT ATTACK! MENG-HALIB ONSLAUGHT!” 


Unleashing their signature attack, both Numina dash all across the field, barely leaving 
afterimages in their wake. Ganlu gathers ki into both hands and discharges it in the form of 
shockwaves, while Mulaban fires a volley of boomerang-shaped energy blasts in all 
directions. 


Lahpeth dodges as much as possible, parries the rest, but he still takes more than his fair 
share of damage. The attack catches Mate, Chifir, Beinwell, Masala, Caron, and others by 
surprise, killing several soldiers from both sides and significantly injuring everyone else, save 
for the vanquished Destroyers, who now find themselves defenseless after the energy dome 
finally craps out. 


The Sword of Ophion falls in time for its owner to telepathically call it to him. Having 
jumped in front of the disgraced warriors, Mate, Masala, and Lahpeth swiftly nod at one 
another. 


Mate: “NOW!” 
Mate/Masala/Lahpeth: “FINAL ATTACK! NUMINOUS GRAND DEL—” 


A sudden energy flash blinded the trio, soldiers, and former Hakaishin. They could barely 
blink, let alone move, by the time it vanished. A nonplussed Beinwell used the respite to heal 
Chifir, Caron, Mulaban, Ganlu, and their surviving warriors. 


The shinobi waved a hand in front of the eyes of her sibling. They didn’t so much as quiver. 
A stifling atmosphere pervaded the area as Chifir and company resumed base form. 


Voice 1 (male): “A noble effort, Kosuke Makoto, Masaru Kaito, Akarui Nochirasu... such a 
shame your loyalties are fatally misplaced.” 


Voice 2 (female): “J concur, my Lord Stellus. It has been eons since I last witnessed such 
displays of power. If only our issue would prove as worthy...” 


Voice 3 (female): “Still you harp on about those wastrels, sister? Did we not agree to never 
speak of them again?” 


Voice 4 (male): “Rules are meant to be broken, milady Ciechan, a lesson you and your sibling 
would have done well to learn when we reigned.” 


Voice 2: “We could do without your meddling, Lord Tyskus.” 
Voice 5 (male): “You have done well, Numena Chifir.” 
Chifir (unamused): “Exalted Ones... why have you done this? Doubt ye mine competency?” 


Voice 5: “We do not disparage your skill or power, goddess, yet we cannot allow any to 
impinge upon our enterprise. Unlikely as it might seem, our endeavours can still end in 
failure.” 


Tyskus: “The All-Hegemon speaks wisdom, as he is wont. Your sibling was a fool to think he 
could oppose us, Hoshiko Mayumi... alas, that nobility and conviction should come to such 
an end!” 


Ciechan: “Gross flattery notwithstanding, Lord Tyskus speaks truth. Your diligence and 
efficacy are noted, Sakujoshin. With Lord Mate and his cohorts out of the way, we can 
proceed without reservations.” 


Chifir (bows politely): “I thank ye, mine Lords. ‘Twill prove facile to secure the cooperation 
of our fellows once they see the Grand Numen and his ilk for what they are. Lady Sencha has 
already completed most of the necessary groundwork.” 


Voice 1: “Indeed. Project Fell Star is well underway, thanks to your joint efforts. As for these 
former lesser deities...” 


Chifir: “Project Juoki will proceed on schedule. Our triumph with Agents Perun and 
Favonius speaketh for itself. These candidates shall not disappoint.” 


Tyskus: “It gladdens me so when lesser beings see reason.” 
Ciechan: “Even mortals can prove useful at times.” 


Stellus: “We leave the rest to you, Lady Chifir. We shall call upon you soon.” 


Once the All-Hegemon and the Exalted Ones fell silent, the atmosphere around the room 
resumed normalcy. Spitting to the left, an irked Caron switched to Japanese. 


“*Damn’d meddlers! Just when I was to have some fine sport with the lesser gods!}.” 
“{Stifle thyself, Amaru-kun. Thou shan’t want opportunities to attain what thou cravest}.” 
“{How much longer am I to wait!? Had I but taken mine prize at the appointed time—}.” 
The dragoness glowered. 


“{Hadst thou done thus, thou wouldst have killed God of Destruction Geene and every single 
Kai in the Twelfth Universe. Without them, our enterprise could well have perish’d ere it quit 
the cradle. Lastly, naught would have spared thee the wrath of the Grand Numen the moment 
he learnt what thou didst. Thank thine auspicious star that officer thwart’d thee when he did. 
Otherwise, I would have taken thy head, had mine brother not done so}.” 


Grumbling out loud, the serpent god muttered something in Nahuatl before storming off 
elsewhere. The dragon deity turned to Beinwell. 


“Take thou the candidates to their enclosures. Agents Favonius, Perun, and Enki are being 
informed as we speak. They shall assist thee.” (To Ganlu and Mulaban). “Go with him.” 


“Come now, Lady Chifir. Surely I can handle this sorry lot on my own.” 
The shinobi stared pure, unadulterated vexation at the Archangel. 


“Do not make it a habit to question me, Sir Beinwell. Unlike thine olden liege lord, I do not 
take kindly to insolence and insubordination. Consider this thy first and final admonition.” 


Wiping sweat from his archangelic brow, Mate’s former attendant collected himself. 
“I shall be ever mindful, milady.” (To Mulaban and Ganlu). “Come along, mooncalves.” 


A paralyzed Zumot surveyed the carnage to the best of his ability. No amount of effort could 
loosen his tongue or limbs as the Archangel and the Numina approached them. The late Lord 
Arak barely got in one last side-glance at Salmer before he and the other fallen deities were 
teleported away... 
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The next day... 


Okocim Lech-Sa had just finished breakfast. With the medics’ blessing, the fallen Destroyer 
God got up and dressed by himself. He was almost done packing by the time Anise and Whis 
arrived. 


“Morning, Cim.” 

“Hello, Okocim.” 

“Mornin’...” 

Another day, another gargantuan yawn. 
“Sleep well last night?” 


“Not really, An. I’ve always had a shitty time (pardon my language) when it comes to 
sleeping. Thought Whis would’ve told you all about it by now.” 


““We’ve been so busy lately, I guess it just slipped my mind.” 
“Any news about Lavender and the missing Destroyers?” 
The Guide Angel of Universe 7 shook his head. 


“Not much to report, I’m afraid. Basil and Sidra have barely slept since the Kaisen incident. 
They’re out searching whenever they aren’t eating or training. Thankfully, Mojito stepped in 
and knocked them out cold. They should wake up in a couple of hours.” 


“What about Lanson and the others?” 


“Goku and friends have continued their training in your absence. As for Lanson... he has 
been acting... irregular as of late.” 


“Lemme guess: partyin’ all night long, binge-eating, one-night stands galore?” (Brief pause). 
“Gods damn it...” 


Anise shook her head. 


“Champa almost had a nervous breakdown when you got hurt, Cim. Vegeta and he have been 
at each other’s throats almost every day. [Can t say I blame the guy, but still...].” 


“Lanson... take us back to Earth, Whis. I need to see my brother.” 


Meager luggage in hand, Anise and Okocim each held on to one of Whis’s shoulders. Though 
the warp to Universe 7 lasted a mere instant, it seemed to stretch into eternity, at least as far 
as the late Lord Beerus was concerned. The fallen Destroyer smiled as the Tien-Shin pupil 
looked on in utter awe. 


“Breathtaking, isn’t it?” 

“I’ve never seen so much color before. You used to watch this all the time?” 
Okocim frowned. 

“Yeah... I’m sorry, Anise. It’s just... I’ve been holding everyone back, haven’t I?” 
“That’s not true, Okocim.” 


“It is, Whis! How the hell am I gonna make up for all that lost time!? I still can’t fly right, for 
fuck’s sake!” 


“Don’t worry. We still have plenty of time.” 
“Are you sure?” 


“Positive... truth be told, I’m relieved to see you like this.” (Brief pause). “Let me rephrase 
that... you used to fret and worry all the time before your ascension.” 


“Yeah... I was such a huge pain in the ass, wasn’t I?” 
“Don’t say things like that!” 

The son of Lech and his former instructor turned to Anise. 
“Sorry “bout that... guess I’m worried, too.” 


The Attendant and felines kept silent for the rest of the trip. It was almost noon by the time 
they emerged outside of Capsule Corp. Wasn’t long before the group reached the Briefs 
Mansion, where a surly Vegeta received them, much to Okocim’s trepidation. 


“You...” 
“H-Hello, Vegeta... is Lanson around?” 


The Saiyan Prince returned to the kitchen without a word. It wasn’t long before the Sphygian 
connected the dots. 


“T’d better go talk to him.” 


“Hate to leave you so soon, but I must report to the Omni-King and Grand Priest. They’ll be 
most pleased with your recovery.” 


“Ok, Whis... when you see Zen-Oh, tell him I said thanks, will you? His people did save my 
sorry ass, after all.” 


“I’d better head back to the Lookout, too. Cumin and Fennel must be worried sick. There’s 
also all that lost training I gotta make up for.” 


The Sphygian allowed himself an easy smile. 


“T understand. Thank you for everything, Anise... same to you, Whis. You guys really came 
through for me back there.” 


“You’re welcome, Okocim. Come along, Anise. I’ll drop you off at the Lookout.” 


Once his traveling companions took their leave, an uneasy Okocim followed Vegeta into the 
kitchen. The ex-Hakaishin caught the scent of tomatoes, onions, celery, parsley, chicken, and 
other ingredients added to a pot of stew simmering over the stove. Ladle in hand, Vegeta 
served a plate for himself, then signaled for Okocim to do the same. 


“Maybe later... I’m not really all that hungry. Is Lanson in his room?” 

“Make yourself useful and take his lunch to him while you’re at it.” 

“It’s that bad, huh?” 

Vegeta scoffed. It didn’t take Master Zuno to realize he wasn’t in a particularly chatty mood. 
“Guess I'd better not belabor the point, then...].” 


Warmers and other utensils in hand, the artist formerly known as Beerus commandeered a 
serving trolley and took an elevator to the second floor, where his and Lanson’s quarters 
were. The Sphygian knocked a good three times before he heard a familiar voice. 


“W-W-W-Who i-i-i-i-is it-t-t-t-t?” 
“It’s me, Lanson... Okocim.” 
“C-C-Cim... y-y-you’re 0-0-ok...” 


“(Is he really that depressed? I thought he’d be happier about it...]. m comin’ in, Champ.” 


The former God of Destruction’s teeth chattered the moment he opened the door. The AC 
was at full blast by the time the lean Sphygian spotted a downcast Lanson lying on his bed. 


Books, magazines, and other items strewn about, the fur of the late Lord Champa had 
assumed khaki hues mixed with brindled Marengo-clair patterns. In Okocim’s eyes, however, 
his twin now bore a featureless grey interrupted by black-colored marks. By the time the son 
of Lech started to serve food, he’d noticed that the eyelids of the portly feline were much 
puffier than usual. 


““W-W-What a-a-a-are w-w-we h-h-hav-v-v-ing?” 

“Some kinda stew Vegeta made.” 

The once and future Champa frowned. 

“V-V-V-V- Vegeta... h-h-h-he m-m-m-must h-h-h-hate m-m-me n-n-now...” 
“What makes you say that?” (Brief pause). “Lanson... are you feeling ok?” 
““W-W-What a-a-a-a-b-b-b-bout y-you? Y-Y-You a-a-alright?” 

Okocim cracked a nervous grin. 


“Tf by ‘alright’ you mean if I’m functioning in such a way that I can at least pass for a 
halfway normal and well-adjusted fella (though Supreme Kai knows I’m anything but), then 
yeah, I’m alright... sure, I got stabbed through my gut, nearly got killed by that Displeaser 
Agent, but I pulled through.” 


“D-D-D-Displacer A-A-A gent-t-t-t-t.” 
“Come again?” 


“T-They’re c-c-c-called-d-d D-Displacer Agents. V-V- Vegeta t-t-t-told m-me a-a-all about it- 
t-t.” 


“My bad.” 


Having served his sibling, Okocim poured another bowl for himself, then invited the ex- 
Destroyer from Universe 6 to sit at a nearby table. 


“(What should I do now? Do I just cut the crap and go like ‘I hear you’re acting out again. I 
want you to stop’? No... he’s never responded well to that... didnt stop Mother from doin’ it 
all the time, though. Better use tact...]. 


“C-C-Cim...” 
“Yeah, Lan?” 


““Y-Y-Y-You s-s-s-sure y-y-y-you’re f-f-f-feelin’ ok?" 


“Why do you ask?” 


“T-I-It’s j-j-just... I-I-I’m n-n-not u-used t-t-to you be-e-e-eing s-s-so... nice. I-I-It’s w-w- 
weird.” 


Okocim sighed. 


“If it helps you feel any better, I’m not used to you being quiet... or miserable. Can’t say I 
like the new you or the new me... then again, I don’t particularly care for the old us, either.” 


“M-M-M-Meaning?” 
The disgraced Hakaishin shook his head. 


“What the hell happened to us, Champ? We turned into such fucking monsters (pardon my 
language) when we ascended.” 


“M-Monsters? I-I-I-I th-th-think y-y-you’re e-exag-g-g-erat-t-t-ing a little, B-B-B-Bee.” 
“What, blowing up planets and committing universe-wide genocide’s no skin off your nose?” 


“I-I d-d-didn’t s-say t-that! A-A-A-A// of us d-d-d-d-did those things, b-bro! M-Me, M-M- 
Mother, F-F-Father, G-G-Grandfather, G-G-G-G-Grandm-m-m-mother, Liq-q-q-q-qulir, G- 
G-G-Geene, A-A-Arak, J-Jerez! H-H-Hell, Z-Z-Zen-O-O-Oh 0-0-0-once e-e-erased an ent-t- 
t-tire t-t-timeline j-j-just t-t-to g-g-get r-r-rid of o-one p-p-person.” 


“Don’t remind me. I could spend the rest of my life not thinking about that gods-damned 
Zamasu... ‘sides, it was just a rhetorical question.” (Brief pause). “Wish I could say it was the 
Energy of Destruction, Father, or whatever, but I can’t. Life would be too damn easy if we 
could just do whatever the fuck we wanted (pardon my language), blame somebody or 
somethin’ else, and get away with everything.” 


“Y-Y-Y-Y-You ap-p-p-pol-l-logize t-too f-f-freaking m-much, C-Cim. I-I-It’s k-kinda a-an-n- 
n-n-oying... n-no of-f-f-f-ense.” 


The artist formerly known as Beerus allowed himself a kind smile. 
“Cim... you haven’t called me that since we were kids.” 
“Y-Y-You h-h-hav-v-v-ve’ nt c-c-called m-m-me L-L-Lan s-s-since t-t-then, e-e-either.” 


“Those were the days, bro.” (Frowns). “Then training happened... Father happened... Mother 
happened... Zen-Oh happened... we happened... As—etc. We started competing all the time... 
I was sleeping every other century... you were doing your own thing.” (Facepalms hard). 
“Gods, I’m so fucking stupid!” 


“H-H-Hey, I f-f-f-fucked u-u-up t-t-too, y-y-y’ know.” 


“T’m the oldest. I should’ve known better.” 


“W-W-W-We’ re t-t-t-t-twins, O-O-Okoc-c-c-im. We’re b-b-b-both t-t-the old-d-d-dest.” 
(Brief pause). “D-D-Don’t b-b-b-blame y-y-y-yourself f-for some-th-th-thing that w-w-w- 
wasn’t y-y-your f-fault... a-at l-l-least n-n-not e-e-entire-l-l-l-y.” (Frowns). “D-D-Do y-y-y-y- 
you s-s-still think-k-k-k a-a-about h-her?” 

“Who? You mean Karasa?” 

“A-A-Asahi...” 


Silence. The former Destroyer narrowly retained control over his own mind. 


“Lanson, I... Whis used to prepare such banquets. Can’t remember if I said ‘thank you’... 
even once.” 


The son of Brulle shook his head. 


“T-J-I m-m-m-miss V-V-V-Vados, t-t-too. I-I-I was s-s-s-such a jerk to h-h-her... t-t-to e-e-e- 
very-b-b-b-body.” 


Okocim steeled himself. It had to be now, while he still had the courage. It took all of two 
seconds for the Sphygian to choose his next words. 


“I saw Whis when I was cooped up at Zen-Oh’s place, Champ. He told me what you’ve been 
up to lately. You can’t go on like this...” 


No response. The twins ate in silence for nearly half a minute. 
“Lanson... I know you can hear me.” 


The once and future Champa held his peace. Some two or three minutes went by before his 
twin spoke again. 


“Lanson, please... I’m tryin’ my best here, but I can’t help you if you don’t help me.” 


The portly Sphygian took some three or four more bites without a word. One despondent sigh 
and a defeated yawn later, Lanson Brulle-Sa girded up his loins. 


“C-Cim... there’s s-s-s-something I h-h-have to t-t-tell you...” 


Swallowing hard, the former Lord Champa started sweating profusely. Okocim cautiously put 
his hand on his twin’s shoulder. 


“| That face... its déjà vu all over again, alright...]. It’s ok, Lan. I won’t get angry.” 
“P-P-Promise?”’ 
“Promise.” 


Silence. Some three or four false starts later, the dethroned Destroyer God of Universe 6 
managed to speak. 


“C-Cim... I... I-I d-d-d-did s-s-something stupid. I-I w-was at-t-t this p-p-party... I-I-I m-m- 
met this g-g-g-girl... h-h-her n-n-name’s B-B-Bess... m-m-m-me an’ B-B-Bess... w-w-we g- 
g-g-g-got d-d-d-drunk and... w-w-w-we w-w-w-woke up-p-p-p 1-i-in b-b-bed the n-n-next m- 
m-m-m-m-morning. B-B-Bess c-c-came b-b-b-b-b-b-by the d-d-d-day b-b-before y-y-y- 
yesterday, s-s-s-said she... she’s p-p-pregnant...” 


Blinking in utter stupefaction, the former Lord Beerus made to speak, only for his tongue to 
defy him. The Sphygian was seconds away from slapping himself by the time he managed to 
say something. 


“What! ?” 


““S-S-She t-t-told m-m-me s-s-she h-h-hasn’t-t-t-t been w-w-with o-o-other m-m-m-males. C- 
C-Cim, I... I-I-I’m s-s-s-so... sc-sc-sce-sc-scared...” 


The once and future Champa sobbed raucously. Okocim was at a loss. Part of him was 
furious... but at whom? 


Lanson? That Bess female? 


The older twin kept silent for well over five minutes. The ex-Hakaishin from the Universe of 
Trust didn’t know what to say, let alone what to do with himself. Part of him wanted to punch 
Lanson square in the face, tell him he was an idiot and a fuckup, get out of his life, and never 
return... 


Okocim shuddered. 
“(I’m turning into Father... dear gods...].” 


What did the other part want? To walk away from it all. Such disgraceful behavior would not 
stand! That rotund failure would have to work out his salvation all by his lonesome... 


Okocim trembled. 
“(Scratch that... guess I take more after Mother].” 


Lanson’s blubbering brought the cat man back to the real world. Desperate to do/say 
something, anything, Okocim called his brother’s name. Looking up, the son of Brulle began 
to cough and hack strenuously. 


“Lanson!” 
Another day, another asthma attack. 
“S-S-Stand... t-t-t-there...” 


Following his sibling's finger, Okocim found an inhaler on top of a nightstand, not far from 
the bed... no time to waste! Upon ministering the medicine, the cat man anxiously listened for 
any signs of improvement. Lanson’s breathing gradually grew less frantic, then eventually 
calmed. 


“Lanson, I... you ok?” (Brief pause). “L-Look, I... lunch is getting cold. We should... never 
mind.” 


The felines ate in silence. Some five minutes later, Okocim glanced back at Lanson as he 
cleared the table. 


“Champ... look, I...” 


“J-I-I’m s-s-s-sorry, O-O-Okocim... I-I’m s-s-s-so s-s-sorry...’ 


“I know, bro. Look... just take it easy for now. We’ll figure something out. I'll help any way I 
can, but you’re gonna have to do your part, too. Know what I mean?” (Brief pause). 
“Probably should swing by the Lookout, let the others know I’m ok. Plus, there’s like a 
whole week’s worth of training I gotta catch up on. I’ll be back tonight. We’ll have dinner 
with Bulma and her family.” 


“P-P-P-Promise?” 

Okocim smiled. 

“Cross my heart.” 

Kami's Lookout, five minutes later... 


Okocim and Vegeta warped into the middle of the courtyard. Blinking in utter puzzlement, 
the Sphygian knelt and felt the tiles with the palm of his hand. 


“Unreal... to think we were at Capsule Corp not two seconds ago. You have to teach me, 
Vegeta! I just gotta learn that Instant Transmission technique!” 


“Talk to Kakarot. His version should be easier for you to handle.” 

“PII be back tonight. Call me if you need help with Lanson, will you?” 

The scoffing Saiyan Prince warped away. Just then, a familiar voice reached Okocim’s ears. 
“Lord Beerus!” 

Before the cat man next blinked, Son Goku grabbed him in a tight embrace. 

“G... Go... Gok... u... y... you’re...” 

“Oh... my bad.” 

Slightly mortified by now, the strongest warrior in the Multiverse released his pupil. 

“Sorry “bout that... I’m just so happy to see you! You really had us worried there.” 
“(Why?).” 


“What was that?” 


“Nothing, Goku. Let’s go. Got a lot of make-up training to do.” 


“You should say hi to Piccolo and the others first. They’ II all be happy to see you, ‘specially 
since Dende has a guest over.” 


“(A guest?|. If you insist... no more screwing around after that, ok?” 


It wasn’t long before teacher and pupil reached the Training Hall, where Nappa and Raditz 
trained with Sidra, Basil, Shu, and the Tien-Shin Trio. The damage from Kaisen’s attack had 
already been repaired... for the most part. Mr. Popo was nothing if not efficient. 


“Okocim!” 


Followed by the others, the waving Anise ran to the grinning Sphygian. Even Fennel seemed 
relieved to see him... for all of a few seconds. Much to the fallen Destroyer’s puzzlement, the 
axolotl’s steely glance fell upon the doorway Okocim and Goku had just entered through. 


“Fennel, buddy? Something wrong?” 


An uneasy Cumin looked around everywhere. The rooster lad was on high alert, as if danger 
would pop out of nowhere any moment now. 


“D-Didn’t Master Goku tell you, Mr. Beerus?” 
“You mean about Dende’s guest? Yeah, I” 


The late Lord Beerus couldn’t continue. Before anyone could react, a gelid wave of spite 
washed over the Training Hall and everyone in it. 


Okocim froze... it couldn’t be! 
“(Not here! Not now! Not him!).” 


Piccolo, Dende and Popo made the scene, followed by Whis and two other fellows, both 
Sphygians. First and foremost was a muscle-gutted male of indeterminate age, whose eyes 
and countenance bore an uncanny likeness to Lanson’s. 


If Okocim didn’t know better, he would’ve assumed he was looking at an alternate timeline 
version of the late Lord Champa, one that pumped iron and trained with the same zeal his 
twin's former self stuffed his face. Speaking of faces, a pair of sharpened fangs protruded 
from the newcomer’s upper jaw, left one slightly longer than the right one. That seemingly 
boundless galaxy of scars and gashes all over the visage, arms, pretty much elsewhere in the 
unclothed upper body was another dead giveaway, same for the outfit: a jewel-decked metal 
cuirass resembling platinum, ornate ear studs, bracelets, rings around the middle and index 
finger of both hands, a fine, silken black sash around the waist, Xanadu grey pants, and a 
crown-like headdress bearing Universe 7’s sigil in the middle. 


No doubt about it. This fellow was none other than Hakaishin Emeritus Tusker XXXV, son of 
Lager, of the Noble and Distinguished House of Artois. 


“F-Father...” 


Goku and the other Z-Fighters exchanged perplexed responses to the tune of ‘that’s Beerus’s 
father!?’, ‘I don’t believe it!’, ‘what’s the matter with Beerus?’, etc. Okocim began to sweat 
like he’d been training nonstop for the past couple of eons. Heartbeat all over the place, the 
former Lord Beerus frantically looked around till he found her. 


“TAnise!].” 
Had Tusker seen her!? Would his father— 


No time to waste! Nearly blind and deaf to the world around him, Okocim grabbed the 
dancer by her left wrist. 


“Okocim!?” 

Run! Didn’t matter where, didn’t matter how far. Her life depended on it. 
“Stop right there, fuckup!” 

“Lord Tusker!” 


The voices of Whis and the older male echoed throughout the Training Hall. A stiff Okocim 
released the female’s arm, only to gasp soon after: Anise’s blood trickled down to the floor, 
his own fingernails tainted a humid crimson. 


The dancer was about to untie the scarf around her head, only to change plans at the last 
minute, when Fennel gave her a clean handkerchief. Glowering at the fallen god, the axolotl 
made to attack Okocim. 


“Fennel, don’t! It was an accident!” 


Held in place by Anise, the youngest Tien-Shin pupil made what sounded like a growl, then 
relented. A horrified Okocim stared at his own hands like they belonged to someone else. 


They were red... they were stained. He had spilled blood once again... innocent blood. 
Once a Destroyer, always a Destroyer. 

“TAsahi... Karasa... Sekhmet... House Artois... House Stellus... Anise...].” 

YOU LITTLE FUCKUP! 

WHY THE FUCK ARE YOU STILL ALIVE!? 

YOU’RE A DAMN FOOL, SOFT, STUPID, AND WEAK, LIKE THE OLD MAN! 


All those eons, all that work and sacrifice... THIS IS WHAT I HAVE TO SHOW FOR IT!? 
THIS!? 


Okocim Lech-Sa, formerly Beerus the Destroyer, tried to speak. Fearful and trembling, he 
barely managed to utter a pitiful mewl before his tears fell to the ground and a rancid stench 
filled the Training Hall: another accident. The dampness in his crotch told the Sphygian thus 
as he fled as fast as his legs could carry him. 


“LORD BEERUS!” 


Was that Goku calling out to him? Did the damn monkey decide enough was enough and set 
out to kill himself a scrawny-ass cat? 


“Figures... all those eons, and you’re still a gods-damned coward.” 
“THAT’S ENOUGH, LORD TUSKER!” 

“TAnise, Asahi, Karasa... I’m sorry...].” 

Twenty minutes later... 


Okocim couldn’t remember how or when he reached his room. Naked save for a fresh pair of 
boxer shorts, teary eyes bloodshot, the cat man sat in his bed. 


“T Stupid, stupid, fucking stupid! The fuck was I thinking, agreeing to train with Goku!? 
Anise... gods, I’m... I’m such a fucking coward!].” 


The feline sighed. His divinity was a thing of the past, yet the wicked principle still 
slumbered in his very flesh and bone. 


“TOnce a Destroyer, always a Destroyer).” 


The former God of Destruction looked upon his hands. Was there really something wrong 
with him? Was the Omni-King playing yet another sick joke on somebody he just couldn’t 
hate enough? 


Who could he ask for help? Lanson? He already had a lot on his plate, with a kid on the way 
and whatnot. 


Bulma? All the antidepressants and therapy sessions in the world wouldn’t do jack shit now. 
Dende? Didn’t take Grand Priest to tell this was beyond his abilities. 


King Kai? Maybe in a coupla eons, after he’d forgotten all about being dead and getting his 
planet blown up over a damn videogame. 


Old Kai? Wasn’t he busy ogling females or going through another stack of Tijuana bibles? 
Plus, he was probably still sore over that whole getting-trapped-inside-a-magic-sword-for- 
gods-know-how-long deal. 


Shin? Not counting the Potara earrings, since when had he been useful for anything? 


Vegeta? Maybe next time, when Okocim felt in the mood for assisted suicide. 


Whis? Not even he could put that brute in his place. 
Grand Priest? See “assisted suicide.” 
Zen-Oh? As above, so below. 


Goku? He was only the greatest living warrior in the history of the Multiverse. Unless he’d 
been secretly moonlighting as a miracle worker all this time, he wouldn’t be of much help, 
either. 


“Grandfather...” 


Blanton Bourbon-Sa, formerly God of Destruction Lager XLVIII, son of Woodford, of House 
Artois... funny the fallen Hakaishin should have nothing but fond memories of him. The old 
tom could be an authoritarian like his own son and as stern as his daughter-in-law, yet even at 
his worst he was a sweet ol’ cuddlebug compared to Afsnath and Tusker at their best. 


Okocim had last seen him eons ago, when Tusker was still Hakaishin of Universe 7 and he 
himself was barely nine or ten human years old. It all started coming back to him: Blanton 
would arrive at the front gate of Castle Artois in Sekhmet. More often than not, he’d come 
bearing gifts and a smile that could light up the whole damn Multiverse. 


Okocim was guaranteed to have a good day whenever he was around. Tusker’s servants 
wouldn’t dare harass the boy on their master’s behalf. All it took was a couple of Hakais from 
Lord Lager to get the point across. 


Strangely enough, Blanton had a cordial, even warm relationship with Brulle Féverte-Se, his 
son Lech’s wife from the rival House Marnier. Shame the same couldn’t be said for Lech 
himself. The late Lord Beerus sighed. If he’d had a zenni for every time Tusker and his father 
argued, he wouldn’t need to work a day in his life... same applied to Afsnath and her 
estranged hubby. 


So many times Okocim had wanted to ask his father what things were like when he was a 
child. The artist yet to be known as Beerus may have been crazy, but he most certainly wasn’t 
stupid... still, the cat boy would gladly put up with day-long training sessions, all the yelling 
and insults in the world, if he could just catch a glimpse of Blanton at Castle Artois. 


Then one day it just stopped. Lager wasn’t seen or heard of for a week, two, three, four, then 
a month, another, another, and another... only one person could’ve known what was going on. 


(Translated from Standard Sekhmetian). “{Father? Why hasn’t Grandfather come to visit us? 
It’s been so long since—}.” 


Tusker barely spared a side-glance. 
“None of your business. See to your lessons, boy}.” 


That had been it. Okocim knew better than to belabor the point, so he went on with his life 
till he next saw Afsnath, Vados, and Lanson on leave from Universe 6. 


The lad mustered his courage anew. His words had yet to die out by the time the Hakaishin of 
Universe 6 shut her eyes as if on the verge of weeping. 
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“{Little one... your grandfather, he... he’s gone, Okocim}. 
“*Gone where?}.” 

Tusker grumbled to his heart’s content. 

“{He’s dead. He had many enemies}.” 

“{What!? When did it happen!?}.” 

“Nothing to busy yourself with, boy. Stop being a pest}.” 
“{Lech!}.” 


Tusker walked away, with Afsnath hot on his heels. As if on cue, Vados and Whis ushered the 
cubs out of the room: the boys’ parents were on the verge of yet another argument. Veritable 
eons after the fact, Okocim could recite most of them verbatim, yet this one in particular was 
seared into his memory. 


Afsnath: “{How dare you!? The boy lost someone he loved dearly! You’re too hard on 
him!}.” 


Tusker: “ {Somebody has to be, you weak-hearted female! You keep rushing over to kiss him 
every time he scrapes his damn knees or something! Remember who we are! }.” 


Afsnath: “{Call me weak again and Ill gouge your eyes out! I know who we are... you, 
however, seem to have forgotten who you are! }.” 


Tusker (solemn): “{I am Tusker, son of Lager, of House Artois, God of Destruction of the 
Seventh Universe by the will of Zen-Oh All-Sovereign. I—}.” 


Afsnath: “{Spare the gods-damned protocol! Right now you are not the Hakaishin of 
Universe 7: you are the father of these children! Remember that! }.” 


Tusker: “{We’ve had this discussion far too many times, Brulle. You’re too damn emotional. 
You need to stop thinking like a mother and train the other one like I’m training this brat. 
Otherwise, they’re both gonna be fuckups for the rest of their worthless lives!}.” 


Afsnath: “{His name is Lanson, and he’s your son as much as Okocim is mine! Also, /’m too 
emotional! You explode at them every time they do something you don’t like! Keep that up 
and you won’t have to worry about our sons being fuckups. There won’t be anything left for 
you to fuck up!}.” 


Tusker (grunts): “{You have exactly one minute to get out of my fucking face before I claw 
yours to shreds}.” 


Afsnath: “{You wouldn’t dare}.” 


Tusker: “{I can be pretty damn cruel when I want to be. We’ve been married far too long for 
you not to know that, Brulle... then again, you know plenty about it yourself}.” 


Afsnath (hisses): “{You know what, Lech? I’m glad Blanton is gone. If nothing else, he 
won’t have to see the absolute turd of a male you have become}.” 


Tusker: “{Really, now? Wonder what Desclan would think if she could’ve seen it, how her 
only daughter would turn into a man-hating skag with a black hole where her heart should 
be}.” 


Afsnath: “{Don’t talk to me about my mother or my heart! Yours shriveled up and died eons 
ago... assuming you ever had one}.” 


Tusker: “{I did. You ripped it outta me}.” 


Afsnath: “{Don’t pretend you’re hurt about that. We both know better. You certainly haven’t 
curbed your dalliances}.” (Brief pause). “ {Ill tell you one last thing. I am furious at you for a 
great many reasons, yet that is the least of them}.” 


Tusker (yawns): “{You done with your preachin’, woman? I’ve got better things to do than 
listen to whiny brats}.” 


Afsnath (growls): “{You won’t have to. Not for much longer}.” (Removes her wedding band 
and tosses it to the floor). “{We are done and over with, Lech Blanton-Sa. I’ve reached an 
agreement with the Omni-King and Grand Priest: once Lanson ascends, I will divorce you}.” 


Tusker (laughs uproariously): “{‘Once Lanson ascends...’ oh Brulle, you and that wild 
imagination of yours! }.” (Brief pause). “{You... you’re serious... you know what that means, 
don’t you?}.” 


Afsnath: “{All beings die sooner or later... gods are no exception. If relinquishing my 
immortality, godhood, and titles is what it takes to get you out of my life, that’s a price I’m 
willing to pay}.” 


Tusker: “{Brulle... do you realize what you’re doing?}.” 


Afsnath (chuckles): “{What’s this? Tusker, son of Lager, showing concern for someone other 
than himself? I guess some good did come out of this marriage, after all... a pity it doesn’t 
even begin to compensate for all that wasted time and energy}.” 


Tusker: “{Yeah, like being married to you was such a fucking joyride! You have any idea 
how much bullshit I’ve had to put up with from you and your lousy house, Brulle!? At this 
point, I'll consider myself lucky if that hunk of lard, that so-called other son of 

mine, doesn t grow up to be an immature bitch with entitlement issues, like his mother! }.” 


Afsnath: “{I could say the same about Okocim and you. I would sooner see him dead than 
take after you. I’m tired, Lech... sick and tired. I could fill the Infinite Library with all the 
reasons why I hate you. Even so, I’m willing to look past all of it, except for what you have 


done to our sons... and that}.” (Brief pause). “ {I will never forgive you. Blanton himself 
wouldn’t}.” 


Tusker: “{Leave my father out of this. You don’t deserve to speak his name... just like you 
don’t deserve to speak Sappora’s}.” 


Afsnath: “{Her name is Asahi! She was my daughter too, you vicious, brutish, two-faced, 
self-absorbed, self-pitying, son-devouring, kin-slaying, pathetic excuse for a male! I’m all too 
glad she perished before you twisted her into your own image and likeness! If only we had 
been as lucky!}.” 


A knock on the door... who could it be? Vegeta, ready to evict the former Lord Beerus from 
the world of the living with a well-placed Galick Gun? Tien, charging up a Tri-Beam to 
reduce the damn cat to a crater the size of Earth’s Moon? Goku, all set to disintegrate him 
with a Kamehameha, or otherwise keep gushing rainbows and spewing sugarplum fairies out 
of that empty head of his? Bulma, heading a SWAT team to lock him up and throw away the 
key? 


The door opened as the Sphygian turned. Outside stood... 
“Anise...” 
“Hey...” 


The cat woman wore a bandage where Okocim scratched her. Rather than angry, however, 
she seemed... worried? 


The former deity stood up. He was about to ask what she was doing there, only to remember 
he was practically naked, turning beet red as he anxiously scrambled to cover up. 


“Oh gods, I-I-I’m so sorry! L-L-Lemme put on some pants and—” 
“Okocim... it’s ok.” 


The Tien-Shin pupil embraced the fallen Hakaishin. The artist formerly known as Beerus 
briefly lost all notion of space and time. 


A hug? From a female? Those had been few and far between throughout his life. Now, 
however, this virtual stranger, whom he had injured, was giving him one... while he was a 
mere garment away from indecent exposure. 


“[Supreme-Kai s-sake-stay-put-stay-put-stay-put-don t-make-this-worse-oh-gods-oh-gods-oh- 
gods-I’m-so-going-to-Hell-for-this!].” 


Half a minute in, Anise mercifully released the disgraced warrior. 


“Wow... he’s so warm and velvety... |. It was an accident. I know that... but that’s not what 
I’m here for. I want to know what happened out there, when we met Tusker. You were 
sweating and crying. You kept staring at your hands, like they had blood on them.” 


“They did have blood on them... yours. You also forgot the part where I, a grown-ass cat, 
pissed myself in front of everybody.” 


“I won’t judge you for that.” (Brief pause). “I don’t have the right.” 
Okocim nearly gasped. 
“Anise... d-don’t tell me you... h-how!? Why!? H-Hold on a sec...” 


At last the Sphygian had the presence of mind to put on some pants, a t-shirt, and a pair of 
sandals. Afterward, he sat on the bed alongside the Tien-Shin pupil, who’d thankfully left the 
door open. Looking on ahead, Anise could almost see the events unfold all over again. 


“I don’t remember much about my early life. My parents must’ve died when I was a cub... 
either that, or they abandoned me. I lived in an orphanage at Villa Lozada, a small border 
town in the mountains. The nuns who took us in gave us the town’s name, ‘Lozada’, as a 
surname, till we got adopted or were old enough to live on our own. We were very poor. The 
nuns were kind for the most part, but very strict. They wouldn’t let us leave the table till we’d 
eaten every last bit of rice, every speck of bread. I still remember what Sister Ana used to tell 
us: “Comanselo todo, niños. Es pecado desperdiciar comida.” (Brief pause). “Spanish. 
Roughly translated, it means ‘clean up your plate, kids. It’s a sin to waste food’. I was around 
five years old when a human couple adopted me. They groomed me to be an assassin for Don 
Ruggiero, a crime boss who was a big deal ten or eleven years ago.” 


Eyes humid, Anise allowed herself to cry. 


“The day I turned fourteen, the Don had his goons take me to some place deep in a forest, 
where some creepy old man with long white hair was supposed to ‘do some work’ on me. H- 
He... he was stitching me by the time I woke up. My whole body hurt like hell: I could see 
pieces of my own flesh. There was... there was blood everywhere. The old man said 
something. I didn’t catch the exact words, but it was something more or less like this: ‘The 
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procedure was a success. I’ll be expecting full payment by tomorrow night’. 


Anise showed the Sphygian her prosthetic arm and tail, then undid the handkerchief over her 
head. Much to his everlasting shame, Okocim Lech-Sa flinched. The back of Lozada’s head 
and neck pulsated with thick, ever-busy veins and arteries. A good ten seconds passed before 
she donned the scarf anew. 


“After that I went back to the Don, and it was business as usual for the next five years. One 
night, I was ordered to kill a rival crime boss who lived deeper within the mountains. I made 
my way there, ready to sneak from outside and slit the creep’s throat as he slept... somebody 
had tipped off my target. His men ambushed me, shot me with machine guns ‘till they ran out 
of bullets, then threw me in a ditch somewhere. I would’ve died if one of Master Tien’s 
students hadn’t found me and given me a Senzu Bean right there and then. He took me to the 
Tien-Shin Dojo, where I met Master Tien. He came to visit me in the sick room, offered me a 
place to stay, no questions asked. All he wanted in exchange was help with chores. He didn’t 
know about me. He would’ve thrown me out if he had. Anybody else would have... 


I... I couldn’t live with myself. I had nightmares about the Don, the people I killed, the 
operation. One day, I couldn’t take it anymore. I told Tien who I was, what I’d been trained to 
do, how I hated myself for it. I was expecting him to kill me, or at least throw me out. He... 
Pll never forget what he said: ‘It’s a good thing you regret what you did, Anise, but hating 
yourself is no way to live. Stay here and let us train you. Even if you can’t undo all those 
crimes, you can still become someone different, someone who protects life instead of taking 
It’. 


I met Fennel and Cumin about a year later. They were in even worse shape when we took 
them to Capsule Corp. All of us were missing limbs and had scars all over our bodies. Mrs. 
Briefs designed better prostheses for us and agreed to cover our treatment at the Medical 
Center. She did some research. The three of us were part of an illegal research project called 
Operation Sanyuan, under the care of Dr. Gero and some old colleagues of his.” 


Okocim was practically sweating buckets by now. 


“I... Pve heard of Gero. He created Piccolo’s student, Android 21, turned 17 and 18 into... 
well, androids.” 


“He did the same to me. Those colleagues I just mentioned, they were... Faruq and Kari 
Jintan... Cumin’s parents, and Chervil Marathos... Fennel’s father. The three of us, we’re 
android prototypes. Remember that old saying: ‘See no evil, hear no evil, speak no evil’? I 
don’t know what Gero and the rest had in mind, and to be honest, I don’t care, but there’s 
gotta be a reason why they made us... like this.” 


Anise removed a hearing aid from her right ear. The late Lord Beerus nearly gasped. 


“Y-You’re... deaf?” (Brief pause). “‘See no evil, hear no evil, speak no evil’... that means... 
Cumin is blind, and Fennel...” 


“...is mute.” (Brief pause). “Okocim?” 


Having tuned out the world around him, the fallen Hakaishin sank his fingernails into the 
palms of his hands. Floor and bedsheets bloodstained, the son of Lech began to weep. 


“Bastard...” 

“Okocim?” 

“Bastard!” 

“Cim!” 

“THAT FUCKING BASTARD!” 


Anise gasped. Leaping out of bed, the Sphygian stared on ahead at the opened door, as if 
expecting Gero and company to darken its threshold any minute now. 


“Okocim!” 


Just then, the artist formerly known as Beerus came back to his senses. Once the Sphygian 
directed Anise to a first-aid kit at his nightstand, the Tien-Shin pupil proceeded to bandage 
both hands. 


“You seriously have to stop doing that, Cim.” 

“I’m sorry... my temper gets the better of me sometimes. It’s just...” 

“I’m the one who should be sorry. I didn’t mean to rile you up like that. I—” 
“Tt’s all my fault.” 

“Huh? What are you talking about?" 


“I was the God of Destruction of this Universe. I... I should’ve stopped those sons of bitches, 
made sure they wouldn’t hurt you guys.” 


“Cim?” 
“Gods, I’m such a piece of sh—” 
“CIM!” 


The Sphygian nearly jumped. A few decibels more, and the scream could’ve been heard all 
the way on Sekhmet. 


“I’m sorry. I can’t stand hearing you speak that way about yourself.” (Brief pause). “Did you 
know about this when you were a god?” 


“No. If I had, I... I would’ve stopped it... I think... no... I definitely would have. What Gero 
and the rest did to you guys... it’s unforgivable. I’m sorry, Anise. You have every right in the 
world to hate me. You wouldn’t have gone through that if I hadn’t been so selfish, so 
stupid...” 


“I could say the same about myself.” (Brief pause). “If only I'd been braver... if Pd known 
then what I know now, I would’ve run away from the orphanage, escaped from the Don, not 
gone into that forest... who knows? Maybe I wouldn’t have killed so many people.” 


“There's no way to know for certain. Who’s to say you wouldn't have stayed, died trying to 
escape, etc.? Plus, had any of those things happened... we might never have met.” 


“Cim... that’s exactly what I came here to tell you. You’re not alone in this. Cume, Fenn, me, 
we’ ve all done terrible things.” 


“Anise, the things I used to do were more than just terrible. Didn’t Tien tell you what Gods of 
Destruction do?” 


“He once said they’re like the Grim Reapers of the Multiverse. Just as the Kais have the 
power to create, they have the power to destroy. They’re supposed to keep balance in the 
Universe so there’s not too much Creation or too much Destruction... something like that.” 


Okocim sighed a soul-rending sigh. 


“He didn’t tell you...” (Brief pause). “Anise... I... I pretty much crapped and pissed all over 
that balance the whole time I was a Destroyer. I hardly ever did my job, and when I did, I 
used to do whatever the fuck I wanted, however I wanted. I went overboard pretty much all 
the time, snuffed out billions of lives without a second thought, or allowed others to do it for 
me. Gods know how any of you guys were ever born after me and my family let Frieza and 
others like him run amok for eons. Hell, Z am the reason why Universe 7 had to fight in the 
Tournament of Power! Didn’t you know that already?” 


“No, but I did know about the time you almost destroyed Earth ‘coz Buu wouldn’t let you 
have a pudding cup. There’s also the time you slapped Mrs. Briefs, blew up her time 
machine...” (Chuckles). “...and how you scared Shenron shitless that time Goku asked him 
about the Super Saiyan God... shame I missed that one!” 


The deposed ex-deity stared in disbelief. 

“Y-You know all that stuff, and you... you don t hate me?” 

“Why would anybody hate you?” 

“Hello! I just explained every reason why! I-I am a monster, Anise!” 
“Just like me... just like Fenn and Cume.” 

“All you guys did was kill people!” 

“You say it like it’s not that big of a deal.” 


“I-I didn’t say it wasn’t! Anise, I... I wiped out entire civilizations, planets, galaxies, solar 
systems, in a matter of seconds! I even used to erase folks from existence ‘coz they annoyed 
and/or offended me!” 


“And how do you feel about that?” 
The fallen Hakaishin glowered at his own reflection before the mirror. 


“It was wrong... fucking wrong! Worst part is, I did all that because I let myself become a 
stuck-up jerk with entitlement issues, which wouldn t have happened if I’d just manned the 
fuck up and told Father: ‘No, old man, I don’t want to be God of Destruction, so you can just 
take this fucking job and shove it down your fucking asshole!’ He probably wouldn’t have 
listened, anyways, but still... I... I should’ve... should’ve...” 


Okocim could do nothing but weep. Shortly afterward, however, he briefly stiffened when 
Anise gently ran the fingers of her left hand through his scalp. Much as the son of Lech hated 
to admit it, he enjoyed that sensation. Shame it couldn’t go on forever... 


“Would you undo it all if you had the chance?” 


“Of course! But it’d take something massive, like the Super Dragon Balls. Dunno if Tien 
already told you, but Zen-Oh, my old boss, he doesn’t want anything to do with me. I’m 
willing to bet he won’t even let me look at them... that’s how much he hates me. Not that I 
blame ‘im... been making myself real easy to hate since day one.” (Brief pause). “You guys 
know all this, and you still want to be in the same universe with me?” 


“Well... I can’t speak for Master Tien or the others, but I’d like to do more than just be in the 
same universe with you... know what I mean?” 


Anise’s visage turned devil-red. Okocim’s lower jaw dropped the lowest it had in over a 
thousand years. 


“You're kidding...” 

“Do I look like I’m kidding?” 

“A-Am I being pranked? Anise... are you absolutely sure your hearing aid’s working right?” 
“Positive.” 

“Did you really listen to everything I’ve been saying?” 

“Every last word.” 


“I don’t get it. How... how can you not hate me!? You just heard me explain what kind of 
monster I am!” 


“Was... big difference. You hate yourself for what you did. I can tell that much. Me, Cume, 
Fenn, we feel like that... at least some of the time.” 


“You shouldn’t! You guys are freaking saints compared to me!” 


““Compared’... thats the magic word. I don’t know if you’re aware of this, Cim, but most of 
the people we know were once evil themselves. Krillin hated Goku when they were kids. 
Yamcha used to be a bandit. Vegeta was a galactic mercenary, with more genocides under his 
belt than even he cares to count. Piccolo’s the reincarnation of a ‘Demon King’ who took 
over the entire world, even managed to kill Goku at one point. Raditz and Nappa tried to 
destroy Earth. Nappa and Vegeta killed Yamcha, Tien, Chiaotzu, Piccolo, and Raditz one 
time. Android 21 (or Cell, as they once called him) was created to kill Goku and pretty much 
everyone and everything else on Earth, same as 17 and 18. Tien, Chiaotzu, and Yamcha 
parted ways with Goku and the others after Vegeta, Raditz, and Nappa turned good. They 
turned up years later, under Babidi’s control, helped him free Majin Buu, same as Gohan and 
Vegeta. Heck, Tien and Chiaotzu themselves used to scam people back in the day.” (Brief 
pause). “We were all like that, till something changed us. Wanna know what that was?” 


The cat man’s visage did all the talking for him. 


“All of us... we met somebody who helped us realize we could become better, that we didn’t 
have to stay the way we were, hating ourselves for what we were... what we did... what they 


did to us. That’s exactly what you need, Okocim. Lucky for you, you happen to be in the right 
place.” 


Eyes awash once more, the son of Lech stared back in awe. Tears fell again, yet there was 
something different about them by the time he and the former assassin embraced one another. 


“Anise... nobody’s ever said anything like that to me before. Granted, I didn’t really give 
them any reason to, but still... thank you... thank you so much.” 


“You’re welcome. Just remember what Mrs. Briefs said.” 
“I gotta take things one day at a time. I won’t forget.” 


“Actually, it ran more to the tune of ‘I could dress everyone in the entire country with all the 
clothes and shoes that damn cat’s lost or damaged’... try not to do that anymore, will you?” 


Okocim chuckled. 
“Like I said, one day at a time.” 


“We should probably head down. We stay here any longer, everybody’s gonna start thinking 
we're... y know.” 


“Right behind you.” 
“Uh, Cim? You can let go now.” 
“O-oh, r-right... my bad.” 


Sheepish grin on his visage, Okocim did exactly that. Tears dried by then, the fallen 
Hakaishin and the Tien-Shin pupil quit the room... 


Chapter End Notes 


A/N: Standard Sekhmetian consists of a combination of Coptic, Egyptian Arabic, 
Aramaic, and other Semitic languages. Close-to-modern Arabic is prevalent. 
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Yawn of the Void 


Chapter Summary 


Shit hits the proverbial fan back at the Void Realm... 


Tenth chapter! Didn’t think I’d make it this far! My thanks to all my readers and 
commenters. 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Dragon Ball Super: Twilight of Gods, by Chronos-X 
Saga I: On Mortality and Consequences 
Book One: Beerus 
Chapter 10: Yawn of the Void 
The Void Realm... 


When Salmer next opened his eyes, Zumot and the other fallen Hakaishin were nowhere in 
sight, same as Beinwell, Mate, and his party. With the carnage of the Audience Hall behind 
them, Ganlu grabbed the Kualuan and hoisted him over his shoulders like a sack of potatoes. 


Furious as he was, the late Lord Geene could barely blink while the imperial lion deity bore 
him through a series of labyrinthine corridors and torch-lit passageways. Almost an hour into 
the journey, Ganlu opened a heavy oaken door: within the cramped cell on the other side, a 
strange looking being sat in a lotus position. 


“Hail, Agent Enki. Commandments from Lady Sencha. She would have thee mentor this 
fallen man-at-arms so as restore unto him his olden prowess.” 


“I’m supposed to train this guy in Kúpa tov Osov, right?” (Brief pause). “Is he injured?” 
Ganlu shook his head. 
“Set him down on my cot. I’Il see to him after meditation.” 


Having done as requested, the massive Numen took his leave. Four or five minutes of silence 
later, Enki saw fit to break the ice. 


“Ganlu... big guy has such a way with words, doesn’t he?” 


No response. Levitating back on his feet, the Agent headed to the cot. 
“Your ki signature... they Shinku’d you, didn’t they?” 


Salmer spoke, yet only incoherent grunts and noises came out of his maw. Unsure as to how 
to proceed, the Agent briefly collected his thoughts. 


“Hold on a sec... try to calm down and relax. This won’t hurt a bit.” 


Seated in the air with his legs crossed, Enki joined his hands as if in prayer: light grayish ki 
shone from within him, gently washed over his guest for a good minute and a half. 


“[ Strange... pretty sure I’ve never met this guy before, but he feels... familiar. Why... why do I 
feel so sad, so angry all of a sudden? I—].” 


As this occurred, Salmer’s head ached like he’d just wolfed down too much of something 
cold. Though the sensation only lasted for a moment, it stunned him for a while, meaning he 
didn’t quite catch what the Agent next said. 


For his part, Enki had fallen on his rear by the time the ex-Destroyer from the Ultimate 
Universe violently rubbed his forehead. Having overcome his daze, the grunting Agent 
shambled back to his feet. 


“Damn... you felt that too, didn’t you? Sorry ‘bout that...” 

“Who the fuck are you!? Where are the others!?).” 

“Well, what do you know? It actually worked... “bout time all this damn training paid off.” 
“(I asked you a question, freak!].” 


“Others? No idea what you’re talking about, pal... as for your first question, I am Dual Adept 
0429, codename Enki. If Sencha wants me to train you, it means you have the Kyma.” 


“l The fucks ‘Kyma’? Is it like that Chikara stuff?].” 
“Oh, so you’ve met Sage Nochirasu... yeah, pretty much.” 


Eyes squinting, Salmer peered through the sparse illumination. If the math Martinu taught 
him still applied, Enki likely measured a good five feet tall, give or take six or seven inches, 
yet he had no way to know for sure, as the guy stood with a slight hunch caused by his body 
structure. 


Try as he might, the fallen Destroyer God couldn’t place his host’s species. Enki had some 
telltale Kualuan features, particularly the gills around his neck and fins doubling as ears, but 
otherwise resembled some sort of aquatic draconic being. Several parts of his body were 
covered by black and chestnut plumage. If no feathers were present, the spot would be 
occupied by scaled, clammy skin of hybrid thistle, teal, and bright yellow pigmentation. The 
younger male also bore a handful of feathery tufts around both cheeks and at the top of the 


head, perfect complement to his ornithological webbed hands and plantigrade, tridactyl 
webbed feet. 


Additionally, the Agent bore a minute sharp beak, seemingly disproportionate to an oversized 
mouth that took over most of the countenance whenever he spoke or gestured. There was 
something unsettling about Enki’s semi-draconic maw: along with that weird beak and mouth 
combo, it reminded Salmer of a bird-like countenance from a certain angle, but recalled that 
of a frog or a similar amphibian from others. The former Hakaishin also noticed a prominent 
pair of snake fangs hanging from the mutant's upper jaw, complimented by what looked like a 
furled cobra hood. 


The rest of the Agent’s teeth were serrated: some resembled those of a shark, while others 
took more after a barracuda. Most bizarre of all, Enki’s large, bulging eyes straddled the 
amphibian and reptilian realms. The scleras bore a bright yellow tint, black slitted irises 
dilated into near-circular shapes due to poor lighting. Fowl-like resemblance notwithstanding, 
they seemed more suited for a salamander or some other amphibious lifeform. 


Widespread bulging arteries and veins conferred an ominous air of sickness upon the Agent, 
further enhanced by slightly droopy eyelids and poorly healed scars at the visage and 
presumably elsewhere. As for clothing, Enki sported simple, bluish-grey and cream-colored 
short robes and trousers, along with a rather worn dark brown leather tabard lying near his 
cot. Lastly, he also donned a thick belt around his waist, with the telltale laser-sword hilt 
clipped to the left. 


“Had your fill by now?” 
“[Fuck re you talkin’ about?).” 
The Therian Agent allowed himself an ambiguous smile. 


“You’ve been gawking at me for almost six minutes now. If I didn’t know better, I’d start to 
think you have a thing for me.” 


“(Don t you believe it, fagg—!].” 


Countenance a-glower, Enki’s right hand closed in as if it were grasping something: thoughts 
still echoing through his and the Agent’s minds, Salmer gasped as his levitating body was 
seized by an invisible force. The former Lord Geene began to hack and rasp with escalating 
intensity, vainly gripping at his throat trying to break free, futilely kicking the air around him 
to drop back to the ground. After what felt like a quarter past eternity, a stern Enki relaxed his 
grip, allowing the would-be victim to fall and cough his way back to the living world. 


“Let’s establish some ground rules. Rule 1: Show me respect, or I'll teach you respect. You 
have been warned.” (Brief pause). “Sweet lil’ technique Kocha taught me... don’t remember 
what she called it, but it roughly translates to ‘Crushing Grip’. Handy knowledge to keep in 
the back of your mind next time you feel like being an asshole.” 


“[Duly... noted... |.” 


Still rubbing his neck, Salmer took time to sulk. For his part, Enki took the opportunity to 
think. 


“Look, let’s not start off on the wrong foot here, bud. I understand what you’re going 
through. You’re stuck in this hellhole with a bunch of overpowered creeps who’ll tear you to 
bloody chunks with the same ease most people say ‘good morning’ with. Love it or hate it, 
this is your life now... which brings us to Rule 2: Obey whatever orders you’re given.” 


“Yeah... that'll happen).” 


“Oh, it will... just give it time.” (Brief pause). “Here’s a crash course on the chain of 
command around here: Chifir’s top dragon now. What she says goes: no ifs, ands, or buts. 
Right after comes Beinwell, Mate’s former right-hand guy. He only accepts orders from 
Chifir herself, so by obeying him, you obey her... no-brainer, right? Following Beinwell, you 
have Sencha. Her word is law till Chifir or her flunkies say otherwise. If Chifir and Sencha 
aren’t around, that means Kocha’s in control... Sencha’s control, that is.” 


Shaking his head, Enki barely suppressed a horrific grimace. 


“Last and definitely least, there’s Caron. He’ll be training you sooner or later, so it’s only fair 
I warn you: fight to win. Make every move as if it were your very last. When you can maim, 
maim. If you can go for the kill, do it... but...” 


The late Lord Geene was about to speak his mind again, yet the scowling, perspiring, 
nauseous mutant beat him to the punch. Salmer couldn’t help but notice how his minder 
swallowed hard several times, how his voice kept breaking with increasing frequency. 


“N-No... no matter what you do... h-how strong you become... damn snake... h-he’ll chew 
you up... spit you out. You... you'll be near-death... far too many times to count, but he... h- 
he won’t let you die. When he’s done... you'll... service him: you... have... you have no say 
in the matter. He’ll... I-I’m sorry...” 


The young avian wept. Much as Salmer strove to, he couldn’t look away any more than he 
could stop himself from connecting the dots. Khaitan was seconds away from vomiting by 
the time he regained his composure. 


“TYou... you were hurt, werent you? Like I was...].” (Brief pause). “[Give it to me straight: 
damn snake s been raping you, hasn t he?].” 


Having wiped his tears away, Enki nodded once. The warrior once known as God of 
Destruction Geene of Universe 12 sank his fingernails into the palms of his hands. 


“And he’s gonna do the same to me and the others?}.” (Brief pause). “[Like hell he will! I'll 
—|.” 


“You'll what: neuter him, fry him, cut off his junk and feed it to him!? You think we haven’t 
tried!?” 


Eyes shut, Enki frantically inhaled and exhaled for at least three minutes, briefly shutting his 
eyes the moment his breathing steadied. 


“He’s done it to pretty much everybody: me, Favonius, Perun, even Kangra, Mulaban, and 
Ganlu. You won’t have to put much work into hurting Caron, by the way. Sick fuck enjoys 
receiving pain as much as giving it. I don’t mind telling you, I’d rather deal with just about 
anybody but him. Chifir and the rest can be reasoned with. Caron, on the other hand—” 


The cell door suddenly opened. Mulaban let himself in, followed by a bound Zumot al- 
Massaya. Fitted with a strange looking collar around his neck, the Calamantian seemed 
exhausted, yet otherwise none the worse for wear. The Numen gently tugged at his chains to 
bid him to enter, then proceeded to unlock his bindings. 


“Hail, Agent Enki. Orders. Lady Sencha.” (Points at Zumot, then Salmer). “Train. Him, too. 
Is all.” 


“T see... Sencha’s readying the procedure again, isn’t she?” 
“Know not.” 

The Warlord Deity took his leave. Zumot turned to his godson. 
“Are you alright, Salmer?” 

“PU live... what about you? |.” 


“I’m wiped out. Sencha’s cronies ran me through one damn test after another. They drew 
blood, tissue samples, gods know what else. She seems to have taken an interest in me, for 
some reason.” (Touches the collar). “First thing those bastards did was clasp this thing to my 
neck, helps them keep track of me, or so they claim. Chafes like hell... on the plus side, it 
does away with my... odor problem. Not sure if the trade-off was worth it, though...” 


At that moment, the fallen Hakaishin from the Universe of Balance noticed Enki. 

“O-Oh, my apologies! I’m Zumot al-Massaya... who are you?” 

“Name’s Enki. Guess you’ll be my student, too.” (To Salmer). “I don't know your name yet.” 
“[Salmer Khaitan].” 


Hearing that name had a strange effect on Enki: though only for a few seconds, the Agent 
seemed to wince, much to Zumot’s concern. 


“Are you alright?” 


“I... Pm fine. I felt strange for a moment, s’all. That sorta thing isn’t uncommon in this 
hellhole, unfortunately.” (Brief pause). “Sit down in front of me, legs crossed. Can you move, 
Salmer?” 


The Kualuan reached Zumot’s side without incident. Once Salmer joined his godfather, Enki 
sat in the same manner. Eyes shut, the Agent beckoned his energy forth again, bade it wash 
over the vanquished Destroyers. Though Zumot felt relatively at ease, Salmer was clearly 
discomfited. 


Enki (telepathically): “[Don t be afraid. You’re hearing my voice while my ki courses through 
you. I’m going to teach you the basics of Kyma, what Sage Nochirasu calls ‘Chikara’).” 


Salmer (ditto): “[Damn slug said I had it, but he wouldnt unlock it].” 


Enki: “[He tried to keep you out of Sencha and Kochas radar, so to speak. Those snake 
bitches are always on the lookout for prospective Kyma Adepts... maybe he hoped they 
wouldn t notice you if your faculties remained submerged].” 


Salmer: “[Fat lot of good it did...].” 
Zumot: “[Is there no way out of this place, Enki?].” 


Enki: “[Think Id still be cooped up in here if there were? Now please... quiet your minds. I’m 
using my energy to heal you and unlock as much of your latent power as possible. Trust me, 
it’s for the best].” 


The next few minutes went by in near-absolute silence. Teacher and students became 
engrossed in the task at hand. 


Zumot: “[ This Enki fellow... I could’ve sworn I’ve met him before... if I could just feel his ki, 
I'd know for certain. Mate... scaly-ass son of a bitch! Just what the hells going on here!?).” 


Salmer: “[Enki... do I know this guy from somewhere? Never met ‘im before, yet he feels... 
familiar.” 


It wasn’t long before the late Lord Geene allowed his mind to wander. The time: eons ago. 
The place: Planet Dagon, Universe 12. Clad in his Hakaishin-in-training uniform, God of 
Destruction in-training Salmer Khaitan accompanied Martinu and Bonak on a mission. 


“Lord Bonak? What’re we gonna do today?” 


“There’s more to being a God of Destruction than just beating up assholes and Hakai’ing 
monsters, Salmer. I’m also in charge of arranging exchanges between universes when 
necessary.” 


“We’re dealin’ with refugees, aren’t we? They from the Shithole Universe?” 
“What have I told you about anti-universal slurs, Khaitan?” 
“T’m not allowed to use them... ever.” 


“No, they ain’t from Universe 9... these ones are from Universe 1.” 


“Riesling’s universe? Why would they leave it? I thought it was the most advanced of all 
universes.” 


“It is... don’t mean it’s problem-free, though. There’s lots of people who lost everything 
during the war. House Bundaberg’s still putting down what’s left of House Reichsrat’s forces. 
Riesling and company don’t have the resources to resettle each and every single refugee out 
there, so me and him made a deal.” 


“Lemme guess: we’re upholding our end of the bargain?” (Brief pause). “I still don’t get why 
you wanted me to join you guys.... couldn’t even get through my daily training.” 


“The other Agents are busy... ‘sides, you’re gonna have to learn how to handle these 
situations if you’re gonna take over from me.” 


Martinu smiled. 


“Don’t worry, Salmer. You have been most diligent in your studies. Skipping one day won’t 
set you back at all. I agree with Lord Bonak: this outing should prove beneficial for you.” 


“Fair enough.” 


The Attendant, Hakaishin, and student reached the rendezvous point. A crowd of beings of 
varlous species, races, sizes, etc., chatted among themselves, only to hush up at the sight of 
Universe 12’s Hakaishin, who assumed an awkwardly solemn tone upon clearing his throat. 


“Greetings, arrivants. I am God of Destruction Bonak XXXI, heir of Nolet, of House Terroir. 
Lord Riesling has already informed me about your circumstances, so I only need to speak 
with your leader.” (Brief, awkward pause). “Whosoever they might be, let them come forth.” 


Salmer drowned out a chuckle in the nick of time. Bonak had spent the last couple of nights 
going over protocol, with the assistance of Martinu and Ag. Ciroc Musgrave was good at 
many things, but he clearly wasn’t cut out for public speaking... not that the refugees seemed 
to mind. Emerging from within the crowd, their leader bowed before the deities. 


“Greetings, Lord Bonak. I am Dr. Dassai Jodhpur. We are honoured to be in your august 
presence, and thank you for the kindness you have demonstrated towards us.” 


The speaker was a male Doragonian, likely in the human equivalent of mid-to-late forties, 
which meant he must’ve been roughly in his early three-hundreds. Clad in a somber dark 
grey kimono and hakama, Jodhpur nervously scratched his handlebar beard and goatee. 


As Bonak and Dassai compared notes, Salmer’s eyes wandered across the crowd. It wasn’t 
long before the eyes of the future Lord Geene met those of a young Doragonian female in her 
early-hundreds, which in human years would place her somewhere in her late-twenties. 
Dressed in a cotton kimono, she wore her black hair coiled in a small bun. Reddish-brown 
eyes seemed to gleam behind her wraparound glasses. 


Certain oddities caught the fish man’s attention: the woman had the same eye color as 
Jodhpur, yet the latter differed in overall shape. There were several other similarities the 


Kualuan noted, so he felt it safe to infer the female was somehow related to the good doctor. 
Nevertheless, the presence of epicanthic eyes, webbed hands, fins at the top of the head, and 
other characteristics hinted at mixed parentage. 


“Salmer.” 
“Huh?” 


The Kualuan came back to here and now. Bonak was on his way as Martinu and Jodhpur 
separated the group by species and races. 


“See that girl over there? Dassai’s daughter. Your partner for today. Don’t keep her waiting.” 


Having bitten his tongue before he asked a stupid question, the Destroyer-in-training headed 
to the designated area. It wasn’t long before the female respectfully bowed before him. 


“Greetings. My name is Tyree Jodhpur. What’s yours?” 
“Uh... hi. Looks like we’re gonna be working together. My name... uh...” 


Much against his better judgement, Salmer stood there, gawking at the increasingly self- 
conscious female. A puzzled Martinu was about to intervene by the time the Kualuan 
snapped out of his stupor. 


“Salmer Khaitan.” 

“Pleased to make your acquaintance, Khaitan-san.” 

“Same here. I, uh... let’s get started already. We’re burnin’ daylight.” 

“Martinu gave me a few suggestions. You don’t mind me taking the lead, do you?” 
“N-No, not at all.” 


Thus, Tyree and Salmer split off their groups by species, sexes, ages, and other relevant 
categories. Sorting completed, the refugees were segregated into four subgroups: half of the 
sick, elderly, and injured went with Bonak and Dr. Jodhpur; the other half, with Tyree and 
Martinu. That left Salmer to watch over the able-bodied males and females... no problem at 
all. Only three people in the group (a couple of Icejins and a Satyan/human hybrid) were 
seasoned warriors, and their power level was nowhere near Ag’s, let alone Bonak’s, or 
Salmer’s. If anyone among them became difficult... nothing a couple of Hakais couldn’t fix. 


Fortunately, such a thing proved unnecessary, as the few disagreements that occurred were 
settled without noise or bloodshed. Good thing the refugees didn’t lose their renowned U1 
nobility to the war... of course, having a trainee Hakaishin around helped, too. Most of the 
work was finished by sundown. 


Back at Bonak’s Temple, a tired Salmer changed into his training gi, wrapped his arms, 
hands, legs, and feet in clean bandages, and headed to the Training Hall at the fifth floor. 


Though the grounds were usually empty late at night, the Kualuan soon found out he wasn’t 
alone. 


“Tyree?” 


The barefooted Doragonian nearly stumbled while performing a kata. Clad in the same 
uniform issued to all U12 Agents of Destruction, Tyree beamed a polite smile. The fish man’s 
mind got running: Martinu likely made some last-minute alterations, seeing how such 
uniforms were usually worn by burly males. 


Centuries after the fact, Salmer nearly chuckled when he remembered the hassle Martinu and 
Ag went through to find clothes for him after his defection from Blood Sun. It took Jodhpur’s 
voice to snap the young male out of his distraction. 


“Hello, Salmer. Lord Bonak insisted Father and I stay the night. I decided to do some light 
training before going to bed. Care to join me?” 


Much to his mortification, Bonak’s disciple realized he was sweating buckets. It took some 
doing, but the answer eventually reached Khaitan’s tongue all the way from his brain. 


“Uh... s-sure.” 
“I can leave if you’d rather be al—” 
“No! I absolutely forbid it!” 


The would-be Destroyer covered his maw too little, too late. Poor Salmer had half a mind to 
Hakai himself right there and then: he’d wanted to make his master’s guest feel at home. 
Instead, he’d blurted out one of Bonak’s thinly veiled threats, as evinced by Tyree’s alarm... 
or was it puzzlement? 


“Uh... let me rephrase that.” (Clears throat). “Please do not trouble yourself on my account, 
Jodhpur-dono. This hall is more than spacious enough for the both of us.” 


Tyree blinked in confused silence. From the looks of it, the draconic female was also having 
one brain fart after another. 


“Please... call me Tyree. You needn’t be so formal around me. While we’re on the subject... 
kindly refrain from using honorifics around Father.” 


“Huh? Why? Isn’t that what we’re s’posed to do?” 

“Father vehemently dislikes that part of his upbringing. He has told me as much repeatedly.” 
“Won’t he think I’m being disrespectful?” 

“Not at all. Just address him as Dassai. He won’t mind.” 


Salmer timidly shook his head. 


“Lord Bonak will give me a tongue-lashing if I do that. He insists I address all beings with 
proper respect.” (Chuckles). “He won’t even let me badmouth other universes, ‘specially the 
ones that deserve it.” 


“Like the Shithole Universe?” 


Salmer gasped. All but swimming in his own sweat, the future Lord Geene frantically looked 
around everywhere, praying he wouldn’t spot a disappointed (or annoyed?) Martinu and an 
irate Bonak, both heading his way as the furrow browed Asurendran cracked his knuckles 
with an expression that said “you done fucked up now, boy.” 


“D-Don’t say things like that! We could get in trouble if somebody hears us!” 
Tyree all but laughed. 

“Don't worry, Salmer. Ciroc told us that story.” 

“WHO TOLD YOU WHAT!?” 


Salmer Khaitan, formerly Oyzo Roku, sired in the Ninth Universe, pledged to the Twelfth, 
briefly turned white as fresh-fallen snow. 


“He said you and him were born there (meaning Universe 9) and escaped. I’m glad you found 
your way here, Salmer.” 


“Oh... m-my bad. W-We should probably get on with our training. Shall w—?” 


Sudden noises disrupted Salmer’s remembrance. There he was: depowered, defeated, trapped 
with Zumot and the former deities of other universes. The cell door opened once again: 
wielding weird-looking chains and shackles, Ganlu and two other beings entered. 


“Summons from Lady Sencha. We are to bear ye to the cispontine chambers.” 
As the trio rose, an apprehensive Zumot and Salmer looked upon one another. 


“They’re going to take you to the Star Hall, a place brimming with powerful magic. If I had 
to guess, Sencha and company are going to perform an Awakening.” 


One of the new arrivals turned to the feathered amphibian. 
“We were ordered to bring you as well, Agent Enki.” 
Enki swallowed hard. 


“M-Me?” (Brief pause). “I see... give me a minute to change into my uniform, Agent 
Favonius.” 


Zumot al-Massaya furtively beheld the source of that baritone voice bordering on tenor. 
Favonius... Chifir had uttered that name after the battle at the Audience Hall, when she 
addressed the ‘Exalted Ones’. 


The mutant resembled a cross between a frilled lizard and an osprey/vulture of sorts, yet also 
bore canine-like ears and sparse tufts of yellowish fur in areas unoccupied by brown-white 
speckled feathers and/or grayish scales prevalent elsewhere. Odder still, the Agent had not 
one, not two, but three reptilian tails, all bearing similar furry/scaled/feathery combinations. 


The head and countenance straddled the three aforementioned species in such a way, 
Favonius seemed to be all three at once, as his quadruple-hinged composite snout resembled 
a beak as easily as it played a muzzle. Though he sported the sinewy build of a seasoned 
warrior, an excess of varicose veins throughout the face, hands, and perhaps elsewhere, gave 
this fellow a sickly appearance. Lastly, the Agent wore a burgundy-tinted uniform, its front 
bearing an odd coat of arms: the ornate intertwined visages of a wolf, dragon, hawk, shark, 
bear, and tiger organized in a pyramidal pattern, center occupied by a katana, makhaira, and 
falcata, interlocked to appear one and the same. 


“Do you make a habit of gawking at people?” 


A spooked Zumot turned his stare towards the source of that deep, raspy voice. The partner 
of the unsmiling Favonius cleared his throat. 


“I am Therian Agent 0457, codename Perun.” (Points to Favonius). “This is my partner, or 
should I say, fellow Agent.” 


“Therian Agent 0456, codename Favonius.” 


In addition to the pair attached to each shoulder, Perun bore four other arms underneath. 
Body encased within a plated, indigo-colored tortoise shell, the Agent had claws reminiscent 
of a mole rather than hands. Further incongruities included conical spiked protrusions present 
all over the countenance, arms, and presumably elsewhere, concealed from view by a 
uniform similar to Favonius’s. Along with his shell, Perun bore a sizeable tail, much like that 
of an Ankylosaurus. Though beaked, his head was modelled after a reptile, rather than a 

bird. The Agent also featured a series of prominent sharp ridges on his vast forehead and at 
the top of the head, in addition to several rows of serrated teeth, and a pair of upward- 
pointing sharp tusks on both sides of the lower jaw. 


Strangest of all, however, was his skin: some parts sported purplish scales, yet others featured 
leathery, black and white-furred areas. Though most of the forehead was bald, the middle and 
back of the head were covered by a predominantly white band of bristled, black-peppered 
hair. Like Favonius, busy swollen veins all over Perun’s body (particularly at the maw and 
forehead) lent the Therian Agent an ambiguous air of disease and feebleness, much to 
Salmer’s wonder. 


“[Perun and Favonius... those two seem... familiar. If I could just read their ki...].” 
“Ok, I’m ready.” 


Enki had changed into a grey uniform and black boots, similar to the other Agents. The sigil 
on his shirt had the form of a turquoise, blue-colored perfect circle, surrounded by four 
blood-red singular spikes resembling arrowheads. Facing outward, the spikes were separated 
by three dark goldenrod, single-edged oblong lotus petals, the circle itself ensconced within a 


larger version of the petal/arrowhead combination, virtually identical to the former in all, 
save for the inverted coloring. 


“(What's with the outfit?].” 


“It’s my Adept uniform, Salmer. I’d gladly explain what each symbol means and all that, but 
we’re expected elsewhere. It’s not wise to keep Lady Sencha and Lady Kocha waiting.” 


A matter-of-factly Perun advanced. 
“If you would be so kind...” 


Ganlu and the Agents chained Salmer and Zumot’s ankles and wrists, then escorted them out 
of the cell. The dishonored Destroyers subtly looked around for chances to escape or possible 
hiding spots. None seemed viable, as their jailers cautiously guarded each flank, being 
especially careful to compensate for one another’s blind spots: Ganlu watched the front; Enki 
followed close by; Perun occupied the right; hanging behind, Favonius kept vigil over the 
left. 


Zumot scowled: even if the fallen deities somehow gave the Agents the slip, where would 
they go? Stripped of their divinity, powers, and fighting skills, they wouldn’t be able to make 
much of a last stand. Those damn bindings didn’t help, either. 


“[Zumot? Its Enki... can you hear me?].” 


Playing it cool, the Calamantian showed little to no reaction upon hearing the Agent’s voice 
reverberate within his own mind. The son of Ksarak thanked all gods and lucky stars: 
Cukatail’s training would see him and his godson through yet. 


“[Loud and clear... wont Ganlu and the rest catch us?).” 


“[Favonius, Perun, and Ganlu arent Kyma Adepts, so they’re not attuned to psychic 
resonance, like we are. Long as you don t give me away, we should be fine. Just so you know, 
we can only hear one another, had to keep Salmer in the dark. My instincts told me you’d be 
the best choice for this... plus, I’m making sure not to overexert myself. Kocha and Sencha 
have spies all over the place. Best to fly under the radar...].” 


“[Yeah, I see what you mean... any idea what Chifir and company have in store for us?].” 


“[Remember that ‘Awakening’ thing I mentioned earlier? They re going to unlock your 

latent abilities. They did it to me when I... joined the Adepts. I won t lie to you: its gonna hurt 
like hell. I was hoping I could get at least half of the work done beforehand, but only 
managed to bring forth a fraction of your powers before Ganlu and the rest interrupted us. 
Anyhow, Kyma Adepts are divided into two categories: Servants of the Light, and Servants of 
the Dark. Though both can use Kyma, the lessons they’re taught are vastly different. Sencha, 
Kocha, and their flunkies make sure each Adept stays on their assigned path...].” 


“[Light Adepts can t learn Dark Adept techniques, and vice-versa? That sort of thing?].” 


“[ Yeah... me and a few others are the exception to that rule, though. We’re Dual Adepts: we 
learn to use both the Light and Dark Kyma... up to a certain point, that is].” 


“(Sencha and company won t let you guys become too powerful, huh? Cant say I’m 
surprised... by the way, you know anything about Perun and Favonius?).” 


“Not much. Both were very powerful warriors before they wound up in the Void Realm. They 
haven t been here long, at least compared to me. They also weren t born that way... same goes 
for me].” (Brief pause). “[Favonius was assigned to Lord Maofeng, Perun to Lord Biluo. 
Those two are high-ranking Numina. They and others like them answer to Chifir herself.” 


“What do you mean Favonius, Perun, and you weren t ‘born that way’?].” 
Enki held his peace. Zumot recalled Lahpeth’s words back at the hall: 


We want no part in what Chifir-sama and her party plot. Commanded by such deities, they 
have abducted warriors throughout the universes. Sencha-sama, Kocha-sama, and their 
group have summon’d magicks, minister ’d physics to enthrall them into most foul bondage, 
one for which there is no remission. 


“lEnki... those bastards mutated you, didn t they?].” 


“| They did the same to Perun, Favonius, way too many others to count... you and Salmer are 
next. I’m sorry, Zumot. I... I don t have a choice].” 


“(Bullshit].” 


Enki and Zumot nearly jumped in fear. The late Lord Arak turned to his godson in utter 
disbelief. 


“[Salmer!? Is that you!?].” 
“Sure as hell ain t Zen-Oh...].” 
“How much of our conversation did you hear!?].” 


“(Pretty much the whole thing, Enki.” (Frowns). “[Zumot... thank you for everything. I was a 
troublesome student. I was... arrogant... selfish... stupid... stubborn... disobedient... a pain in 
the ass. You, Bonak, me, we didn t always see eye to eye... but I never forgot your lessons. I’m 
sorry, man. If I'd trained harder, listened to you more often, we wouldn t be in this mess].” 


The late Lord Arak looked as if he were seconds away from weeping. 


“No, Salmer... I should be the one apologizing. I gave it my all to guide you, to help you like 
Ciroc helped me... but it wasn t enough. You got hurt so many times, and I... I couldnt be 
there for you when you needed me. I wasn t a good teacher, yet you proved a worthy student... 
Iam so proud of you. You remind me so much of Ciroc. He... he would be proud too... of the 
male you have become, the things you’ve done for Universe 12, all the obstacles you’ve 
surmounted. Yes, you’ve failed and stumbled many times, but so have I. You and Ciroc are 
more than twice the Destroyer... more than twice the male I ever was. Never forget that].” 


“[Zumot...].” 


The group at last reached the rendezvous point, a fog-enshrouded area located near a bridge 
looming over a grand tower. The bridge itself was held by several columns, bases too far 
down to see. Zumot became queasy just thinking about it. As per the Calamantian’s 
estimation, they were close to the top, with well over a hundred floors beneath them. 


Ganlu opened a pair of steely doors. The Star Hall more than lived up to its name: rather than 
floors, walls, or roofs, the room seemed to contain the infinity of space, littered as it was with 
shimmering planets, glimmering quasars, ever-speeding comets, etc. The former Lord Arak 
felt increasingly ill at ease: the whole place seemed to be spinning. It took Ganlu hoisting 
him and Salmer over his massive shoulders and walking on ahead, with Enki, Perun, and 
Favonius close behind, to get the test subjects to where they needed to be. 


Chifir and two other beings awaited. The first was a Gorugonian, a tall female, from the 
looks of it, whose noseless countenance straddled the human and reptilian realms without 
fully embodying one or the other. 


Instead of hair, this person sported a series of thick fleshy tendrils, the sight of which 
reminded Zumot of a story he’d heard as a child: in the midst of a great war, a young 
priestess was raped by soldiers within the temple of the goddess she served. For some reason 
that eluded the Calamantian to this day, the goddess punished the victim rather than the 
perpetrators. She twisted the former into a squamous perversion of herself, translated her 
once beautiful hair into living serpents, cursed her hitherto kind eyes to petrify all who stared 
into them. 


Nevertheless, the being before him paled in comparison to that monster. The reptile woman’s 
flowing robes trailed behind as she pulled up a hood over her head, her very being radiating 
peace, serenity, kindness, compassion... yet the former Lord Arak shuddered. There was 
something off about that female. Zumot didn’t quite understand what it was, yet given a 
choice, he’d sooner let the mythological monster turn him into a reservoir of bird shit than 
spend another millisecond in the general vicinity of that real-life walking serpent, who then 
addressed the minders of the fallen Destroyer Gods. 


“Hail, Lord Ganlu. I shall aid thee with the Calamantian. Leave the Kualuan to mine sister 
and the Agents.” 


“Aye, Lady Sencha.” (Brief pause). “Where be mine brother?” 
A livid Chifir grew impatient. 


“Lady Kangra and Lord Mulaban presently aid Lord Baimao with the other prospective 
Agents. Make ye haste: the Exalted Ones grow impatient.” 


Having bowed before Chifir and Sencha, the imperial lion deity ushered Zumot to the other 
side of the room. Salmer looked up: the second being, the tallest of the Numenae, headed his 
way, metallic steps resonating within the void as a nervous Enki and the other Agents knelt. 


“Hail, Lady Kocha. What dost thou will?” 


“BEAR SUBJECT TO DESIGNATED AREA. FURTHER INSTRUCTIONS 
FORTHCOMING.” 


Salmer and the Agents sweated ice at that sight, that mechanical voice. Unlike Chifir and 
Sencha, Kocha’s skin was concealed in its entirety. Visage covered by a featureless metal 
mask, the Numena was clad in dark grey robes, strangely reminiscent of a medic’s outfit, 
save for the wide leathery sash where a seemingly oversized laser-sword hilt slumbered. The 
sigil on her shirt consisted of a pitch-black, perfect circle flanked by seven three-pronged 
carmine spikes facing inward, kept apart by silvery triple lotus petals. Much like Enki’s 
outfit, such symbol was centered within a bigger color-inverted version of itself. 


The late Lord Geene kept his eyes fixed on the deity’s massive, six-fingered clawed hands: it 
didn’t take Mule to figure out Kocha was using prostheses, exceedingly large even for that 
gargantuan frame. Arms, legs, feet, practically the whole of her, were much the same. 


The mechanical goddess extended her arms towards the Kualuan. Salmer sweated copiously. 
In half a heartbeat, the fallen Hakaishin shoved Enki, Favonius, and Perun aside, trying to 
escape. Betraying him yet again, his weakened body caused him to fall, leaving the warrior 
once known as Geene to vainly flail and shrink from the Agents’ grip. 


“(DON’T TOUCH ME!].” 
“SALMER!” 


Zumot sped toward his godson, but didn’t get very far. An perturbed Ganlu caught the 
Calamantian, making sure not to injure, or otherwise damage him. 


“LET ME GO, YOU SONOVABITCH! LET ME GO!” 


Something strange came over the Numen’s eyes. Agitated as he was, former God of 
Destruction Arak noticed... fear... doubt... hesitation? 


se Cen) er 

“Resume the operation.” 

That was Chifir’s voice. The irritated dragon woman crossed her arms against the chest. 
“Milady Chifir... I...” 

“I shan’t admonish thee anew, Lord Ganlu.” 

“B-But I...” 

“Shun...” 


Sencha’s body language bade the reluctant deity to turn his eyes towards her: once the 
Numen complied, the robed Gorugonian gently waved her right hand in front of him. It 
wasn’t long before Zumot’s memory filled in the blanks: Masala had done much the same 


back at the library, yet something was different this time around as the robed female assumed 
a gentle yet stern tone. 


“Thou shalt fulfill thine orders.” 
“Milady Sencha... prithee...” 
“Thou shalt fulfill thine orders.” 


The Numena repeated the motion and command a second time, then a third and fourth. The 
fifth was already underway when a mesmerized Ganlu replied. 


“T shall fulfill mine orders.” 


Turning deaf ears to Zumot’s screams, Sencha and Ganlu clasped him to a light blue metallic 
board. The Calamantian was facing a similar empty board while Kocha turned to a furious 
Salmer. 


“COMPLIANCE REQUIRED. DEFIANCE PUNISHABLE.” 


The Kualuan swiped at Kocha, whose hand calmly grabbed the offending limb. Having 
immobilized it with the utmost care, the juggernaut lifted the struggling fish man, as if he 
weighed nothing. 


“(LET ME GO, YOU FUCKING BITCH! LET ME GO!” 
“SUBJECT UNCOMPLIANT. PROTOCOL TWO-NINE-SEVEN INITIATED.” 


Without further warning, the taller Gorugonian hurled the former Lord Geene a good nine or 
ten yards, afterward folding her left arm and grip in an all too familiar gesture. Levitating 
once again, the Kualuan desperately scratched at his throat, kicking and shoving awkwardly 
in a futile effort to break free. Compared to this torture, Salmer’s previous experience with 
the Crushing Grip was downright pleasant: Enki was a student... Kocha was a master. 


“SALMER! LET HIM GO! LET HIM GO, DAMN YOU!” 


Ears deaf to Zumot’s bile, Kocha’s remaining hand fired “electricity” at the fish man, much 
like Masala had done during his fight with Caron. Salmer yelled, writhed under a level of 
pain he hadn’t experienced in centuries. This went on for what seemed like forever, till 
Sencha decided enough was enough. 


(Translated from Greek).“ {Order rescinded. Implement Protocol Two-Five-Nine. Password: 
Onopen oxid}.” 


“fPASSWORD ACCEPTED. PROTOCOL ABORTED}.” 


Kocha’s arms slumped: cut off from the energy flow, Salmer fell to the ground, as a serene 
Sencha approached her counterpart. 


“Thou wouldst do well to oversee Agent Enki, beloved sister. I shall tend to thy patient.” 


“AFFIRMATIVE.” 


Enki took the hint. While Kocha instructed the Therian Agent, Sencha knelt on Salmer’s side, 
gently touching his forehead as he bade him to relax. Much against his will, the tired, injured 
Kualuan sat stiffly still, mind overflowing with long forgotten voices as the mystic waved her 
hand in front of him. 


Come here, Oyzo. You'll keep me company tonight. 

Dont be shy, little one. You won t feel a thing. 

Stop squirming, brat! Look what you made me do! 

Good thing you make a better assassin than an escort, boy. 
Disobedient little shit! I'll teach you to attack my clients! 


You know what the punishment for failure is, Oyzo. Y ou’ll service two more shifts until 
further notice. 


Well done, Teal Storm! You’re among the best our people have to offer. 
You are ours, boy... now and forever. 
“(SHUT THE FUCK UP! I’LL MURDER YOU! PLL FUCKING MURDER YOU'].” 


“Set thy heart at ease, Salmer Khaitan.” (Brief pause). “Thou shalt submit to our commands, 
without hesitation or delay.” 


“[N-No... I... I... I won t...].” 

Sencha repeated the motion. 

“Thou shalt submit to our commands, without hesitation or delay.” 

Salmer wept. 

“[N-No... T-I said no...].” 

“Thou shalt submit to our commands, without hesitation or delay.” 

“[P-Please... stop...].” 

“Thou shalt submit to our commands, without hesitation or delay.” 

“U1... I... I shall... submit to... your... commands... without... hesitation... or... delay].” 


As soon as Salmer honored his promise, Favonius and Perun strapped him to the metallic 
slab. The fish man now faced a weeping Zumot on the opposite side. 


A dour-faced Chifir ordered the sisters to begin. Perun, Favonius, and Ganlu headed to the 
dragoness’s side. 


Following Kocha’s instructions, Enki stood in the middle of the room, facing Salmer to the 
left, and Zumot to the right. Swallowing hard, the Adept summoned his powers, reciting an 
incantation he knew by heart. 


“Surge of the Gods, we thine Adepts call out to thee. Rouse these thy servants from their 
slumber. Unto them bestow thy breath, that they might walk the Path of Radiance, or pledge 
themselves to the Way of Shadows.” 


The frowning Agent turned to the late Lord Arak. With a heavy sigh, Enki bade the Light to 
manifest. 


“Aspect of Light, Bringer of Joy, Bearer of Wisdom, Keeper of Truth, Guardian of Beauty 
and Goodness, heed mine entreaty. Take this Initiate as thine own: sever him from all ties, rid 
him of all claims upon others, all claims which others hold upon him. Rid him of his name, 
his sire, his brethren, his kindred, that he may be wholly thine’s.” 


Enki now faced the former Lord Geene. The Adept summoned forth the Dark. 


“Aspect of Dark, Herald of Power, Speaker of Forgotten Knowledge, Punishment of Defilers, 
Bearer of Abjection, Discerner of Foul and Fair, guide thee mine hand. Take this Neophyte 
for thyself: open his eyes that he might see the unworthy for what they are. Remind him of 
the evil he has done unto others, the evil others have done unto him. Strip from him the 
poison of illusion, learn unto him the death of all hope, that he may come out of bondage 
once and for all.” 


Frame cracking with light and dark ki, a trembling Enki extended his right hand towards 
Zumot, making sure not to face him. 


“There is no fear... there is assurance. 
There is no desire... there is abstention. 
There is no anger... there is compassion. 
There is no hatred... there is forbearance. 
There is no folly... there is foresight. 

There is no abeyance... there is motion. 
There is no weakness... there is strength. 
There is no ignorance... there is knowledge. 
There is no mismeasure... there is balance. 


There is no deceit... there is truth. 


There is no self... there are others. 

There is no I... there is thou. 

There is no death... there is life. 

There is no emptiness... there is plenitude. 
There is no vacuity... there is depth. 
There is no void... there is... Kyma.” 


As soon as Enki finished, shimmering amber energy shot out of his right hand, striking 
Zumot square in the stomach. The screaming Calamantian shone, smoldering while his very 
flesh crackled, smoked, and glowed. The Agent then extended his left hand toward a horrified 
Salmer, gelid voice noticeably deepened as he uttered the next oath. 


“There is no peace. 

There is only strife. 

Strife begets fear. 

Fear begets tribulation. 
Tribulation begets hatred. 
Hatred begets suffering. 
Suffering begets might. 
Might begets right. 

Right begets order. 

Order begets triumph. 
Triumph begets deliverance. 
Kyma shall show me the way... Kyma is the way!” 


Enki’s other hand expelled a wave of black energy, which drilled into Salmer, his yelling 
comingling with Zumot’s. After what seemed like forever and a day, the dual ki flows slowly 
waned, then ceased altogether. 


Having collapsed on his knees, an exhausted, teary-eyed Enki looked away, as Sencha took a 
look: Zumot had lost consciousness, yet Salmer still lingered between awareness and 
oblivion. Kimono reduced to ash from the waist up, charred body crackling with electricity, 
Khaitan’s half-shut eyes shone a bright yellow: success. Kocha next examined the warrior 
once known as Arak. Also naked from the waist up, the Calamantian’s severely burnt frame 
pulsed with a strange radiance: success. Chifir turned to Ganlu, Perun and Favonius. 


“Proceed with the next phase.” 


Once Sencha made sure all involved parties received the correct mutagen, the imperial lion 
god headed to where Salmer convalesced, as Favonius took to Zumot’s resting place. 
Meanwhile, Perun helped Enki rise. 


“Come this way, Agent. You must rest.” 
“What... what have I... what have I done?” 
“Your duty...” 


As the latter Agents quit the Star Hall, Favonius carefully administered the mutagen prepped 
for Zumot. Ganlu did the same to Salmer. Once the procedure was complete, Sencha and 
Kocha examined the initiates. 


“The process is already underway.” (To Favonius and Ganlu). “Take the Initiates to their 
enclosures. Lords Baimao and Maofeng have already been informed. They shall learn ye 
aught else is to be done.” 


“As you command, Lady Sencha.” 


The Numen and Agent bowed, then left. Unable to keep his eyes open, Salmer Khaitan 
finally lost consciousness. 


“(Bok... Ty... for... forgive... m...].” 


Chapter End Notes 


Bit of visual aid on what Enki’s face should look like. Not like anyone’s gonna make 
fanart of this thing, but still... enjoy your nightmare fuel, folks. 


Potoo Facts - https://critterfacts.com/critterfacts-archive/aviary/critter-of-the-week-19- 
common-potoo. 


Common Potoo (Wikipedia) - https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Common_potoo 


Beware the Haunting Cries of the Great Potoo Bird - 
https://www.thingsguyana.com/beware-the-haunting-cries-of-the-great-potoo-bird. 


Great Potoo (Wikipedia) - https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Great_potoo 


Wild Facts About The Potoo That Prove They’re One Of The Strangest Creatures On 
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Reckonings 


Chapter Summary 


Things go further downhill for Okocim... 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Dragon Ball Super: Twilight of Gods, by Chronos-X 
Saga I: On Mortality and Consequences 
Book One: Beerus 
Chapter 11: Reckonings 
Kami's Lookout, 7:30 PM, one week later... 


An anxious Okocim stepped out of the bathroom inside his quarters. Having sprayed some 
perfume over his neck, the Sphygian dabbed a bit more over his armpits before putting on 
one of the nicer dress shirts in his closet. 


“Can t believe I’m doin’ this again... why do I keep coming back to Vegeta s place? Does he 
know the truth?].” 


“(The truth about what?].” 


The cat man nearly panicked at the sound of an all too familiar voice. Strangely enough, 
however, the oppressive atmosphere and putrid stench of past manifestations were nowhere 
to be found. 


“W-Who... i-is that y-you, S-Scabies?” 
“[Zivek. My name is Zivek].” 


“The hell’re you doing up and about!?” (Looks at his Soul Inhibitors). “Damn things must be 
runnin’ outta juice. Better ask Piccolo to take a look.” 


“T assure you, they are in working order.” 
“You really think I’m gonna believe anything that comes out of your mouth, Silky!?” 


“[Zivek].” 


“Whatever. You and that Zoey chick are capable of anything.” 
“(Her name is Zunia].” 
“Like I give a fuck!” (Brief pause). “Quitela! I gotta find him before—” 


“(Merciful gods, would you calm down already!? I mean no harm to you or to your 
companions!].” 


“You think I’m stupid!? You guys almost killed me and my friends last time you fought!” 
“I realize that. Please... listen to what I have to say. That is all I ask].” 

The son of Lech scowled. 

“You have exactly one minute. Make it count.” 


“My name is Zivek. I know not how or why, yet you and I are bound together, Okocim Lech- 
Sa. I have scant remembrance of my past, and thus cannot account for my origins. I have 
been slumbering within your mind for eons, have awoken but fairly recently...].” 


Okocim donned his thinking cap. 
‘Fairly recently’... you mean when Zen-Oh made me mortal?” 


(Precisely. I first manifested whilst you convalesced at that ‘hospital’: the voice that so 
distressed you was my own].” 


“I see... I have a question for you. Are you the reason why I keep having those nightmares 

and hallucinations? Y’know... the ones where I’m being cruel and horrible to others, where 
my family, pretty much every jerk and their sister tell me how much they hate my stinking 

guts?” 


“TI know nothing about that. My influence over you has been quite limited from the start. I 
can barely speak to you from the very depths of your being. As far as I know, I cannot compel 
you to do anything].” 


“What, so that time you hijacked my body and made me fight Qui—Zunia, that was a fluke?” 


“(Not quite. Zunia’s manifestation ‘awoke’ me, so to speak. Witnessing her display of power 
somehow restored some of my might, along with a few memories. Though then and now I was 
not at full strength, what I possessed should have sufficed for me to overshadow you. I know 
not how or why, yet you overcame my influence].” 


“Kinda getting off topic here, Civvies...” 


“[Zivek... as far as I am aware, I have no power to alter your senses or twist your perception, 
scion of Artois. I concede that I spoke to you on several occasions, that I seized control of you 
that day, yet I cannot account for those illusions you speak of. If I am indeed the cause, it is 
not something I have done willfully].” 


“Fine. Let’s say I believe you... for now. What do you want from me?” 


“(Our bond is more than merely spiritual. You and I are connected as one, but my knowledge 
and yours does not extend beyond that. Moreover, while I have been unable to possess you 
again, I have been aware of all that has transpired lately, and—\.” 


“WHAT!? YOU’ VE BEEN SEEING EVERYTHING IVE BEEN DOING!?” 


(Indeed. I know about your encounter with the Displacer Agent, your convalescence at the 
citadel of the All-Sovereign, your terror and trepidation before Lech Blanton-Sa, your 
conversations with Anise Lozada and your allies, an—].” 


Mortified beyond belief, the late Lord Beerus turned an unnatural shade of scarlet. 


“Never mind that now. You’ve been seeing a// my thoughts and actions, haven’t you? 
Especially the ones where I... y’know...” 


“| Where you what? ].” 

“Y° know... that thing males do when they’re alone...” 
“[ Train? |.” 

“No.” 

“[Read?].” 

“No.” 

“[Write?].” 

“Damn... and I thought Goku was an idiot.” 


“U heard that... furthermore, I already knew what you meant. You have quite a strong grip, 
son of Lech].” (Brief pause). “[There is no reason for you to be ashamed. Such things are 


common to mortals. Your subsequent actions may be questionable, yet I would not deem them 
sinful].” 


“Not my point, boogeyman. You’ve seen them. That’s what bothers me.” 


“(It could not be otherwise, as our perceptions are intertwined. Nevertheless, I derive neither 
pleasure nor displeasure from your indiscretions].” 


“You know what? Forget I said anything. Just answer the question.” 


“(I desire to regain my memory... to do so, however, I need to learn the nature of my 
connection with Zunia. Do you recall what I told you regarding her?}.” 


“You said something about you two bein’ ancient enemies or something, that you were sworn 
to hunt her down... that’s about it. What’s that gotta do with me and Quitela?” 


“(The Namekian named Piccolo took you to the Hall of Remembrance, a sacred place where 
one s memories can be created anew. With his assistance, we might attain the knowledge I 
seek].” 


“Y-Yeah... that’s gonna be a problem, pal. Last time I went there, I got a little too up close 
and personal with my inner demons. Let’s just say it didn’t end well... at all.” 


“(I could be mistaken, but I believe such came to pass because you and I were not in accord. 
If we were...].” 


“You saying I should let you out?” 


“(If our minds work together in pursuit of a common goal, my power might allow you to 
endure the ordeal].” 


Okocim fretfully shook his head. 


“No dice. I’d still have to let you out for that to happen.” (Looks at the Soul Inhibitors). 
“These things have kept you nice and quiet thus far. You’ll understand if I ain’t too keen on 
taking them off...” 


“TI do not fault you at all, son of Lech. Nevertheless, there is another reason you dread the 
Hall of Remembrance. You fear what it shall reveal, do you not?].” 


Brow drenched in sweat, the late Lord Beerus held his peace. 


“TI thought as much... as you say, those manacles prevent me from seizing control of you, yet 
even if that were not the case, doing so would do little good. Going into the Hall as you are 
now would merely bring about a repeat of your previous visit. For this to work, you must 
confront what you fear and hate most.” 


“And that would be...?” 
The Presence fell silent. A taciturn Okocim sat on the edge of his bed. 


The former Lord Beerus was at a loss. What should he do? Should he fulfill Zivek’s request? 
Should he tell Piccolo what happened and see if something else could be done? Should he 
forget what he just heard and go on living? 


The Sphygian took the second choice. The fallen Destroyer wasn’t about to become that 
poltergeist’s plaything again. Plus, if Zivek was up and about, Zunia likely would be as well. 


The cat man headed to the courtyard. Piccolo was having a friendly chat with Goku, Android 
21, Shu, Quitela, and the Tien-Shin Trio. Anise, Cumin, and Sauza were dressed in street 
garb, yet Fennel had changed into a fresh gi, same as the Namekian and the android. 


“Hello, Okocim. Are you ready to head out?” 


“Y-Yeah, about that... look, uh, Piccolo, there’s something I need to tell you... in private.” 


Puzzled as he was, the former Demon King excused himself and headed to the citadel’s 
entrance. Once there, the Sphygian recounted everything that had transpired, making sure not 
to omit or embellish anything as he showed his armbands to Son Goku’s former nemesis. 


“T think these things might be broken. You guys should probably take a look.” 
Piccolo took an extensive look. 

“They’re working fine, Okocim.” 

“Then why am I still hearing that asshole (pardon my language) inside my head?” 


“Soul Inhibitors prevent evil spirits from possessing the wearer. Ordinarily, it stops all 
manifestations, but if The Presence is still speaking to you...” 


“We’re not dealing with any old run-of-the-mill demon? Is that what you’re saying?” 


“Like I said, the Inhibitors are working properly. Zivek was likely telling the truth when he 
said he couldn’t take over your body... still, no sense taking unnecessary risks.” 


“You’re right. I should stay here, meditate, work on my ki control, and—” 

“That’s not what I meant.” 

“A-Are you suggesting I go out there? What if I lose control? What if I hurt you guys?” 
(Brief pause). “Piccolo... if that happened, I... Pd never be able to live with myself. I... I’m 
scared.” 


Piccolo gently put his hand on the feline’s shoulder. 


“I know you are, Okocim, but you can’t keep isolating yourself. Remember what I said when 
I first took you to the Hall. You have to confront your fear.” 


“But I... I don’t know how.” 


“The only way to heal from that pain you’re carrying is to uncover its source. You won’t have 
to do it alone, or even right now. These things take time.” 


The cat man allowed himself a timid smile. 
“Promise?” 


The Namekian nodded. Both warriors rejoined the group, which then departed for Capsule 
Corp. 


Okocim smiled. It was a lovely autumn night. All of a sudden, however, the Sphygian had 
half a mind to slap himself stupid. Earth held so much beauty, so much goodness.... and he’d 
nearly destroyed it. 


The former Lord Beerus frowned. Life as a mortal in Universe 7’s Earth... it was more than 
he deserved. Goku, Bulma, Vegeta, Piccolo, Lanson, Shu, 21, Tien, Cumin, Fennel, Anise... 
they’d endured so much hardship, narrowly escaped annihilation far more times than 
anybody cared to count... why? Because of he, himself, and him... where it all started... where 
it would all end, sooner or later. 


There was no use denying it. Shifting his good qualities (all two of ‘em) to one side, lumping 
the myriad bad ones on another, and flushing them down the proverbial toilet would do no 
good, either. He was... who was he, exactly? Beerus the Destroyer? He wasn’t a god 
anymore. Okocim Lech-Sa? That was just Beerus on a very bad day... or a succession of 
shitty days. 


The son of Lech gasped. A soft, furred hand was holding his own. 
“Anise?” 

“Penny for your thoughts?” 

Okocim shook his head. 

“You wouldn’t want them... not even if I gave them to you.” 

“It’s ok. Remember what we talked about.” 


“I’m not alone... I know.” (Brief pause). “Anise... I— 


“Yeah, yeah, you two love each other, you’re soulmates, blah-blah-blah, yadda-yadda- 
yadda.” 


“Quitela!” 


Ignoring a livid Anise, Riazul Sauza cut in front of the felines, gesturing at Okocim to hear 
him out before he said anything else. 


“You talked to Piccolo about The Presence, didn’t you?” 
The vanquished Destroyer shook his head. 

“N-No... what makes you think that?” 

Sauza pointed at his rodent ears. 


“These oversized things don’t miss much... also, remember what I used to do for a living 
before becoming a Destroyer. Last but not least, you suck at lying. Even 21 and Jintan could 
teach you a thing or two.” 


“Fair enough. Zunia been giving you crap too?” 


“What if she has?” 


“T have to know, Sauza.” 
“T don’t see how that’s any of your business.” 


“What do you mean it isn’t!? You know what happened last time those two took over! We 
barely made it out a—whoa!” 


The late Lord Beerus suddenly began to lose altitude. He would’ve fallen had Sauza not 
grabbed him by the forearm. 


“You alright, Lord Beerus?” 

“PI be fine, Goku. Got a bit sidetracked for a moment, s’all.” 
“I can carry you the rest of the way...” 

“HELL FUCKING NO! ?LL—HELP!” 

“LORD BEERUS!” 


The artist formerly known as Beerus nearly plummeted to his death. Having caught the 
Sphygian’s shirt, Son Goku pulled him up as gently as possible. It took the group a good ten 
minutes to hold Okocim, then another five or six for him to calm down enough to regain his 
focus. With Anise by his right and Goku to his left, the mortified cat man looked on ahead, 
hoping nobody would notice his visage turning a deeper shade of crimson by the time the 
group resumed the trek. 


“Moral of the story: nobody talk to me... not while I’m flying... unless it’s urgent. Agreed?” 
Everyone mumbled their accord. 


“Thanks for the save, guys. Sorry ‘bout the scare... and Quitela? I think we should table this 
for a while... least till we’re back on solid ground.” 


The Z-Fighters kept quiet for the remainder of the trip. Some fifteen minutes later, they 
spotted the Capsule Corp logo, shining in light blue neon. Once they landed at the courtyard, 
Bulma herself ushered them into the mansion. 


Okocim swallowed hard. Vegeta was there. He had to tell him... but how? 
“[Hi, Bulma, Vegeta, Trunks, Panchy, Dr. Briefs, how you guys doin’? Lovely evening, right? 
Makes you wanna forget all about that time I sorta blew up your home planet, slaughtered 


pretty much your entire race, huh, Getes? Why dont we all drink to our health and let 
bygones be bygones, huh?].” 


A forlorn Okocim sat on a nearby recliner. He’d barely had a microsecond to gather his 
thoughts before Bulla flew into his lap. 


“Unca Beewus! Unca Beewus!”’ 


“Hi, sweetie! You been a good girl while I was away?” 


The baby girl laughed as the cat man picked her up. Though he had the air literally knocked 
out of him, the cat man acted like nothing was amiss. The deposed ex-Hakaishin was still 
catching his breath by the time his twin brother emerged from a nearby hallway. 


“H-H-Hel-]-l-lo, O-O-O-Ok-k-k-kocim...” 
“Hey, Lan...” 


Lanson Brulle-Sa was in better spirits... or at least he seemed to be. The former Lord Beerus 
thought as much when he got up and embraced his twin. 


Somebody knocked on the door. It took about four seconds for Bulma to open it: outside 
waited two characters the Sphygian knew nothing about. No wonder Lanson’s ensuing gulp 
and timid wave worried him a bit. 


““H-H-H-H-Hi, B-B-B-B-B-Bess...” 

“Afternoon, Lanson.” (Brief pause). “So you’re Beerus, huh? Name’s Bess.” 
Okocim waved sheepishly, much to his twin’s puzzlement. 

“H-Hi... how y’all doin’?” 


An Oriental Shorthair/Cornish Rex anthro hybrid, Bess stood a good five feet tall, give or 
take a couple of inches. Her black and white bicolor fur wasn’t much to look at, same as that 
bony countenance and those white peach eyes. Her semiformal light grey dress accentuated 
her inverted triangle figure, same as those high-heel shoes she clearly loathed, if her visage 
was any indication. Much to Lanson’s chagrin, the female already showed signs of 
pregnancy. 


Okocim then discreetly turned to Bess’s companion, a male anthropomorphic otter with some 
weasel heritage, likely in his twenties, clad in business casual, albeit leaning more on the 
casual side. This fellow’s beaver and sandy-brown fur suited him well, to say the least. 


Okocim averted his eyes too little, too late. He had little choice but to accept the newcomer’s 
handshake. 


“Hi there. Okocim, right? Name’s Desmond. Sauza’s told me about you. Speakin’ of 
which...” (Waves at Riazul). “Hey, Ri-Ri.” 


“CRi-Ri!?].” 


Bess, the twin ex-deities, pretty much everybody within earshot tried to smother the steady 
stream of snickers that followed... some more successfully than others. 


“How many times I gotta tell you, Jimador!? Don’t call me that out loud!” 


“Don’t gimme that, Ri-Ri. You know you like it.” 


“Dammit, Monji!” 


The artist formerly known as Beerus blinked in utter disbelief: former God of Destruction 
Quitela, born Riazul Sauza, had actual, honest-to-goodness friends (and he hadn’t even 
bribed them!). Okocim spared a few side-glances to his former nemesis. Sauza’s Channel 
Ducts no longer shone, yet they were very much active. The rodent had grown almost a foot 
taller since their battle at the Lookout. More importantly, however, the Naatsusian seemed 
more at ease with himself, particularly around Desmond and Bess. 


“TSauza... lucky bastard. Coupla inches more, and those sideburns of his might actually look 
halfway presentable...|.” 


Far as the son of Lech knew, undeification had strengthened the mouse lad, rather than 
weakened him. Granted, Sauza now had to make an effort during fights, but Okocim still won 
(at least half of the time) whenever he sparred with him. 


“Fancy meeting you here.” 


The fallen twin deities turned to face Whis and Vados. Okocim sweated ice: if Whis was 
here, then so was... 


“Hello, Okocim, Lanson. Lord Tusker apologizes for his absence: previous engagements and 
all that.” 


While Lanson exchanged pleasantries with the Guide Angels, the lean feline noticed a fellow 
Sphygian behind his former Attendant: this young male was a Destroyer God, or a 
descendant of one, as revealed by his fine purple fur, largely covered by a semiformal 
military uniform emblazoned with the Omni-King’s sigil. 


His stern eyes reminded the cat man of his father, for some reason. Though they gleamed 
with similar resolve, they harbored not a hint of spite... still, something bothered Okocim 
about that square-jawed countenance. The undeified cat man was quite certain he’d never 
seen this fellow before, yet something about him felt eerily familiar by the time a jovial Whis 
took over. 


“Okocim, this is—” 


“Lieutenant-Colonel Sakar Carpano, Zen-Oh Multiverse Army, Division 4482, God of 
Destruction in-training, Universe 7... call me Negroni.” (Brief pause). “It’s an honor to meet 
you, Bee—Okocim Lech-Sa.” 


The artist formerly known as Beerus feebly smiled as he uneasily shook Carpano’s hand. 
[Wow... your grip sure puts Goku s to shame]. H-H1... how you doin’?” (Awkward brief 
pause). “So... you’re my replacement, huh?” (To Whis). “How long have you been training 


him?” 


“Thirty odd years or so. You were sleeping when I discovered him.” 


“(Discovered ?].” 


“Would you mind givin’ us some privacy, Sensei? Okocim and I have some things to 
discuss.” 


“W-We do?” 
“Not at all, Lord Negroni.” 


Okocim followed Negroni outside to the nearby balcony. Once he was sure they’d be out of 
earshot, the Lieutenant-Colonel signaled his predecessor to take a seat. 


“So... uh... you were with Tusker the day I got back to Kami’s Lookout, right?” (Brief 
pause). “Sorry about that... y’*know... running away like a fucking coward (pardon my 
language), pissing myself in front of you and the others... that must’ve stunk something 
fierce, huh?” 


“Never mind that now. I take it Sensei already briefed you on what we’re up against?” (Brief 
pause). “Tusker and I are the only active Hakaishin left in the whole Multiverse. All others 
are imprisoned in the Void Realm.” 


Okocim subtly looked Negroni in the eyes. 

“What do you know about them? Those Void Realm bastards, I mean.” 

“I’m not at liberty to discuss that with anyone other than the Omni-King and Grand Priest.” 
“Then why did you ask me to come here?” 

“How could I pass up a chance to meet Beerus the Destroyer?” 

The late Lord Beerus subtly looked over his successor. 


“(Definitely something fishy about this guy... what, exactly?]. What’s your relationship to 
Tusker?” 


“The Hakaishin Emeritus has helped with my training. His wisdom and insight have proven 
invaluable. I was hoping you could contribute as well.” 


“[ With what?]. Did Tusker put you up to it? This whole becoming a god deal, I mean.” 


“No. Sensei did... sort of.” (Brief pause). “I was born in this Universe. My mother, gods rest 
her soul, raised me by herself. She had me out of wedlock, so her family disowned her. Life 
was hard for us. I fell in with the wrong crowd, trying to make ends meet and all that. I was 
twelve the first time I killed someone. Got beaten and shot at within an inch of my life. Gods 
know how I stayed alive long enough for Whis to find and heal me. Sensei offered to train 
me, help me patch things up with Mama. Got my shit together, enlisted, worked my ass off to 
make something of myself... but that’s a story for another day.” (Frowns). “Mama... I gave 
her so much shit, and she never threw me out, never gave up on me... not even when I 
deserved it. She was at peace when her time came... that much I’m sure of.” 


Negroni was about to speak when his predecessor interrupted him. 


“(O-kay... how the hell am I s’posed to follow that up?]. Hate to change the subject like this, 
but why did Zen-Oh make me, Lanson, Sidra, and Quitela mortal?” 


“The King of All wasn’t happy with the four of you. I thought that would be obvious.” 
Okocim scowled ever so slightly. 


“Don’t talk down to me, Lieutenant. Dunno what Whis has told you, but I assure you, me and 
Lanson, our family line’s filled with far too many Destroyers to count, most of which make 
Tusker look like a kitten. If I had a cent for every single one of our ancestors who was a 
halfway decent fellow and a halfway decent god, I wouldn’t have enough coin to buy a stick 
of bubblegum.” 


“Your point being...?” 


“House Artois and House Marnier have churned out lots of crappy Hakaishin over the eons, 
Yours Truly included. Most if not all of them were rotten to the core one way or another... 
again, Yours Truly included. Zen-Oh and company knew that. He could’ve stepped in, 
removed them at any time, but he didn’t... until now. Our dear boss is a lot of things, Negroni, 
but responsible, consistent, and impartial he ain’t. He must’ve had other reasons to do what 
he did to me and the others. I want to know what they are.” 


“I'm sorry, Okocim, but that information is classified. I can’t disclose it without official 
authorization.” 


“| How fricking convenient...].” 

“While we’re at it... I have a question for you.” 
“Y-Yeah?” 

“What are you going to do?” 

Okocim sighed. 


“I... I... l-look, lemme give you some advice. Listen to Whis. Learn all you can from Tusker, 
too. Do everything he says. Make sure you get it right the first time. That’1l make ‘im proud 
of you.” (Frowns). “Don’t... don’t be like me... a disappointment... a failure. Don’t be... 
stupid, useless, worthless, unteachable... a coward. Most important of all... don’t ruin 
everyone’s lives, like I did.” (Chuckles). “Anytime you have an off day, remember this: you 
couldn’t possibly fuck up (pardon my language) any worse than me.” 


A bemused Negroni was about to continue, when Bulma peeked into the balcony and told the 
Sphygians dinner was served. Once the felines were back inside, the Lieutenant and his 
predecessor separated. 


On his own by now, Okocim had a look around, praying he wouldn’t run into Vegeta. The 
Saiyan Prince’s expression was wont to sour whenever the late Lord Beerus was nearby. 


The Sphygian took his seat next to Anise and Quitela, who in turn sat next to Desmond. 
Strangely enough, Bess and Lanson avoided one another as the late Lord Beerus glanced over 
at Anise. 


“TSo theres still some bad blood between them...].” 
“Everyone...” 


Bulma clinked her glass a good five times. Okocim’s eyes panned over Goku, Chi-Chi, and 
Goten. 


“(Such a nice kid... gods, I never thanked him for saving my sorry ass, or for his advice 
during that whole Monaka mess, which I started, by the way].” 


“There’s a reason I invited all of you here tonight...” 


The artist formerly known as Beerus spared a discrete glance at Gohan and Videl, themselves 
seated next to Raditz, Launch, and their children Ranch, Daikon, and Mooli. Next came 
Nappa, his wife Kafe, then Piccolo, Android 21, Shu, Mai, Pilaf... 


“(Nappa and Raditz... you two have really come a long way, haven t you? To think it all 
happened because of me... perhaps there was some higher purpose behind my time as a 
Destroyer, after all. Piccolo... dunno why you bothered to help me, but thanks anyway. Glad 
to know somebody out there doesn’t hate my stinkin’ guts. Gohan, 21, Shu... you guys are so 
lucky to have him].” 


“were under threat from a new enemy. I don’t know all the details, but—” 


“[Goku... Son Fucking Goku. You have saved Earth and this entire universe far more times 
than I care to count. You basically did my job for me... and how did I repay you? By intruding 
into your life, hurting you and your friends, and making a pest of myself, all because I felt 
like being a selfish asshole... gods, I’m so fucking stupid!].” 


“weve overcome so many trials together, and—” 


“[Lanson and Bess... or is it Bess and Lanson? Hope you two manage to work things out. You 
deserve to be happy, little bro. I dont blame you at all for hating me. Mother and Father 

didn t do you any favors, and I sure as hell didn t help things any, either]. (Brief pause). 
“[You aren t fooling anyone, Sauza. I can tell you have feelings for this Monji guy. Hope you 
two make it, for what it’s worth. If someone like you can change, Quitela, maybe there 8 still 
hope for... 


You seem to have become friendly with Panchy s housekeeper, huh, Sidra? Alberta, right? 
Call me crazy, but I’ve a feeling you two should be together. Gods know you deserve 
happiness, Sidra. Basil... I’m sorry for everything: the Tournament, your universe getting 
erased, what that bastard Kaisen did to you and Sidra... you guys deserved so much better. 


Cumin... I can tell you’re a good kid. I’ve no idea what you’ve gone through, but gods know I 
should’ve stepped in sooner, then maybe... Fennel... you... you're a cool kid and all that, but 


you... you scare the crap out of me. Not that I blame you or nothin’. You didn t ask to be this 
way any more than I asked to be born. Anise... its just a matter of time: she’ll learn all about 
me, and she'll hate me, like Karasa... Mother... Father... Asahi. If there’s one thing I excel 
at, its making people miserable. Goku and company could fill entire libraries on that and 
that alone...|.” (Brief pause). “[Anise... thank you for everything. I hope you live your life to 
the fullest, with or without me... oh, who am I kidding!? Why the fuck would you go for 
someone like me!? You can do so much better! Doesnt take Zen-Oh to know that... 


Whis... I... I’m so sorry... for everything. I was such a pain in the ass... an ungrateful, selfish, 
pathetic piece of cat shit... it should’ve... it should’ve been me... not... not... her. Negroni... 
whatever you do... don t fuck up like I did. Hope life treats you kindly after everything you’ve 
been through. You’ve earned it, unlike... me].” 


Okocim froze at the sight of Vegeta. The Prince of All Saiyans returned his stare, baleful eyes 
murdering him a million times over in a matter of seconds. 


“l Vegeta... how... how could I... ...].” 


A myriad scenes unfolded in the eye of Okocim’s mind: the time Beerus humiliated the late 
King Vegeta, then the young prince himself, all over a stinking pillow... the day the Hakaishin 
saw him again... the day he slapped Bulma... the day he broke her time machine... the day he 
stood by as Frieza destroyed Earth... Planet... Planet... Planet Vegeta. 

“,..so without further ado, let’s chow down and—” 

It’s your fault. She died because of you. 


You are weak and useless... like him. 


What did I do to deserve a fuckup like you!? Even the other one has more of a shot than 
you! 


Why did you take away my daughter, you son of a bitch!? 
Useless! Worthless! Unteachable! 
You’re just like your mother! Stupid, vain, complacent, selfish! 


I hate you! I hate you more than I have ever hated anyone or anything in my entire life! You 
and that useless hunk of lard are the worst mistakes I’ve ever made! 


All that work and sacrifice... pissed down the toilet... PISSED! Because I didn t... not on 
time... 


Go back to sleep, boy. Dont you dare wake up... ever. 
What are you going to do? 


What are you going to do? 


Going to do? 
Going to... 
Going to— 
“I DID IT!” 


Chair fallen behind, the former Destroyer God of Universe 7 abruptly rose to his full height, 
scream echoing throughout the Briefs mansion, heaving and panting like he was out of 
breath. Staring into his opened hands, the trembling, weeping feline looked Vegeta square in 
the eyes. 


“I... I didit... I... [blew up... Planet... Planet Vegeta. It was me... it was... me... it was... 
it was...” 


A sobbing Okocim collapsed on his knees. 

“Vegeta!” 

Deaf to Bulma’s entreaties, the Satyan Prince rose and left without a word... 
Kami's Lookout, an hour and a half later... 


Back in his quarters, Okocim couldn’t quite recall the flight back to the Lookout. Only a 
couple of fuzzy snippets and snatches danced in his memory as Goku’s voice merged with 
that of Anise, then Piccolo’s, 21’s, etc. 


Sprawled on his bed, the Sphygian felt his stinging eyes. How long had he been crying? An 
hour? Two? 


A knock on the door. The cat man sat up, praying to find Anise. Instead, he saw... 
“Piccolo...” 

“Okocim... I need to speak to you... about tonight.” 

The son of Lech looked down onto the floor. 

“T fucked up royally, didn’t I?” 

“T didn’t say that.” 


“You don’t need to. I mean... it’s pretty self-evident, isn’t it? I ruined Bulma’s party. Vegeta... 
he’s probably pondering how to make it look like suicide or something. Goku and the others 
loathe me by now, if they didn’t before.” 


Having sat next to the feline, the Namekian bade the ex-deity to look him in the eyes. 


“What happened? Why did you scream that out loud in front of everybody?” 


“I... I don’t know... I just... I started looking around the table... then I saw... I saw 
Vegeta...” 


“What were you thinking about?” (Brief pause). “You were beating yourself up over the 
things you did, right?” 


Teary eyes red, the fallen Destroyer forced himself to face Piccolo. 


“I... I couldn’t help it. Piccolo... your lives... Goku’s, Gohan’s, Vegeta’s... they turned out 
the way they did... because of me.” 


“What makes you think that?” 


““W-What do you mean!? Did you already forget it, how I was a lousy Destroyer, how I let 
Frieza and company run amok, etc.!?” (Brief pause). “I meant what I said. I did blow up 
Planet Vegeta. Frieza may have fired that Death Ball, but I... I might as well have done it 
myself... I” 


“Piccolo?” 


The Namekian and Sphygian looked up: Son Goku stood at the threshold. Rather than angry, 
the Saiyan seemed troubled. 


“Sorry for barging in like that. Would it be ok if I spoke to Lo—Okocim?” 


The former Demon King glanced at his charge, then left. The last survivor of Planet Vegeta 
took his place on the right. The feline glanced back down at the floor. 


“How much of our conversation did you hear?” 

“Pretty much all of it.” 

“So now you know... oh well.” (Brief pause). “This is the perfect opportunity.” 
“For what?” 

“Seriously!? Do I have to spell it out for you!? To kill me, genius!” 

“What!? Why!?” 


“What do you mean ‘why’!? Don’t you wanna punish me for what I did to your home 
planet!?” 


“Ts that what this is about? You feel bad about that?” 
“You gotta be fucking kidding me! Weren’t you listening!? Goku, I—” 


“Hold up a moment, Beerus. Please... just hear me out.” (Brief pause). “Don’t get me wrong: 
what you did was wrong, but... thing is, that happened a really long time ago, when I was a 


baby. I don’t have any memories of my life before I came to Earth and met my grandpa... 
‘sides, Frieza was the one who did that.” 


“Yeah, but he did it under my orders. He was one of my Agents of Destruction, so I allowed 
him to destroy planets on my behalf. Long as he didn’t get carried away or tried to oppose 
me, I pretty much let him do as he wished.” (Smiles cheekily). “You see? I was such a great 
Destroyer God, I let others do my job for me when I didn’t feel like doing it myself. Wasn’t 
that nice of me?” 


“Yeah, it was.” 

“Huh!?” 

“Heck, I guess I should be thanking you.” 
“WHAT!?” 


“Just hear me out. Beerus... Okocim... if you... if you, Frieza, or whoever hadn’t blown up 
Planet Vegeta, my parents wouldn’t have sent me to Earth on that spaceship. If I hadn’t 
reached Earth, I’d never have met my grandpa, Bulma, Yamcha, Tien, Chiaotzu, and the 
others. I also wouldn’t have met Chi-Chi, so I wouldn’t have had Gohan and Goten. Without 
Gohan around, Piccolo would still be evil. If Gohan didn’t exist, he wouldn’t have married 
Videl, so Pan wouldn’t have been born. I also wouldn’t have met Raditz, Nappa, Android 21, 
Mr. Satan, Buu, or even Frieza.” 


“And that’s a bad thing?” 


“Of course it is! If things hadn’t gone the way they did, I wouldn’t have had the chance to 
fight so many powerful warriors! When we fought at the Tournament of Power... it was 
incredible. Beerus, I... I hadn’t felt that good in years... not since the day Gohan beat Cell.” 


“Goku... all those things you just described... they came bundled with a lot of bad, horrible 
stuff, too. Frieza... correct me if I’m wrong, but didn’t that damn lizard kill Krillin and Vegeta 
on Namek?” (Brief pause). “You weren’t supposed to fight Frieza, let alone beat him. I had to 
pick up my jaw from the floor when Whis told me you had... same with Majin Buu. You 
ended up fighting him ‘coz Shin had to go down to Earth and do my job for me, which, and 
this goes without saying, he wasn t supposed to. I... I was asleep at the time. He was too 
scared to wake me up... not that I blame ‘im. As for the Tournament... Zen-Oh, he... he did 
that to punish me... for being... being...” 


“Being what?” 
“A huge, stinking sack of shit...” 


“But you’re not a sack of shit! You’re Lord Beerus, one of the awesomest, strongest guys I’ve 
ever fought! You’re just so cool and amazing and—” 


“Where the hell are you seeing all those qualities!? For that matter, why the hell do you want 
to have anything to do with me when you know I used to make guys like Cell and Frieza look 


like a fart in the wind!?” 


“Lots of people I know used to be like that, Lord Beerus. If they could become good guys, 
you can, too. Not that you were ever a bad guy, just—” 


“Goku, I was more than just a bad guy! I used to be Death itself! Wherever me and Whis 
went, people went out of their way to make me comfortable, to appease me, to make sure I 
had good food to eat and all that...” 


“Why’s that a bad thing?” 


“THEY DID IT BECAUSE THEY WERE AFRAID!” (Brief pause). “People... they 
didn’t... try to... please me... ‘coz they... they liked me and wanted to be my friends! They 
did it because they were afraid of me! They knew I could destroy their whole damn planet, 
their whole damn solar system, their whole damn body and soul, with a snap of my fingers, 
and they wanted to survive at any cost!” (Brief pause). “Know what the worst part is? I can’t 
make excuses. I can’t just shrug and say: ‘oh, they were evil races and they had to be 
destroyed for the good of all’. If P’d really believed that, Frieza and his stinking empire 
would’ve been history long before you and Vegeta were born. Don’t you see, Goku? I... I 
destroyed all those planets, wrecked all those lives, because I... because I could do pretty 
much whatever the fuck I wanted and get away with it. I was a God of Destruction, after all. 
Behind all that before-Creation-there-must-come-Destruction bullshit, I was just another 
power-hungry monster who did what all power-hungry monsters do: kill, destroy, make 
everyone’s life a living hell.” 


“Lord Beerus... I... I didn’t know you felt that way...” 
“Now you do... and for the umpteenth time, drop the freaking ‘Lord’ already.” 
“But Lord B—” 


“But nothing! What part of ‘don’t call me ‘Lord’ don’t you understand!?” (Frowns). “I can’t 
forget it, Goku. No matter how hard I try, no matter how hard I work, train, or meditate, the 
nightmares, that damn voice... they keep coming back. Hell, sometimes I see myself blowing 
up your home planet. It’s true... Z was the one who destroyed Planet Vegeta, even if 
somebody else pulled the trigger.” (Brief pause). “You listening?” 


“Yes... and now’s your turn.” 


Goku’s sudden shift in tone and expression more than slightly alarmed the cat man. Okocim 
half-expected to die right there and then, or to get punched square in the nuts, at the very 
least. 


“You keep saying you’re an evil monster and we should all hate you for what you’ve done, 
but that’s not true.” 


“What!? You think I’m making this stuff up!?” 


“T didn’t say that. Look, Okocim... all those things you did, they were wrong, but... let me 
put it this way: a ‘sack of shit’ wouldn’t look me in the eyes and tell me he hates himself ‘coz 
he used to do bad things to people. A ‘power-hungry monster’, someone like Frieza, 
wouldn’t even care that he hurt others or that he used to blow up planets, but you do, Beerus. 
What’s more, you admit it. You stepped up, you said ‘I did it, I was wrong, I’m sorry’, and 
now you’re trying to make up for it. Does that really sound like somebody who deserves 
hate?” 


“Tf only it were that easy...” 


“PI be honest... I really don’t know what to make of all this, but I meant what I said... the 
Beerus who blew up Planet Vegeta, he isn’t the same Beerus who’s now training with me, 
helping out around the Lookout, looking out for everybody. He sure isn’t the same guy who 
almost got killed stalling Quitela (or the thing that possessed him, anyway) long enough for 
me and the others to get here. You saved us that day, Beerus. You did it again the next day, 
when you took that stab that was meant for Sidra. Heck, I know of an even earlier 
example...” (Brief pause). “You stopped Zamasu from killing Gowasu, then you Hakai’d 
him. You saved the whole Multiverse that day, man. How can you hate yourself after all 
that?” (Frowns). “You... you gotta stop trashing yourself all the time. It’s like you’re looking 
for any reason to hate yourself and make everybody else hate you. That’s not gonna fix 
anything. It’ll just make you feel bad and make you wanna give up.” 


Jaw all the way down, the fallen ex-deity gaped at Goku. Inconceivable! Was this the same 
Saiyan who constantly annoyed him with stupid questions and scared the crap out of him 
with Instant Transmission!? 


“T’m sorry, Goku... no matter how much people tell me otherwise, I... I can’t bring myself to 
believe it, no matter how much I might want to. I... I just feel so worthless. That’s what 
he thinks.” 


“Who? Who thinks that about you?” 
“My father.” 


“Your father?” (Brief pause). “I remember now... Tusker. That guy who was with Whis and 
Negroni when you came back from Zen-Oh’s place, right? He’s such an asshole. What kinda 
guy goes around badmouthing his own son in front of everybody?” 


“Goku...” 


“I don’t care what happened between you two. He doesn’t have the right to do that to you. 
What a jerk... P ve fought a lot of really bad people, but Tusker... I barely even know the guy, 
and I already hate him. Other than King Piccolo, Zamasu, and Frieza, I can’t recall anybody 
else who made me feel that way.” 


“Look, can we please change the subject? I’d rather not fall down that rabbit hole again... 
and by that, I mean I don’t wanna talk about it. Wasn’t referring to a literal hole.” 


“T understand. By the way, are you hungry? You didn’t eat dinner back at Capsule Corp.” 


“Not really. To think I used to be such a glutton... guess ol’ Zenny took away my appetite, 
too. I can’t taste much of anything anymore, so eating’s become just another chore for me to 
power on through.” (Chuckles). “Whatever you do, don’t ask me to cook for you. Ask Quitela 
if you wanna know the details.” 


Another knock. The pair turned to the door. 
“Hi, 21. Something wrong?” 


“Hey, Goku, Beerus. Sorry to interrupt, but, uh... Vegeta, he’s outside, in the courtyard, says 
he wants to see the two of you. Didn’t say why.” 


“Ok; we’ll be right there.” 


Sweating and trembling all over, the Sphygian came along. Teacher and pupil stepped outside 
of the citadel, where the Saiyan Prince awaited. Arms crossed against his chest, Vegeta 
directed the pair’s attention to a bunch of suitcases he’d brought along. 


“Hi, Vegeta. Everything alright?” 
“Kakarot... I need to speak with Beerus... alone.” 
“Vegeta... look, I know you’re angry at him, but—” 


“I won’t ask again.” (Brief pause). “I won’t lay a finger on him. You have my word.” 


A resolute Okocim stepped forward. 

“Goku... it’s ok. Do as he says.” 

“Are you sure?” (Brief pause). “Ok.” 

The strongest warrior on Earth made himself scarce. 

“Uh... what’s with all the suitcases?” 

“Your clothes and personal belongings. I’m giving them to you.” 

“You want me out of your house... I understand. How are Bulma and Lanson? Are they ok?” 


“Tf you must know, Bulma is still very upset. As for Lanson... forget him. That clown’s not 
important.” 


The fallen Hakaishin all but froze over where he stood. 
““W-What do you mean ‘not important’!? That ‘clown’ happens to be my brother!” 


Vegeta glowered at the fallen Destroyer. 


“Like I care. I discussed the matter with Bulma, and she agreed. Be grateful we’re only 
kicking you out. If it were up to me, that hunk of lard would be sleeping in the streets.” 


Much against his better judgement, the son of Lech found himself hissing at his former host. 
“You can’t be serious! Lanson hasn’t done anything to you! Show some freaking respect!” 


“Respect has to be earned, Your Godship. In case you’ve forgotten, you and your twin have 
been doing the opposite of that since the day we met.” 


“Vegeta... I... look... this isn’t about me. My brother is not to blame for what I did to your 
father, or for what me and Frieza did to your planet. Lanson is not me any more than I am 
Quitela.” 


“I don’t see any difference. Far as I’m concerned, you Destroyers and your Omni-King are 
less than filth. You think you can screw around with anyone weaker than you, and get away 
with it.” 


An irate Okocim sank his claws into the palms of his hands. The fallen deity bit his tongue 
before he could fire back to the tune of “You used to be like that, too!” 


“Listen, you—” 
The Saiyan Prince stared death into Okocim’s eyes. 


“No, you listen, cat shit! I’m not going to forgive and forget everything you did just because 
you lost your powers. That whole I’m-sorry-for-everything act you’re putting on may have 
fooled Kakarot and the others, but I know better. Deep inside, you’re still the same spoiled, 
selfish, immature man-child who slapped my wife, harmed my son, humiliated my father and 
me, destroyed my planet and race, and, lest we forget, didn’t lift a finger when Frieza 
invaded. You, that brother of yours, the rat, and the green oaf are still alive only because of 
Zen-Oh’s orders... that, and I respect Kakarot more than I despise the four of you.” 


Barely able to stop himself from shaking, Okocim stared dolefully into Vegeta’s eyes. 


“I... you’re right. ’ve done terrible things to a lot of people, including you guys. Much as I 
want to, I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to fix them.” (Brief pause). “Vegeta... I won’t ask 
you to forgive me: just... give me a chance to make things right.” 


“(Humph!] You’ll have an easier time raising Kakarot’s IQ.” 
“Even so, I stand by what I said. You can’t blame Lanson for things Z did.” 
The Prince of All Saiyans turned his back on the hated ex-deity. 


“I don’t blame him for anything.” (Brief pause). “Consider this your first and final warning, 
Beerus: if you, your brother, the green man, or that fucking rat cause any trouble on Earth, 
you better pray Kakarot and the others get to you before J do. Just because we have to help 
the whole damned lot of you doesn’t mean we’re going to put up with your bullshit. Good 
night.” 


Vegeta warped away. Claws reddened with his own blood, a sobbing Okocim collapsed on 
his knees as Goku, Piccolo, 21, and Anise rushed to him... 
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Chapter 12: Induction 
The Void Realm... 


Groaning and aching all over, Zumot al-Massaya opened his eyes. Vision blurry, the warrior 
formerly known as Arak motioned to rise, yet his legs wouldn’t heed him. Try as he might, 
the Calamantian couldn’t get them to move. 


It took Zumot a good four or five minutes to lift his upper body to an upright position. The 
fallen God of Destruction voicelessly gasped: his five-fingered hands were assuming an 
altogether different form. Each finger merged with its neighbors to form what appeared to be 
three larger, thicker digits. 


The warrior from the Universe of Balance also felt increasing irritation and itchiness all over 
his body. Much against his will, Zumot felt his face, neck, chest, and abdomen as best as his 
ungainly, inchoate hands permitted: he was growing fur! An amphibian endowed with fur! 
Such a thing was impossible... wasn’t it? 


Despite the impaired vision, the late Lord Arak realized his facial structure was assuming a 
beastly shape akin to a snout. What he’d felt upon touching his countenance told him as 
much. The captive ex-deity had barely begun to digest these revelations when a series of 


throbs, aches, and increasing weight between the neck and shoulders heralded still more 
distressing news. 


The fallen Destroyer felt something clammy behind him. Was he bleeding? 


The Calamantian made to feel the area around the upper to middle back, yet his limbs 
brazenly disobeyed all commands. After all that transpired, the amphibian had little 
inclination to do anything, other than lie down on the floor as his body stretched, shrank, 
increased, diminished, seared, throbbed... 


At long last, the fallen ex-deity managed to look down to his feet. They were changing, from 
plantigrade to digitigrade! Rather than retract, the webbing between the toes extended and 
shifted along, much as it happened with that of his fingers. Zumot al-Massaya, formerly God 
of Destruction Arak of Universe 5, again tried to get back up, only for his body to utterly 
disregard him. The grumbling disgraced warrior cursed himself. 


“Unreal! Eons of training and self-discipline, and I’m as helpless as a tadpole! I can t even 
stand up!].” 


The amphibian struggled to center himself: perhaps a quick meditation session would allow 
him to regain control over his body. Try as he might, the vanquished Hakaishin couldn’t 
assume a half-lotus position. Zumot sighed. No sound left his nonexistent lips. 


Inconceivable! He wasn’t called “Arak the Cunning” for nothing! His wit, intellect, and tact 
had seen him and others through seemingly hopeless situations far more times than all the 
stars of the sky, all the sands of the desert put together! It couldn’t end like this! It couldn’t! 


“Good of thee to awaken, Agent Siddhar.” 


A male voice! The vanquished warrior futilely sought its source. The former Destroyer soon 
realized he was in a cubicle of sorts, with barely enough room for a tin bowl filled with water 
(no doubt intended to serve as a washbasin), a slightly smaller bowl (likely a chamber pot), 
and a rather unappealing cot. 


“Apologies for the austere accommodations. Thou shan’t remain therein long.” 
“Who are you!?” 


Zumot nearly jumped at the sound of his own voice. The pitch came out much harsher than 
usual, more like a bestial growl rather than the utterance of a reasoning being. The confused 
Calamantian could only grasp his throat as the speaker prattled on. 


“I am Numen of Deletion Baimao XCII, son of Bohea, of the High Imperial House of Wuyi. 
Thou art pledg’d to me, Agent. Be not distressed. Thy voice remains thine own, e’en as the 
mutation taketh its due course.” 


“Mutation!?” 


At last Zumot remembered: the Star Hall... the Awakening... excruciating pain as the beam of 
light burned through him... Sencha... Kocha... Chifir... Ganlu... Favonius... Perun... Enki... 


“[Salmer!].” 


He’d been with him in that dismal place, subjected to similar torture! The Kualuan was 
nowhere to be found. Assuming he was still alive, Zumot’s godson was likely imprisoned 
elsewhere in the citadel. Gods knew what harrowing ordeals the younger male would be 
facing at this very moment. 


“OPEN UP! LET ME OUT OF HERE!” 


“In due time. Thou wouldst do well to mark mine admonitions, Agent. Release is provisional 
to thy compliance, as well as—” 


“MY NAME IS ZUMOT, GRANDSON OF MASSAYA, SON OF HADDAD! LET ME 
OUT RIGHT NOW, YOU SON OF A BITCH!” 


A brief pause followed. Zumot didn’t pick up any change in Baimao’s tone when the Numen 
next spoke. 


“I see thou art still much discomfited, e’en out of sorts... ‘tis a matter of course, given the 
present circumstances. Howbeit, make it not a habit to test me. I am not one to be trifled 
with.” 


“Sonofa... where’s Salmer Khaitan!? What have you done to the other Destroyers!?” 


“Thy fellow fallen deities still draw breath. Like thyself, they are being readied for their 
catechesis.” 


“Catechesis?” 


“Thou and thine’s have been chosen to fight on our behalf. I believe the former Grand Numen 
hath already learnt thee of our captivity.” 


The mutating amphibian glowered spite at the sealed door before him. 

“I won’t fight. Not for the likes of you.” 

“Thou hast no say in the matter, Agent Siddhar.” 

“My name is Zumot.” 

“There is no merit in thy struggle. Yield. Spare thyself incommensurable pain and suffering.” 
“Why did you choose us, specifically? Was it because we’re Destroyers?” 


“All shall be revealed in due time. ‘Twill not be long afore thou art in better health, swathed 
in thy new inhabitance of flesh. Alas, that souls can ill forego such imprisonment. Our 
endeavours would have put an end to that, if not for the Nameless Deity and his meddling.” 


“Who is this ‘Nameless Deity’?” 


“Gladly would I indulge thine idle curiosity, yet there are still other travails I cannot 
postpone. We shall speak again later on.” 


Silence. Something in Zumot’s mind urged him to scream at the source of that voice, to 
berate it till his throat crapped out, yet he kept his mouth shut. 


The fallen deity gathered his mind. The source of that voice likely wasn’t human. It sounded 
too nasal. Every other syllable came out as a crowing sound. The speaker could well be of 
avian extraction, and... 


Zumot soon lost his train of thought. What was even the point anymore? 


He and his fellow ex-Destroyers were at the mercy of older, obscenely powerful deities, with 
an axe to grind and no amenability to reason. Left unchecked, they would carry out their 
insane scheme to overthrow Grand Zen-Oh and take over the Multiverse. Not even the Omni- 
King and Grand Priest themselves would be able to stop them. What little Zumot had seen of 
the Numina told him that much. Anyone with half a brain would know what that meant: 
ultimate, absolute, irrevocable death and destruction of all, what would have occurred had the 
recreant Zamasu brought his Zero Mortals Plan to fruition. 


Lying back down, Arak wept in silence. It had all been for nothing: his own birth and 
growth... his joys and sorrows... his pleasures and sufferings... his triumphs and tragedies... 
his enlightenment and tribulation... Miswa’s life... Ciroc’s life... Salmer’s life... Cukatail’s 
life... Avso’s life... his own life. Everything he and his fellow beings, divine or mortal, had 
fought, bled, even died for... nothing: a whole fat fucking lot of nothing. He should’ve been 
used to it by now. 


Zumot’s end would be little different from his beginning. Sighing despondently, the deposed 
ex-Destroyer allowed his mind to wander: God of Destruction Lord Arak XXIV, son of 
Ksarak, of the Great and Eminent House of Gat, born Zumot al-Massaya ibn Haddad, was the 
eleventh son of God of Destruction Lord Ksarak XLIX, son of Baljanan, of the Great and 
Eminent House of Gat, born Haddad al-Gazbur ibn Massaya. 


“Father... how the hell did you manage it? How the fuck does one fulfill all the duties of a 
Destroyer God, maintain a strenuous training regimen for well over a hundred-thousand 
years, still find time to court/bed several females, marry some of them, make concubines of 
the rest, and beget a minimum of five spawn from each, all over a period of twenty-plus 
years !?|.” 


A boastful, self-pleased fool of a male, Haddad al-Gazbur wasn’t one to mince words, not 
when it came to singing the praises of the countless sons and daughters his many wives had 
borne him. Such graciousness even extended to a handful of spawn sired through his 
bountiful concubines, as well as a chosen few among the seemingly infinite flow of bastards 
(confirmed or otherwise) that followed him everywhere, like an ocean of scum. 


Zumot, however, was another story. The Calamantian hadn’t been sired through rape or 
bastardy... yet he might as well have been. Haddad barely spared a syllable on regards to this 
particular son of his... why? Arak had wondered as much centuries after his own ascension, 


when his real name and origins were unknown to all, save Cukatail, Ogma, himself, and a 
handful of beings spread throughout the Multiverse. 


His mother, Wadila bint Lanro, was Haddad’s ninth (or tenth?) wife. Zumot himself was the 
second of six tadpoles Wadila spawned that day (right after his older sister Jabalma), so 
legitimacy wasn’t an issue. 


“T Was it your status in the house, Mother? Not likely. Like most of Haddad 5 wives, you 
started out as a slave, but this seedy little fact wasn t necessarily detrimental to the females of 
House Gat, or their progeny. To be honest, you figured among Father s least favorite consorts 
(not that I blame him), but in practice, this didnt make much of a difference in the way 
Ksarak treated the brood you gave him... save for me].” 


Zumot wasn’t hated, but he wasn’t exactly loved, either... why!? He’d always just been kinda 
there... why!? 


Far as Zumot knew, he’d done nothing to earn such treatment. He would’ve gladly settled for 
any gesture on his father’s part: a curse, a harsh rebuke, a backhanded slap, even being spat 
on the face would’ve been preferable to such scathing indifference... why!? 


He’d asked his mother so many times. She’d never answered... till that fateful day. 


Perhaps Wadila had quarreled with Haddad’s other wives over some nonsense or other. 
Perhaps she’d become fed-up with the ceaseless prattle of a fussy tadpole, much too curious 
and willful for his own good. Whatever the reason, the female wielded their native language 
like a steel whip. 


(Translated from Standard Nakhadian). “{You were born accursed. You reek of impurity and 
foulness. The devas gave you unto me as a sign of their disfavor. Lord Ksarak knows it... I 
know it... everyone knows it... and now you do, as well}.” 


From then on, young Zumot had little inclination to speak to his mother, or anyone else, for 
that matter. 


{Run, everyone! Rank-Foot’s coming!\. 

{Get hence, Rank-Foot! Your stench offends the elders!}. 
{Stay down on the mud, Rank-Foot! It suits you!}. 

{Don t you dare stink up the place, Rank-Foot!}. 

{Why the hell did Father let you live!?\. 

{The boys mother must’ve offended the devas}. 

{Even the slaves think you’re pathetic, boy}. 


Save for Cukatail and Ali, eldest among Ksarak’s slaves, few grownups gave the lad a second 
thought. Fewer still acknowledged him in ways other than withdrawing whenever he literally 


fouled the air with his mere presence. There were others, of course, but the Attendant stood 
out, along with... 


“[Avso...].” 


Avso al-Massaya ibn Haddad, later God of Destruction Lord Mabruk XLII, son of Ksarak, of 
the Great and Eminent House of Gat. One among the countless children Ksarak sired through 
Fakra bint Rayan, Avso was Zumot’s senior by at least three years. It wasn’t long before he 
became the favorite sibling of the future Lord Arak. 


It began on that balmy summer day. Young Zumot was just minding his own business when 
one of his older brothers and his gang blocked his way. 


“*Goin’ somewhere, Rank-Foot?}.” 
A grumbling Zumot was in no mood to engage in witty retorts... at least initially. 


“{My comings and goings are none of your business, Ramkah. You know how it is: I don’t 
wanna talk to you; you don’t wanna talk to me. The sooner you let me pass, the sooner you 
guys will be rid of me and my stench}.” 


“{ Aww, did I offend you, Rank-Foot?}.” 
The future Lord Arak stared pure, undiluted spite into his sibling. 
“{My name is Zumot, you brain-dead waste of cum}.” 


“{Did I hurt your feelings, Stinky?}.” (Brief pause). “ {I’m afraid I can’t let you bathe in the 
river. The fish are really biting today. You’ll scare them off the moment you dip your feet in 
the water}.” 


Zumot flashed a devious grin. 


“fReally? I thought you already did that when your loincloth got stuck on that tree branch 
and came off in front of the girls.” (Shrugs). “{Guess there wasn’t much for the fish to bite, 
now was there?}.” 


“{Why you little—}.” 


Heckled by his inner circle, Ramkah grabbed Zumot by the arm, punched him a good five or 
six times square in the gut, then punted him in the cloaca for good measure. Air knocked out 
of him, the lad motioned to get back up, only for the taller, stronger male to grab him by the 

shirt, unload another round of punches on Zumot’s face, then unsheathe his claws perilously 
close to the younger male’s throat... 


“*That’s enough! }.” 


Ramkah and company turned to the sound of sprinting legs. Lingering dust screaming death, 
Avso al-Massaya struck a fighting pose. 


“You never learn, do you, Ramkah? Since you’re so eager to battle, why don’t you take 
me on... or would you rather your opponent didn’t fight back?}.” 


Ramkah and company scrammed. As the dust faded, Avso crouched to Zumot’s height and 
helped him up. The future Destroyer of Universe 5 was bleeding all over. 


“Thanks, Av...}.” 
“{ Are you ok, Zu?}.” 
“{Tl live. Ramkah’s bark (ow!) is worse than his bite}.” 


{Speaking of which... you taunted him again, didn’t you?}.” (Brief pause). “{Zumot... why 
do you keep doing this? You know Ramkah is stupid and insane! I’m starting to think 
you’re trying to get killed!}.” 


“*Would that be so bad? It’s not like Father and the rest would miss me...}.” 
“*Zumot, listen to yourself! You don’t really mean that, do you!?}.” 

Zumot started to cry. 

{It’s the truth. Stop pretending it isn’t}.” 


“*Zumot... let’s get outta here. I'll dress your wounds till we can find Cukatail. Lean on 
me}.” 


Once Zumot complied, the siblings started to walk away. 


“{Brother... I don’t know why Father and the others treat you this way, but you mustn’t let it 
y 
get to you}.” 


“Little late for that, I'd say}.” 
“{My point still stands. I can’t let you throw yourself away like this}.” 


“You can’t protect me forever, Av. Sometimes I wish you wouldn’t. I... I’m holding you 
back. Father yelled at you again. All of us heard him, all the way to the stables. Hate to say it, 
but he’s right}.” 


Avso chuckled, then turned serious. 

“{Well, that’s one order I won’t be obeying anytime soon... you got a point, though. I can’t be 
with you all the time, so there’s only one thing to do: I’m gonna teach you how to defend 
yourself} .” 

“fY-You’d do that? For me? Avso... I-I...}.” 


“Don’t argue with me, Zumot. It’s for your own good. In exchange, I want you to promise 
me something: promise me you’ll teach me to read and write. I... I’m too embarrassed to ask 


Ali or Cukatail...}.” 
Zumot smiled. 
“{If that’s what you want... I promise}.” 


Like Zumot himself, Avso wasn’t your run-of-the-mill Calamantian: he stood a good five- 
foot-eight, quite remarkable for a species that barely reached the four-foot mark. While most 
of his brethren (Zumot included) oscillated somewhere in-between flabbiness and emaciation, 
Avso already sported the frame of a seasoned warrior by the time he reached his fourteenth 
year... didn’t take Cukatail to figure out what that meant. Zumot knew as much a couple of 
months later, as he poured a glass of raki for himself, then another for Avso. 


“{So it’s true, then? Father named you his heir?}.” 


“{Not really. Father and Cukatail have taken over my training and schooling, but he still 
hasn’t made a final decision}.” 


“ST Sees" 

Having downed the contents of his glass, the future Lord Arak poured himself another. 
“{Remember what we talked about, Zu}.” 

“{Tve been keeping my promise, Av. I only drink when I’m with you}.” 

“You also promised you wouldn’t go overboard}.” 

“PII be fine. I am my father’s son, after all...}.” 

Stare fixed in an intimidating glower, Avso left the table. 

‘Father is a Destroyer: you are not. You keep doing this, you’re going to get yourself killed. 
I talked it over with Cukatail, and he agreed: you are drinking to excess, brother. I want to 
know why}.” 


“You know perfectly well why}.” 


“You hate yourself because of the way everybody else treats you... that excuse is worthless, 
and you know it}.” 


“{It helps me cope, Avso}.” (Brief pause). “{I’m gonna run myself through my own sword if 
I don’t drink. Sometimes I can’t even sleep unless I... gods, I’m so fucking stupid! I—}.” 


Zumot screamed his guts out as a series of pangs slammed him back to here and now. 
Transformation accelerated by leaps and bounds, the Calamantian’s mind and body roared 
like the stricken beast Chifir and company had reduced him to. 


The creature that yelled, groaned, and writhed on that dirty dungeon floor soon felt the 
weight on his back increase. Something was growing... no: something was breaking free from 


the upper and middle areas. 


Zumot clenched his teeth. Recalling what Miswa said eons ago regarding childbirth, the 
fallen deity wondered what she’d think now, if she saw him like this. 


The pain gradually eased up. Panting violently, the sweat and blood drenched Zumot realized 
what had happened: he’d grown wings! More accurately, they were taking shape. The 
Calamantian made to touch the incipient, leathery, vein-riddled membrane, yet ended up not 
doing so. 


The pain... he should’ve been used to it by now. Mortal or otherwise, it’d been a constant 
companion throughout his life. 


Far as the future Lord Arak was concerned, Haddad, his wives, concubines, daughters, sons, 
etc., regarded him as an oddity of sorts: Zumot was certainly Haddad’s son, but he had little 
to no standing in his father’s house. Even the lowliest among the slaves could gainsay him 
without fear of consequence. 


Save for special occasions, the future Hakaishin was barred from setting foot in Ksarak’s 
palace. The few times this prohibition was relaxed, he would be set apart from everyone else, 
barely allowed to mingle with servants and other “untouchables,” many of whom were loath 
to have anything to do with the “cursed” son of Hakaishin Ksarak. 


{Don t come near us, you walking sty! Go spread your stink elsewhere!}. 
{Gods, you reek, boy! Guess Ali forgot to teach you what soap 5 for...}. 
{Mercy me, what a foul stench! Your mother fucked a fish or a carcass, boy!?}. 
{Dammit, woman! Your cooking tastes as good as Zumot smells! \. 

{You do realize you’re supposed to empty the chamber pot, not bathe in it? }. 


Seeing how the tadpole had been so handy with tools from an early age, the ever- 
magnanimous Lord Ksarak tasked Zumot with repairing gardening hoes and other such tools 
used by household slaves. Whenever he could take time off his stable boy duties (which is to 
say, almost always), Zumot was the go-to guy for fixing whatever happened to break or 
malfunction that particular day, be it carpentry, metalwork, or masonry. Whether kin or 
stranger, free or slave, all members of House Gat knew this to be true. 


{Say, Zumot, could you fix the lock to the pantry s door? Think its about to come loose}. 
{Zumot, Mother told me to tell you to carve her a new chair for her inner chambers}. 
{Hi, Zumot. I need a new Set of shelves for this room I’m building...}. 


{Thank you so much for the doll you carved for my spawn, Master Zumot. She really loves 


it}. 


{The detail is simply exquisite, Zumot! You’ve outdone yourself this time!}. 


As payment for his services, the future Destroyer God was allowed to live in a small cabin 
near the stables. As per Ksarak’s instructions, payments for Zumot’s services could be made 
either in foodstuffs or a pittance of coin. 


What little free time Zumot had he would devote to his lessons in music, geography, and 
other disciplines, under the watchful eye of Ali. Otherwise, he would spar with Avso and/or 
Cukatail. 


Once per week, on the eve of the day of rest, Avso, Zumot, and a group of their closest 
friends would sneak to the nearby villages for a few rounds of wine, women, and song. It 
would be near dawn by the time the amphibians returned home. 


Haddad wouldn’t hear of it. Hakaishin Ksarak visited his son’s hovel one day. Zumot 
swallowed hard as he bowed before the God of Destruction and his Attendant. 


“{Fa—Lord Ksarak, Cukatail... I-I am honored to be before your august presence, and—}.” 
“Spare the flattery, boy. Get up and look me in the eye}.” 


Zumot complied: God of Destruction Ksarak stood a good five-foot-one, quite remarkable for 
a Calamantian. Wenge-hued skin bore the full brunt of the midday sun as long whiskers 
twitched at intervals. The deity’s purpure eyes bore down upon his scion, who barely had the 
presence of mind not to flinch at the sight of his sire. 


“SJ am well aware of your outings, Zumot. You are an adult: what you do with yourself is of 
no concern to me. However, I can ill afford to ignore such indiscretions when they imperil the 
future of House Gat. You must curb your profligacies, particularly when it comes to siring 
unwanted spawn. Lastly, refrain from dragging my heir down to your wretched level. I have 
spoken}.” 


With that, God of Destruction Ksarak flew away. Having spared a sigh and a frown, Cukatail 
shook his head, then followed after the Hakaishin. Still standing at the threshold of his cabin, 
the future Lord Arak had a look at the palms of his hands. 


“*P-Profligacies...}.” 
Fists clenched, the young male started to tear up. 
“Unwanted spawn...}.” 


Unable to stop himself from trembling, Zumot yanked a nearby flask. Downing its contents 
in a single gulp, the Calamantian paid little mind as most of the raki spilled all over his 
clothes and floor. The amphibian sighed: barely three years in, and he’d already broken his 
promise. Avso would be so disappointed. 


“{Unwanted spawn... the future of House Gat... unwanted spawn... future of... unwanted... 
spawn... unwanted... future... unwanted... UNWANTED SPAWN!?}.” 


A roaring Zumot flung the flask straight to the wall in front of him, watched as it shattered 
into mere fragments, and what little drink it had left resolved into a wet stain above and 


below. Screaming his lungs out, the future Destroyer made short work of one of two chairs, 
then the austere dining room table, then his carpentry tools. 


That’s when he came across it: his own visage reflected on the only mirror in the house. 
Ksarak... Wadila... Ramkah... Matu... Walid... Jabalma... Alwadi... Kekar... Mtallat... Sompu... 
Karram... Kefraya. Sisters, brothers, cousins, aunts, uncles, nieces, nephews, daughters-in- 
law, sons-in-law, slaves, serfs, servants, vassals, handmaidens... the whole damned lot of 
them. They sickened him... it sickened him: the stench... the exploitation... the humiliation... 
their scorn... their laughter... his very visage. 


Howling like a demon, Zumot ripped the mirror from the wall and flung it to the ground, 
trampling underfoot what little remained unbroken. Soles stained a sickly blue, the scion of 
Gat grabbed a handful of shards, clutched them with both hands, pounded the rest into 
powder... 


It was around late afternoon. Avso and Cukatail dropped in, only to find the front door half- 
open, the inside of the house in shambles. 


“{ZUMOT!}.” 


The future Hakaishin laid in a stream of his own blood, surrounded by azure-stained glass 
shards strewn all around. Breathing a sigh of relief, Cukatail healed the Calamantian just as 
he was about to slip away. 


Zumot had little recollection of what happened next. He could barely recall the taste and 
smell of his own blood as he turned away and buried his head in shame... 


The cell door opened. Creaking and screeching brought the disgraced Hakaishin back to the 
present: there he was, as weak as the day he was born, body growing, twisting, snapping into 
an ungodly caricature of itself... 


“[You’d be so proud, wouldn t you, Father?].” 


Unable and unwilling to decipher what the guards were saying, Zumot went limp. The men 
took the fallen Destroyer out of his enclosure. 


Favonius awaited outside, along with another fellow: dressed in a long white and brown tunic 
similar to Sencha’s, this roughly five-foot-seven being carried a laser-sword hilt clipped to 
the waist, which meant he was attuned to the Flow of the Devas. The creature had a beaked 
countenance, which reminded the Calamantian of a strange group of beings once called 
“plague doctors.” Sickened by those bulging, glazed-over eyes shadowed by a wide-brimmed 
hat, the late Lord Arak looked away, only for the fellow to direct the patient’s baleful stare 
back to himself with the aid of a simple staff, wielded with the right hand. 


“Baimao, I presume?” 


“Hail, Agent Siddhar. The time is come to cross thy next threshold.” 


Baimao’s beak moved as he spoke, thus dispelling Zumot’s doubts: Baimao was a Torikanian, 
a humanoid being of avian extraction. Zumot soon realized something else was amiss: the 
once calm and composed Favonius did his utmost to not shake and sweat whenever the 
Numen so much as blinked, gestured, or gave instructions to his staff. 


“Apologies for such a sorry spectacle... “‘twould seem Agent Favonius findeth mine presence 
unbearable. Lord Maofeng, that baseborn fool... he tempteth mine patience, yet ‘tis all for 
naught. His chicanes harm me not. ‘Twill not be long afore Lady Chifir sees him for the 
dandiprat he is. Agent Favo—” 


“DON’T TOUCH ME!” 


The lizard jumped a good six feet away. Baimao made as if to walk towards the Therian 
Agent, but ultimately stayed put. 


“Enough puerilities... come hither.” 
“N-No... p-please...” 
“PI not warn thee again, Agent Favonius: approach by thine own volition.” 


The reptile stayed put. Shaking his head, the avian Numen extended his right arm towards 
Favonius: the screaming Agent’s body abruptly levitated towards Baimao, soles of his boots 
screeching against the floor beneath. 


“{Mercy! Mercy, I beg you! Do not touch me, signore medico! La peste!}.” 


Deaf to Favonius’s pleas, Baimao fired some sort of green-colored electricity from both 
hands. Frame racked with pain, the Agent’s screams echoed throughout the hall and nearby 
areas, mixed with incoherent ramblings in a mixture of Provençal, Tuscan, Corsican, 
Sardinian, and other Italo-Dalmatian languages. 


“{La peste! La peste!}.” 
Just then, something clicked deep within Zumot’s mind. 
“That language... Standard Bassarian!}.” 


Aided by his newly awakened faculties, the Calamantian sought Favonius’s ki signature, only 
to narrowly miss it. Another attempt... better. Yet another attempt... better still. One more 
attempt... almost there... final attempt. 


The Calamantian froze over where he stood. He severed the connection, reestablished it 
once... twice... thrice... impossible! It couldn’t be! 


This Favonius fellow was no stranger at all! His energy signature closely matched with that 
of... 


“Liquiir!?” 


Having squelched the lightning, Baimao lowered his hands, allowing the smoking Favonius 
to fall face first. More annoyed than enraged, the Torikanian landed a few more whacks on 
the Agent’s head with his staff before giving him time and space to rise. 


“Keep thy wits about thee. Aid mine men with this experiment. Thou mayest quit here 
afterward.” 


Practically sprinting to Baimao’s group, Favonius hoisted the Calamantian over his shoulders 
and carried him over without further incident. 


“Liquiir... Rugato... it’s me, Arak...” 

Sweating profusely, the mutant kept walking. 

“I am Therian Agent 0456, codename Favonius. Those names are unknown to me.” 
“They’re yours! I know it’s you, Rugato!” 

“That name means nothing to me.” 

“Liquiir... Rugato... please... this is wrong. You know it...” 

“We... we must... follow orders.” 


The Agent assisted in strapping Zumot to a large metallic board. Baimao afterward had his 
men prepare a strange-looking device. From what the fallen Destroyer gathered, the 
contraption was meant to induce sleep. The presence of clamps, occluders, forceps, scalpels, 
retractors, and sundry surgical items on a nearby tray dispelled all remaining doubts. 


“The Reconstitution Procedure shall now commence. Thou hast done well, Agent Favonius. 
Head to the Halls of Lamed. I sense Lady Kocha and Lord Caron will require assistance with 
Agent Abzu.” 


Favonius stood stiffly still, as if his heart had suddenly stopped in its tracks. 
“L-Lord C-Caron, Sir?” 


“The work we are about to undertake shall prove toilsome enough without thy vexatious fear 
and trembling. Get thee hence.” 


One brisk salute later, Favonius left without a word. His brother’s name stillborn in his 
tongue, Zumot could only watch as awareness gradually gave way to fretful slumber... 


The Void Realm, altogether elsewhere... 
Salmer: 


Everything hurts... head... face... arms... legs. My body feels like it’s on fire... no... like 
somebody dunked me in acid, then poured salt all over me. Haven’t... haven’t felt... this... 
this lousy... in ages... not since my training under Bonak. 


GET UP, SALMER! WE HAVEN’T EVEN BEGUN! 

GET BACK ON YER FEET AND QUIT YER INFERNAL WHINING, BOY! 
I SURVIVED FAR WORSE WHEN I WAS YOUR AGE! 

YOU WOULDN’T HAVE LASTED A MINUTE WITH NOLET! 

DON’T EVEN THINK ABOUT TAPPING OUT! 

DON’T YOU DARE WIMP OUT ON ME! 

DON’T YOU DARE DISAPPOINT ME! 

ME AND MARTINU, WE RAISED YOU BETTER THAN THAT! 

YOU HAVE TO DO BETTER THAN THAT! 

YOU HAVE TO BE BETTER THAN THAT! 

Be better, Salmer... better than me. I know you can do it. 

“Pay attention, boy. We have yet to begin.” 

I look up. There he is: Caron. He towers above me. He... he hisses at me. 


He’s laughing at me... he’s going to do it! He’s gonna do things to me! Bad things... terrible 
things... unforgivable things. 


Enki’s here, too. Is he in on it? Not likely... guy said he doesn’t wanna be here... so what? 


People say things all the time. All people are alike: they use you... they let you use them... 
you let them use you... they betray you... they fail you... they leave you... you betray them... 
you fail them... you leave them. They leave... all of them... Zumot... Martinu... Ag... Samir... 
Muscat... Bonak... Tyree... Bok— 


“Mark me, boy!” 


Caron scratches my face: it stings. It’s nothing compared to this... this thing inside of me, 
eating me alive, like acid. 


My body... it’s changing... shifting. Kocha, Sencha... it’s all their doing. 


““Twould seem I misjudg’d thee, sirrah. I took thee for an industrious... nay, a virtuous sort of 
deity. Much too late have I come to realize mine error.” 


I turn to the fucking snake. My eyesight’s getting worse... everything’s so blurry. Enki and 
Caron might as well be two whole blobs of nothing... 


“Thy thoughts dwell altogether elsewhere... such thinking is most unbecoming of a servant of 
the shadows. Thou wilt surely prove a poor Adept.” 


I wanna yell at him. I wanna tell him to shut the fuck up. I wanna tell him to go fuck himself. 
I wanna rip out that forked tongue of his and make him eat it. I wanna crush his fucking 
testicles into powder with my bare hands. 


Damn reptiles... nothing but trouble. I should know. 


“Several times have I perused thy records, mine Lord Geene. I'll spare the exordium, spoil 
the narratio, give figs to partitio that I might impart unto thee a sorely needed peroratio: thou 
and thy precursor displease me most severely.” 


“Go fuck yourself, snake!].” 


Again, that hissing laugh. He does it all the time, like when he bit Martinu, when he 
murdered... Sonram... Soncar... Kimon... Kerbrok... Hayman... Phimal... Hapusa... Planet 
Dagon... all those people... 


“MARK ME, CUR!” 


Caron’s kick sends me flying all the way across the room. Every bone in my body feels like 
shit... 


Caron: 


(Translated from Nahuatl). {Foolish boy... stupid and deluded. Like Father... like Itztlacatl... 
like Amaru. Before Citlali... before the chirurgy... before the— no! I am not Amaru, son of 
Teuhcatl! That male is dead, gone forever! Iam God! I have the Source! I am the Source! 

I am the Dark! I am the Power! I am— 


Mine eyne catch that whelp, Enki: hands on Geene 5 forehead, he summoneth the Light to 
assuage his agony. Feckless child... I grab him by the neck, cast him straight into the walls}. 


“GET AWAY FROM HIM! DON’T FUCKING TOUCH HIM!” 


{Khaitan curses me, mine sires, mine ancestors, mine people... damned fool. I have no sire, 
no ancestors, no people: I am Caron, Scion of Allpa! I am one with the Source! The Source is 
with me! The Source is me! It is mine, all mine! Thou art mine, Khaitan! Mine!}. 


Enki: 


I have been trapped in the Void Realm for ages. I barely remember my old name... what I 
used to look like... before Sencha and the rest got their hands on me. Sometimes I recall 
details, but it’s all so fuzzy: my... my name... is... B... B... 


Caron... he’s ranting and rambling like the fiend he is. Salmer’s writhing in front of him, 
screaming in silence while the fucking serpent pounds and mauls him to his heart’s content. 


Salmer... Zumot... they and the others are gonna end up like me... like so many others: 
brainwashed, enslaved, twisted into monsters. Sooner or later they’Il forget their own face... 
their own voice... their own name. 


Khaitan... that name... it... it stirs... it stirs something in me. Salmer... Khaitan... it makes 
me... makes me feel... sad... angry... weak... useless... worthless. 


Oh shit! Caron’s undoing his pants! He’s gonna do it! He’s going to rape him! 


There’s nothing I can do... Caron’s too fucking strong... nobody, nothing can stand up to him. 
I don’t have a chance... I don’t have a choice. 


I tap into the Surge of the Gods: the hilt of my laser-sword flies to my hand. I activate the 
blade: it flashes a bright gray. I scream like I’ve screamed too many other times before. 


“YOU WON’T HURT SALMER! YOU WON’T HURT ME! NEVER AGAIN! NEVER 
AGAIN, YOU HEAR ME!? NEVER AGAIN!” 


Salmer: 


I look to my left: Enki’s attacking Caron. The way he wields that laser-sword... the way he 
moves... is he dancing? Fencing? Hacking? Slashing? No... all that, and more. 


I only know of one other warrior with that much skill: Sabrat Muscat. He used to be one of 
Arak’s Agents of Destruction. Heck, he and Tumak Samir are easily the best Agents Zumot 
ever had. 


We’d conduct our drills with the other Agents all day long. At dusk, when everyone else went 
their merry way, Samir, him, and me, we’d stay and train together. 


Muscat was a tricky opponent: one minute he’d be assaulting you with kicks and punches. 
The next, he’d fire up his sword, strike so you barely had time to dodge or parry. 


Good thing he always kept that thing at the lowest setting: otherwise, I would’ve lost my 
arms and legs a thousand times over. Funny thing, though: Muscat never went for the head... 
unlike Enki. 


Doesn’t take Martinu to realize this ain’t no practice match: it’s a life-or-death battle... for 
Enki. Far as Caron’s concerned, though, might as well be Tuesday. He hasn’t even drawn his 
god-damn laser-sword... damn snake’s laughing himself stupid. He blocks, parries, sidesteps 
with ease... either that, or he takes Enki’s blows head on. 


Wait... could it be!? YES! HE DID IT! HE ACTUALLY DID IT! Enki’s cut off scale face’s 
hand! 


Something’s wrong, though... Caron keeps fighting like nothing happened. He doesn’t even 
blink... just goes on laughing, hissing, laughing, hissing... 


Caron: 


{Sweet boy... pity Euthalia and Euthymia couldn t make up their damn’d minds. Thou 
wouldst not be for the Shadows nor the Light, but the plaything of both... neither one nor the 
other. 


Absurd! Ridiculous! Inconceivable! 


Yet I'll humour thee, Euphemios. Mayhap thy daughters shall prove wiser... mayhap TIl learn 
them the error of their ways}. 


Enki: 


DIE, GODS DAMMIT, DIE! HOW CAN HE BE SO STRONG!? WHY CAN’T I KILL 
HIM ALREADY!? IF I LOSE HERE, IT’LL HAPPEN AGAIN! 


YOU’RE NOT GETTING YOUR HANDS ON ME! NEVER AGAIN! 

Salmer: 

Enki’s giving it his all. Caron’s already lost both arms and half his tail... lousy reptile’s 
getting bored. Enki jumps far away, shoots that weird lightning from his hands, like Masala 
did... fucking cobra ain’t even fazed. 


Caron tanks the attack. Every last part of him cracks with electricity. 


Enki amps it up: the ground beneath Caron’s feet is starting to smolder. Damn snake reeks of 
burnt meat. 


Kid’s lit the reptile up like a mini supernova! I can see his whole skeleton! 


That attack’s strong enough to fry everything to ashes! I doubt Martinu, let alone Bonak and 
me, could’ve survived that! The reptile’s still alive, laughing at us! 


Enki! He’s walking towards Enki! 
Caron: 


{ ‘Tis been amusing, boy, yet I tire of thine antics. Pitiful stripling... thank thine auspicious 
star Mayumi and the rest esteem thee so. 


Why do the gorgon sisters thus fawn o’er thee? Euthalia would have thee become an Adept of 
Light. Euthymia would have thee embrace the Dark. 


Dual Adepts... why would they abide such nonsense? Light and dark cant dwell together... 
e’en I know this to be true. 


Damn’d gammers! They vex me so! Yet I shall discover the truth}. 
Enki: 
He’s coming towards me... this is it! He’s gonna murder me! 


Salmer’s in no shape to help... my strength’s all spent. Need to think of something... my 
laser-sword! It’s a long shot, but... 


I CAN’T BELIEVE IT! IT WORKED! I GOT HIM! I FUCKING GOT ‘IM! 


I DECAPITATED THAT DAMN SNAKE! THANK GODS IT’S FINALLY—HUH!? 
Salmer: 


I hear squishing, gurgling sounds, followed by explosions... you gotta be fucking kidding me! 
Caron’s getting up! He’s still alive, all bloodied, got a brand new head, with arms and a tail to 
match! 


How!? Why!? What is that fucking reptile made of!? 
Oh no... ENKI! 
Caron: 


{Thats enough, boy. The time for amusement is at an end. Now I go about mine Father ïs 
business}. 


Enki: 


IT’S NOT FAIR! I HAD HIM! I FUCKING HAD HIM! WHY IS HE STILL—he’s coming 
towards me! 


I try to run, but I can’t move! Kyma! Caron’s using Kyma! I recall all of Sencha and Kocha’s 
lessons, but nothing’s working! 


It’s over. Mama... Papa... help me... 
Salmer: 
ENKI! GET AWAY FROM HIM! GET AWAY FR—huh!? 


Caron’s extending his left arm towards me: it grows out of his socket, slithers, coils all over 
the place, just like Mate’s did. His right hand’s facing Enki: before I even blink, kid’s already 
flying like the serpent just threw him. 


Enki slams full force into the dungeon walls. He’s trying to get down, but something’s 
keeping him pinned: Chikara... Kyma. 


Caron slams me back down face-first. This is it: no more running... no more hope. He curses 
in that language of his as he rips me out of my clothes. 


It’s happening again... I’m naked. Those sons of bitches tell me to dance. They promise to 
reward me if I do well. They say they’ll punish me if I fuck up... it’s all a fucking lie: no 
matter what I do, it always ends the same. 


They’re high on every single drug in the Multiverse. They get tired of watching. They yank 
me from the stage, take turns: they kiss me... fondle me... grope me... then they— 


IT HURTS! STOP! GET AWAY FROM ME! IT HURTS! STOP! STOP HURTING ME! 


CARON! FUCKING SNAKE! HE’S LAUGHING AT ME! IT HURTS, HURTS, HURTS! 
PLL KILL YOU! PLL FUCKING MURDER YOU! 
CIROC! MARTINU! AG! ZUMOT! SAMIR! MUSCAT! DASSAI! TYREE! HELP ME! 


I... Pm filthy... it... hurts... filthy... I... I am filthy... I... I am... unclean. My eyes turn to 
Enki: kid’s weeping, bawling his eyes out. 


The way he’s looking at me... his ki! I can feel it! I’m sensing his ki! It... it feels... familiar. 
This... this can’t be right... it can’t be! It’s you... but you died eons ago! 


Suddenly, I’m back at my palace. I see a little boy. He’s playing, laughing, making a mess all 
over the place, as me and Ty run after him. 


Now I’m at Bonak’s temple. Everyone’s there. Tyree... she looks so happy. She’s cradling a 
baby. 


We’re back at my place. Me, the kid... we’re fighting... yelling... he leaves in tears. 
Years pass... Arak breaks the news: he... he died. You died... but you’re here... now... 
The voices... too much... too many... STOP! MAKE IT STOP! 

Don t you dare wimp out on me, Salmer! 

I HATE YOU! 

Lord Bonak... he... he hate me... 

Its alright, my friend. It’s alright. 

MARTINU! NO! DON’T HURT HER! GET AWAY FROM HER! 

You hate me... stop pretending otherwise... 

Enki... no... that’s not your name. It’s you. It’s really you... 


Bokma. My... my son. 
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One week later... 


Anise Lozada stole a side-glance at her fellow disciple. Cradling a bouquet of fresh roses, 
Okocim Lech-Sa avoided eye contact with other passengers in that crowded bus. 


“Ts this really a good idea? I... I don’t think I should be doing this.” 
“It’s ok, Cim. Bulma wants you to come. She invited you herself.” 


“Why? Anise, I... I lost my shit (pardon my language) in front of everyone! I ruined Bulma’s 
party, scared the crap out of the others! As if that wasn’t enough, I... I made Bulla cry. 
What’s worse, Vegeta knows what I did.” (Brief pause). “It’s all my fault. I blew up his 
planet, ruined everyone’s lives. You guys... you’d all be better off if I” 


“Okocim... don’t.” 


The chilly tone in Lozada’s voice brought the Sphygian back to here and now. Visage 
wearing an irritated semblance of commiseration, the Tien-Shin pupil mulled things over 
before reopening her maw. 


“I know how you feel. I think that way a lot of the time... lots more often than Pd like to 
admit.” (Brief pause). “Look, way I see it, feeling like that is the first step to making things 
right... but you can’t get stuck there. You can’t go on the rest of your life beating yourself up 
for what you did, for what others did to you. That doesn’t help anybody.” 


“That’s pretty much what Goku said that night, before Vegeta...” (Brief pause). “You ever 
feel... y know... useless? Like you can’t do nothing right... you’re holding everyone back... 


you wouldn’t last a minute if somebody wasn’t holding your hand 24/7... that kind of thing?” 
(Brief pause). “That thing you said then, ‘bout doing good? Looks like I'll be getting a head 
start, give or take a coupla months...” 


“Why? Is this about Champa and Bess’s cub?” 
“Huh... so you knew.” 


“She was talking about it with Quitela, Desmond, and the others. I also overheard Vegeta 
discuss it with the Satyans... and by ‘discuss’, I mean ‘ranting/yelling at the top of his lungs’. 
Champa didn’t take the news all that well either, right?” 


“I came to see him after I got out of Zen-Oh’s hospital. He... he was a wreck, Anise... that’s 
putting it mildly. I wanna help him, but... I don’t know if I can.” 


“Cim...” 


The bus stopped. Out on the street by then, the felines walked onward. Okocim took special 
care not to look anyone in the eyes. 


Okocim: “[Why do I keep doin’ this to myself? I fuck up other people 5 lives... I try to fix it, 
and end up making an even bigger mess... why can t I be more like Anise? She's so much 
better than me...].” 


Anise: “[Why do I keep lying to myself? I keep telling Cume and Fenn the past doesn t matter. 
What really matters is what you choose to do here and now... do I really believe that? I wish I 
were more like you, Cim. You constantly face up to what you did, what you became...].” 


Okocim: “[Anise... you’re so brave and strong. I... I’m such a coward. Karasa, Asahi... guess 
it comes with the territory, when you’re descended from a dynasty of licensed murderers, 
most of whom are evil incarnate. Evil incarnate... the fuck does that even mean? |.” 


Anise: “[ What did I become, again: a murderer? No, not quite. Those are a dime a dozen. 
Murderers... the ones who win make history. The losers ge—NO! Dont go down that path, 
Lozada!).” 


Okocim: “[Look at all these people, goin’ about their lives. Gods know what fucked up shit's 
festering in those minds of theirs. If they only knew what 5 festering in mine... how ‘bout a 
free sample? 


Scenario: me, Anise, Bulma, and Lanson are walking down the streets, just mindin’ our own 
business. Oh, almost forgot: Quitela and his hot totally-not-my-boyfriend Monji are there, 
too... so s Bess, ‘coz why the hell not? 


Anyway, we’re walkin’ past this Chinese restaurant or whatever, and I see them, swimmin’ in 
a fucking fish tank, just twiddling their claws till somebody decides they wanna have ‘em for 
dinner: lobsters. Anise and the rest keep walking while I tiptoe closer to the tank. Luckily, 
they keep it right near the entrance, so I don t have to go in too far in. 


I meow to myself so softly, only I can hear it... or so I think. Some random receptionist comes 
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my way and asks me the same ol’ things: ‘can I help you, Sir? ’, ‘would you like a table, Sir?’, 
‘do you have reservations, Sir?’ 


I ask where the bathroom is... I don t have to go. 


The silence... its smothering me... like after Universe 6 got erased. I don t remember what 
Goku and the others did or said afterward. 


As for me, I barely managed to hold on. What was it I said again? Oh, yeah: ‘Somebody 
please say something’. 


Its true. My brother, a whole universe full of innocent beings, had just gotten omnicided (is 
that even a word?) in front of us, and that was the only thing that came out of my maw. 


Somebody please say something. 
Somebody please say... 
Somebody please... 

Somebody... 


Waiter boy directs me to the john. I lock the door behind me... well, whaddya know? Guess I 
did have to go, after all. 


I flush, wash my hands, come out, discreetly peek around... nobody’ looking. I saunter 
around, whistling a bland little tune. Before anybody can even say ‘STOP RIGHT THERE!’, I 
grab myself a lobster and hightail it outta there! Poor thing 5 snapping its claws in the air... 
the fuck could it be thinkin’? 


‘Lemme go, you furry sack of shit! I wanna find the nearest beach! I need me a nice piece of 
ass to mate with!’ 


The hell’re you takin’ me, man!? Its my turn on the sauna tonight!’ 


‘Get yer filthy paws off me, Lech-Sa! Me and my bros gotta find some science goo to swim in 
so we can become adolescent genetically spliced judo crustaceans!’ 


People are chasing me... damn thing 5 on my maw. I’m running on all fours now, ditched my 
shoes and socks (gods, being shoeless feels so fucking good...). 


I finally catch up to the others. I’m all like ‘Look guys, I got us lunch!’ 


Bulma 5 all like ‘WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU THINK YOU’RE DOING, YOU 
MOTHERFUCKER!?’ 


Anise 5 like ‘I’m so ashamed of you, Okocim, I’m gonna do capoeira while you’re rotting in 
jail... and I won't have shoes on!’ 


Lanson 5 like ‘Guess there’re worse things to stick your dick in after all, right, Bess?’ 


Bess goes all ‘For once you’re right... I still hate you, though. I hate everyone and 
everything. I’m Bess Moines. It’s what I do’. 


Sidra, Alberta, and his adopted family from Bungle Island are also there ‘coz reasons. 
They’re eating shish kebabs, so tasty... not that I would know. 


(Quitela and Monji couldn t be bothered to comment. They registered in this cheap motel so 
they could have some good ol’ fashioned ‘bedtime sparring’, in the words of one Son Goku). 


Next thing I know, I’m crawling high atop this here tree, oh so close to a buncha yummy 
robin eggs... ultimate surf ‘n turf, folks! The catch of the day and the hatch of the day! 


Some random cop comes out from the crowd. He 5 all like ‘Sir, please step down from the 
tree, you’re in violation of’ Insert-Random-Ass-Law-Here, blah-blah-blah, yadda-yadda- 
yadda’. I tell ‘im to fuck off, then I take a closer look... 


Oh shit, it’s Krillin! Goku and the rest are there, too! 

Vegeta’ standing in front of ‘em, wearing this weird Napoleon hat, hand-in-waistcoat pose, 
the works. Every jerk and their sister has an Uzi (and I have a hard time getting ahold of 
painkillers... again, I digress). 

‘READY! AIM! FIRE!’ 


It’s finally over... nope, my bad. I’ve got more holes in me than the whole plot of that crappy 
series Bulma made me and Whis watch a year ago, but I’m still alive, somehow... not for 
long, though. 


Hand aflame with ki, Vegeta aims a Big Bang Attack at my face. I can t hear what he’s saying. 
He's just standing there, being all badass and shit, calling me— 

“Okocim!” 

“H-Huh!?” 

“We’re here.” 


The fallen Destroyer could only marvel at the sight before his eyes. The felines had been 
wandering the streets of West City barely a few minutes ago, yet here they were now, back at 
Capsule Corp. 


“Maybe this was a bad idea...” 
“Don’t even think about it, Cim. Don’t wimp out on me.” 


Anise sat down on a nearby bench. Still cradling the bouquet, the Sphygian followed suit. 


“I... I don’t even know what to say.” 

“Run it by me. Pretend I’m Bulma and Lanson.” 
“You sure? People might hear us.” 

“Let ‘em. We’re not doing anything wrong.” 


“Ok...” (Clears throat, sheepish smile). “H-Hi, Lanson, Bulma, how you guys doin’? I 
wanna apologize for what happened last week. I didn’t mean to lose my shit in front of 
everyone like that. I” 


“You're apologizing. Try to keep the swearing to a minimum.” 


“Got it.” (Clears throat again). “Lanson, Bulma, please forgive me for being such a tool. I 
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“Again.” 

“I’m sorry I acted like a douche.” 
“Again.” 

“Apologies for me being stupid.” 
“Again.” 

“T wish I wasn’t such an asshole.” 
“Quit insulting yourself.” 

“PII never bother you again.” 
“Nope.” 

“I’m sorry I was ever born.” 
“Hell no.” 

“You guys deserve better than—” 
“Stop!” (Brief pause). “Choose your next words carefully.” 


“This. Guys, I... ’m sorry for what happened. I didn’t mean to lose my sh—lose control the 
way I did. I... I don’t know what else to say...” 


“We can work with that.” 


The felines’ twitching ears picked up Bulma’s voice. Accompanied by Bess and Lanson, the 
President of Capsule Corp reached the pair by the time the former Lord Beerus jumped to his 
feet and offered the bouquet to the human. 


“B-Bulma... I-I... Pm so sorry... for everything. The time I slapped you, the Monaka thing, 
the Tournament of Power, all those times Vegeta, Goku, and the others got killed protecting 
Earth... it’s all my fault.” 


“Okocim... let’s get going.” 


The group headed to an awaiting limo. Anise exchanged further pleasantries with Bess and 
Lanson as the crestfallen ex-Hakaishin turned to Bulma. 


“So... Vegeta... he told me you were upset.” 


“How couldn’t I be? Beerus... look, I think we ought to talk things over later. This is hardly 
the time or place.” 


“Can we do it by phone? I... I don’t think I should be swinging by Capsule Corp for the time 
being.” 


“Don’t be silly! You can’t abandon Champa now, when he needs you most!” 


“Yeah, I know. I wanna help him, but... I’m scared, Bulma... not just about the cub. You 
know Vegeta hates my stinking guts.” 


“He won’t hurt you.” 
“What makes you so sure?” 


“T’ve known him for years. If Vegeta really wanted to do anything to you, he would’ve done 
it already.” 


“Still, that don’t mean he’ll just let bygones be bygones.” 


“I realize that, Okocim, but this isn’t just about you. Vegeta has a... complicated history with 
Frieza, to say the least.” 


“I see...” (Brief pause). “How’re things between Lanson and Bess?” 


“Not well. Bess isn’t all too happy, for obvious reasons. Vegeta’s been drilling Lanson 
mercilessly, but progress has been... slow, to put it mildly.” 


Just then, Bulma’s cellphone rang. Having glanced at her Caller ID, the President of Capsule 
answered. 


“Goku?” 

“Bulma, thank Kami! Are you guys ok!?” 

“We are. Did something—” 

“Tien and his group were attacked! Those bastards... they took Fennel!” 


“WHAT!?” 


“Are Beerus and Champa with you!?” 

“Yes. They’re here.” 

“Good. Head to Kami’s Lookout. We’ll explain everything there.” 
“Ok. We’ll be right there.” (Hangs up). “Guys... we got a problem.” 
A stern Okocim faced the human. 

“We heard everything, Bulma. Let’s go.” 


Bulma ordered the driver to turn back around to Capsule Corp. Once they took their leave of 
Bess, the group travelled to the rendezvous point in one of the Briefs’ flying shuttles. Dende 
was finishing up healing Tien and company by the time they set foot in the Lookout. 


Okocim shuddered. Whis and Vados were there, which meant... he was there, too. 
That was it, then. No more excuses, no more deferrals. 


Swallowing hard, Okocim and Lanson reached the area where Tusker and Negroni awaited. 
The older twin made to speak, only to be silenced by his predecessor. 


“Stand up straight, Okocim. You too, Lanson.” 


The sweat-drenched Sphygians complied in the blink of an eye. Bludgeoning a spiteful glare 
into his sons, the Hakaishin Emeritus crossed his arms against his chest. 


“So many warriors across the universes, and I get stuck with the two of you... damn fuckups. 
I should’ve followed your mother’s example and quit. If nothing else, I wouldn’t have to 
eyeball your sorry mugs for the rest of ever.” 


Whis cleared his throat in the nick of time. 


“What Lord Tusker means is, in light of recent events, we thought it best to take over your 
training, as we—” 


“E-Excuse me... M-Mr. Whis, S-Sir? Sorry to interrupt, but... what about Fennel? Shouldn’t 
we... rescue him?” 


Cumin had spoken. Tusker was most displeased, indeed. 
“As I was saying, Negroni and I will...” 


Okocim soon lost his train of thought. Tusker’s words devolved into an incoherent mess. Try 
as he might, the late Lord Beerus couldn’t discern the end of one sentence from the start of 
another. Beerus’s predecessor rambled for well over five minutes. His words all but slid past 
Okocim, distracted as he was by the sight before his eyes. 


Tusker XXXV, son of Lager, of the Noble and Distinguished House of Artois, born Lech 
Blanton-Sa, wasn’t one for levity. That no-nonsense, pitiless demeanor of his had earned him 
the loyalty and admiration of thousands, as well as the enmity and odium of billions. Being 
anywhere near bad ol’ Lech wasn’t difficult or unpleasant: it was murder; pure, unadulterated 
murder. 


Okocim sweated acrid death. He had to get out of there, take Anise, Lanson, and the others, 
hole up in the deepest, seediest areas of H.F.I.L., or wherever. 


The younger Sphygian looked to his right. Anise wasn’t all that happy either, same as Goku 
and the rest. Whis’s, Vados’s, and Negroni’s visages revealed much the same. 


Okocim and the Z-Fighters knew it beyond all doubt. The male before their eyes wasn’t just 
another God of Destruction. He wasn’t just another wannabe Frieza, Cell, or Buu, another 
scoundrel with too much power at his disposal, and little to no heart or brains to guide their 
use of it. He was... 


“TA monster? Understatement of the fucking millennium, yet accurate, nonetheless.” 


The late Lord Beerus swallowed hard. It didn’t take Master Zuno to connect the dots. He’d be 
sharing a living space with Lech Blanton-Sa. He’d be in the general vicinity of his lord father 
till further notice. Nowhere to run... nowhere to hide. It was the dark times all over again, but 
this time they would also engulf Anise, Goku, and the others. 


“[Anise...].” 


Would Tusker really do it? Would he take her to his bed and reduce her to just another scratch 
on his bedpost? 


No! Okocim could not allow that! The cat man nearly slapped himself in front of everyone. 
Now was no time for cowardice or weakness! He had to go through with it! 


“[Who knows? Maybe OI’ Hardass has mellowed out over the eons... yeah, right, and maybe 
I'll win the lottery, become a big shot rapper, marry Anise, give her a gazillion cubs, and 
we Il all sing “Kumbaya” once this—|.” 


“OKOCIM!” 


Tusker’s scream sent the feline and everyone else crashing back to here and now. Glowering 
at the trembling, sweat-drenched thing before his eyes, the Hakaishin Emeritus growled out 
loud. 


“Did you listen to a single word I said, boy?” 


“Uh... y-y-yeah! I-I totally did, S-Sir! You, Whis, Vados, and Negroni will take over our 
training, and—” 


“Wrong! Negroni and I will see to the others. You, the other one, the rat, and Bantam’s boy 
will stay with your original teachers. Now if you’ll excuse us, we must convene with Grand 


Zen-Oh. Don’t make a pest of yourselves. These people have more important things to do 
than babysit two worthless fuckups.” 


White digits gripping his Attendant staff, a livid Whis looked on ahead. 
“That’s quite enough, Lord Tusker.” 

Vados herself was more than eager to leave. 

“We’re running late. It’s not wise to keep the Omni-King waiting.” 
“Whatever.” (Jo Okocim and Lanson). “Behave.” 


Having spoken thus, Tusker headed into the citadel, followed by the Angels, and a reluctant 
Negroni. 


A trembling Okocim looked down to his crotch. He’d narrowly avoided another accident by 
the time a familiar hand grasped his own. 


“Okocim...” 

“Anise... I... Pm so sorry, guys. This... this is all my fault...” 

“That’s not true.” 

Everyone turned to Son Goku, who then put his hand on the cat man’s shoulder. 
“You didn’t do anything wrong.” 

Okocim sweated some more. He was about to speak when Lanson cleared his throat. 


“G-Guys... b-be careful around T-Tusker. He’s o-obscenely strong... f-far m-more than V- 
Vados a-and W-Whis together. Watch w-what you s-say to him... w-what you d-do a-around 
him. H-He w-wont-t p-put up-p with r-rudeness, insubordination... e-even n-now he’s 0-over 
a billion times stronger than B-Beerus and I 1-in our p-prime.” 


“Terrific.” 
A surly Vegeta turned away. 


“PII check up on Tien and Chiaotzu. Krillin’s on his way, too. We’ll search for Fennel, see if 
we can turn up any clues. In the meantime, you lot should resume training.” 


“Shouldn’t we come along, too? We’d cover more ground that way.” 


“It would be best if you kept training, Anise. We’ll let you know if something turns up. P1 
rejoin you soon.” 


Having directed one last repugnant glance at the feline siblings, the Prince of All Saiyans 
made himself scarce. After donning their training gear, the Z-Fighters headed to the Training 


Hall for their noonday drills. Much to their wonderment, Tusker and company were already 
there. 


“You’re late. The Omni-King’s tied up at the moment, so we’ll oversee today’s sessions. 
Lanson, you’re with Negroni; Okocim, with me. The rest of you, spar on your own.” 


The fallen Destroyer felt woozy as the others went their separate ways. This was it. No 
Whis... no Lanson... no Karasa... no Asahi... no— 


“PAY ATTENTION, FUCKUP!” 


The shaking feline struck a clumsy fighting position. Hissing out loud, an incensed Tusker 
dismissed the gawking of Goku and the others with a spiteful roar. 


“Did you forget the basics, boy? You call that a fighting stance?” 
“T-It’s G-Grandfather’s s-stance, S-Sir.” 
“Don’t mention that old fool around me. Use the stance I taught you.” 


The tense feline struck a pose akin to boxing. It took all of five seconds for Tusker to initiate 
sparring. For all his efforts, the late Lord Beerus couldn’t land a single hit on the increasingly 
irritated Hakaishin Emeritus, who kept bellowing orders as he effortlessly deflected or 
dodged Okocim’s kicks and punches. 


“KEEP YOUR GUARD UP! ATTACK ME ALREADY!” 


The fallen Destroyer cursed himself. Goku, Piccolo, and the others... there was no 
comparison. Not even Jiren the Grey would stand a chance... not against Tusker the Dread. 


“YOU CALL THAT A COUNTERATTACK!? A FUCKING CUB COULD SEE IT 
COMING!” 


Okocim swipes at Tusker’s cheek, only for his sire to sidestep, grab the attacker by the 
forearm, and slam him facedown upon the floor. 


“Restraint, Lord Tusker.” 


The older Sphygian all but ignores Whis, barely stopping himself from spitting upon his 
downed opponent. Okocim retaliates with a sloppy sweep kick. A cool and collected Lech 
allows it to connect, then grabs the younger male’s ankle, slams his son against the ground 
another over a hundred more times before tossing him across the hall. 


“That’s quite enough, Lord Tusker.” 


Vados is clearly unhappy. Deaf to all other voices, Tusker dashes towards Okocim and 
engulfs him in a barrage of punches and kicks. 


The late Lord Beerus can barely keep up with such an assault. Once his defense falters, the 
lean Sphygian takes a severe pummeling before he seizes an opening and flies far away, 


hands cupped in a telltale stance. 
“Ka... Me... Ha... M—Ugh!” 


Having apparated in front of Okocim, Tusker punches his son’s stomach hard enough to 
make him cough blood. Glowering at the quaking thing before him, the hovering Hakaishin 
Emeritus punches him in the face without a word. One punch becomes two... three... four... 
five, etc., as Beerus’s predecessor loses himself in a vortex of fists, kicks, scratches... 


“IT’S ALL YOUR FAULT! SHE’S DEAD, AND IT’S ALL BECAUSE OF YOU! YOU 
ARE A FUCKING DISGRACE! YOU SHOULD HAVE DIED, NOT HER! NOT HER! 
YOU WEAK, USELESS SACK OF—” 


“THAT’S ENOUGH!” 


Negroni made the scene. Flanked by Whis and Vados, Beerus’s successor restrained the older 
male. It took Tusker less than all of ten seconds to break free and dive towards the fallen 
Okocim. Flesh alight with Super Saiyan Blue, Goku and friends wailed on the attacker, only 
for the burly feline to swat them aside like gnats by the time the Guide Angels of Universes 6 
and 7 intercepted the rogue Destroyer. 


“LECH!” 
“GET AWAY FROM HIM!” 


Panting and heaving like a fiend, the hovering Hakaishin Emeritus glowered at the battered, 
weeping young cat below him. Dead to all voices and stimuli, Lech’s pupils dilated as he 
charged a ki blast with his hand. 


Damn fuckup! Like Blanton and Brulle, he and the other one were weak, pathetic, and 
useless! Lousy brat had Brulle’s countenance, Blanton’s build and personality! He had their 
stench all over him! 


Blanton Bourbon-Sa: stupid old man, always fucking up. Brulle Féverte-Se: man-hating bitch 
from a third-rate house/universe, too busy whoring herself out to do what must be done... 
then there was him: Okocim Lech-Sa. 


Blasphemy! Fucking blasphemy! Damn fuckup had no right to that name, no right to do what 
he did! How dare he ruin everything!? His universe! His house! 


Sappora! She was the one meant to ascend, not this punk! She died... because of him... 
because of... 


“You... you... YOU LITTLE FUCKUP!” 


Before the others so much as blinked, Tusker fired the energy blast. Curled into a fetal 
position, Okocim brazed for impact, yet something was wrong. Tusker... missed? 


The impact zone was a good ten feet away from Okocim. The warrior once known as Beerus 
the Destroyer could only gulp when he laid eyes on the smoldering crater he nearly became. 


“Pathetic... if only the old fool could see you now.” 


Once he brushed aside Whis, Vados, Negroni, and the others, an irate Tusker landed in front 
of his son. The bludgeoned, weeping male shut his eyes, as if begging to be put out of his 
misery. 


“All those eons, all that heartache and sacrifice, and this is what I have to show for it... this! 
Sappora... why!? WHY!?” 


“TUSKER, DON’T! GET AWAY FROM HIM RIGHT NOW!” 

Scowling before a battle-ready Son Goku, a bemused Tusker glanced behind. 
“Mind your own business, Saiyan. This is strictly a family matter.” 

“Do as he says, old man.” 


Frame alight with ki, the glowering Negroni unsheathed his claws, followed by Whis and 
Vados, both of whom aimed their staffs at an unperturbed Lech. 


“You would do well to listen, Lord Tusker.” 


“Save it, Whis. You two have gone soft. Always coddling them fuckups, making excuses for 
them... no wonder they turned out the way they did.” 


“They turned out fine... a whole lot better than you.” 


“Vados... sure, take their side... like you always took Brulle’s. Keep wasting yourselves on 
those two. See if I care.” (Turns to Okocim). “We are done here. You are a disappointment 
and a failure. I disown you. You are nothing to me. I hate you. I hate you more than I have 
ever hated anything in my entire life. Pray we never meet again.” 


With that, Tusker spat upon Okocim’s visage and quit the Training Hall. The ravaged feline 
felt an all too familiar dampness in his crotch soon after, followed by the telltale stench: 
another accident. 


Whis had just finished healing the fallen warrior by the time Goku and company swarmed the 
site. Dampness and reek of urine lingered by the time the Attendant helped his former charge 
back to his feet. 


“M-My fault... all... my fault... Asahi... I... Pm sorry... it should... should have... been... 
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me. 
“Don’t say that.” 
“Whis... I... I...” 


“Okocim...” 


The words still reverberated in Anise’s lips as she embraced her fellow disciple. Okocim tried 
to apologize anew, but he didn’t have it in him to speak. 


What would be the point? His tears, good deeds, all the “I’m sorries” in the world wouldn’t 
take the pain away. They wouldn’t erase what he did, what had happened... they wouldn’t 
bring her back. Tusker was right. This was far less than he deserved. 


“Anise... thank you. I... I don’t know... what to say... what to do...” 
“It’s ok. Let’s get you cleaned up.” 


With that, the pair quit the Training Hall as Dende and Mr. Popo made the scene... 


Chapter End Notes 
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A mysterious message brings Okocim and the Z-Fighters to the enemy’s stronghold, 
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Dragon Ball Super: Twilight of Gods, by Chronos-X 
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Chapter 14: Turnabout 
One week later... 


It began as yet another day. The Z-Fighters carried on their training outside the Lookout, as a 
stoic Mr. Popo finalized repairs at the Training Hall. The rest of the week had gone relatively 
smoothly, following Tusker’s outburst and abrupt exit. 


Two weeks after the kidnapping, Goku and friends had yet to turn up any clues regarding 
Fennel’s whereabouts. Much like the others, Tien Shinhan, Anise, and Cumin looked quite 
the worse for wear, as the daily dawn-till-dusk regime of training and searching wreaked 
havoc on their sleep patterns. 


Suddenly, a hopeful glimmer. Four days after the incident with the Hakaishin Emeritus, the 
team at Capsule Corp intercepted a coded message, along with a pair of items, the first being 
a short-chained necklace with a bluish, spherical medal carved to resemble a salamander eye. 
Back at Capsule Corp, Tien Shinhan barely stopped Anise from touching the medal with her 
bare hands, prompting her to put on a pair of gloves. 

“That’s Fennel’s medal, Master! Those are his initials, and it has the Greek quote, too!” 
Having donned gloves of his own, the Grandmaster of the Tien-Shin School took a closer 
look. The engraving read as follows: 


npòc taŬta KpUmTE unõév: Wo Ò návð’ Op 


KAL TÁVT ÅKOVOV TNÁVT ÅVATTÚÝÚOOEL XPÓVOG 


Tien then opened a small compartment built into the iris. Inside awaited a picture of Fennel 
with two older female anthro salamanders, all in summer attire. 


“This is it, alright. That’s Fennel, Lovage, and Ajowan, a couple of summers ago.” 


The pair then turned their attention to the second find, a set of minute bristles attached to 
minuscule bits of bloody tissue. It took all of Anise and Tien’s self-possession to stop 
themselves from vomiting. Still digesting the revelation, the master of the Tien-Shin Style 
Dojo allowed his disciple to continue on his behalf. 


“You don’t think...? Were there any other clues?” 
Bulma shook her head. 


“My people scanned the parcel multiple times. No fingerprints, saliva, nothing. P1 have my 
team examine the DNA evidence. Meanwhile, Dad and I will work to crack the code. We’ ll 
call you the minute we do so.” 


Three all-nighters and a slew of cancelled appointments later, Bulma and Dr. Briefs made 
good on their promise. What started out as an ordinary training day at Kami’s Lookout soon 
gave way to around of apprehension. 


“Guys... the tissue samples match. They have him.” 
“The message... what does it contain?” 


“It’s a series of coordinates, Vegeta. I looked them up through the Capsule Corp satellite, and 
they pointed to a vast forest, two-hundred miles away from East City. We’re picking up some 
strange energy readings, but other than trees and wildlife, there’s nothing there.” (Brief 
pause). “Hold up... I... I don’t...” 


“Bulma? Is everything alright?” 
“There’s a structure in that area now! But... hold on... lemme me run some diagnostics...” 
Four to five minutes went by... 


“The machines are in working order... we’ve quad-checked our calculations, little chance of 
error... there really is something there! I... Vegeta, is Whis there? Let me talk to him.” 


“He and his group are busy elsewhere. That’s all we know.” 
“Maybe we can help.” 


The Z-Fighters turned as Dende made the scene, followed by Mr. Popo, who carried a 
spherical object concealed by several layers of white cloth he proceeded to unbind. After that, 
the Guardian of Earth and the Keeper of the Lookout motioned the crystal ball to levitate. 


“Tell me the coordinates, Bulma. I can use the Divine Sphere to see into that specific area. 


Once Bulma did so, Dende shut his eyes and spoke a Namekian incantation: the shining 
circle displayed a hologram of the area in question, a clearing in the deepest parts of the 
Eastern Woods. Much to Dende’s concern, the magical device turned the group’s attention to 
an indentation to the northwest. 


“Tt looks like some sort of entrance... you’re right, Bulma. Popo and I have combed that area 
many times before, and we never saw anything out of the ordinary... until now.” 


“Master Tien... is that where they’re holding Fennel?” 


“I don’t know, Anise. I want to find him as much as you, but we need a plan. We won’t be 
able to help anybody if we get ourselves captured or killed.” 


A stern Raditz took over. 


“Tien’s right. This has got to be a trap. The timing feels a little too convenient for my liking. 
Somebody wants us to go there.” 


“W-What’re you saying!? W-We can’t j-just ignore it! What if Fennel’s in there!?” 


“It’s ok, Cumin. We just need to find out what we’re up against. Can you lend us a hand, 
Bulma?” 


“Already on it, Goku. I shared the coordinates with the East City branch of Capsule Corp. 
They’re sending a team to sweep the area.” 


“Cool. Guess the rest’s up to us.” 
Anise stood resolute. 

“I’m ready.” 

Cumin stood tall. 

“So am I.” 

Okocim brimmed with determination. 
“Me too.” 

“T-I’m c-coming, t-too.” 

“You sure you’re up for it, Lan?” 
“That’s b-besid-de the p-point. I-I won’t l-let you get h-hurt... n-not anymore.” 
Piccolo steeled himself. 

“Ready when you are.” 


Android 21 palmed his own fist. 


“Count me in. If those creeps hurt Fennel, P11 make them regret it.” 
Shu secured his wakizashi. 

“Took the words right out of my mouth, Sensei.” 

Nappa yawned out loud. 

“Haven't had a good fight for a while now. I could use a change of pace.” 

Raditz psyched himself up. 

“Same here... ‘sides, somebody has to keep an eye on you guys.” 

Sidra cracked his neck. 

“T’m coming, too. Those people might be holding Lavender and Bergamo, for all we know.” 
Basil began stretching. 

“Where you go, I go.” 

Vegeta crossed his arms against his chest. 

“For once, I agree.” 

Quitela shrugged. 

“Might as well come along, too. Not like you guys will let me sit this one out, anyway.” 
At that instant, the rodent snapped his fingers. 

“We should call Jimador! He’d be a lot of help.” 

Okocim scratched his head in utter befuddlement. 


“What makes you think that?” 


“For one thing, he’s stronger, smarter than he looks. More importantly, he’s experienced in 
covert and clandestine ops. Last but not least, he’s pretty handy with magic and magical 
contraptions.” 


“You sure about this, Sauza? Can he fight?” 

“Better than you can cook.” 

“Walked right into that one, didn’t I?” 

Having produced a smartphone, Riazul dialed a number. 


“Hope he picks up this time around...” 


“It’s settled. Let’s go, everyone. Grab on to me and—” 
“Don’t even think about it, Kakarot.” 

“Huh!? Why not!?” 

The Prince of All Saiyans was less than amused. 


“You idiot... did you forget already!? It’s too dangerous to use Instant Transmission! We’ll 
have to get there the old-fashioned way.” 


“Right... my bad.” 
Sauza put away the smartphone. 


“Just got done talking with Monji. He needs three minutes to grab his gear and find a sitter 
for his daughter. I told him we’d meet up on the skies above Capsule Corp.” 


At that moment, Dende handed Goku a device resembling a portable compass. 


“This is a Magic Compass. It’Il guide you to your destination. I’ve already imputed the 
coordinates.” 


“Awesome. Thanks, Dende.” 

Raditz walked ahead. 

“Let’s get a move on, everyone. Time is of the essence.” 
With that, the Z-Fighters headed out... 

An hour and a half later, Eastern Woods... 


Once Earth’s warriors regained the ground, Vegeta and Raditz exchanged words with the 
head researcher of the Capsule Corp team. As the Z-Fighters assessed their surroundings, 
Okocim’s keen hearing caught wind of the discussion. From what the late Lord Beerus 
gathered, the gargantuan metal door before their eyes hadn’t been there before. 


Strangest of all, the team’s technological doohickeys hadn’t picked it up, either, and they 
were supposed to be cutting-edge. Busied thus, the Sphygian was spooked by a familiar 
presence. 


“Y-You ok, b-b-bro?”’ 

“L-Lanson!” (Brief pause). “Sorry ‘bout that, man. You startled me.” 
“A-Are you alright? Y-You haven’t s-s-said a w-word for q-q-quite a while.” 
“I’m good. Just nervous... this is our first mission since... y’know.” 


“Y-You’re sc-scared, a-aren’t y-you?” 


“How can I not be? Speakin’ of which... I’m worried about you, Lan.” 
“T-I’m alright, C-Cim. I can t-t-take c-c-care of m-m-myself.” 


“Things’re diff’rent now. You’re... well, mortal... you have that breathing thing, that 
azimuth...” 


“Asthma.” 

“Right... plus, there’s the fact you’re gonna be a father.” 
“You d-d-don’t have t-t-t-to r-r-r-r-r-remind m-m-me...” 
Okocim shook his head. 


“Who woulda thunk it? Beerus the Destroyer, scared of walking into a trap... Father’s gonna 
laugh himself stupid.” 


“T-Try n-not to d-dwell on that, bro. H-He’s not h-here. H-He’s n-n-not gonna hurt y-y-you.” 


“If only it were that easy. I... I can’t escape him, Lan. I close my eyes for just a nanosecond, 
and there he is. It’s Sekhmet all over again. Brings me back to that day... after Asahi... when 
Karasa and the others... I...” 


The disgraced deity from the Universe of Trust slapped himself hard. 
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“Sorry ‘bout that. Had to take back control somehow... I— 
“If you two are done wallowing in self-pity, we have a mission to see through.” 


Rolling his eyes, an irked Quitela gestured at the twins to keep silent and turn their attention 
to Jimador. Clad in coal-dark garb, the masked otter solemnly shut his eyes and initiated a 
series of hand gestures the Z-Fighters soon lost track of. The shinobi then spoke an 
incantation in a language Okocim and the others couldn’t place, followed by the emergence 
of flaming letters in a mixture of Japanese kanji and Sanskrit characters. 


Open eyes glowing, Monji struck a bizarre pose, placing arms and hands as if they were 
prying open a gargantuan maw. The moment he did so, both halves of the metallic door 
began to separate, slowly at first, then at a quicker pace, all without making a sound. It took a 
good five minutes to fully open the door, and little less than ten seconds for Jimador to 
recuperate, much to Okocim’s wonderment. 


“How... what was that?” 


“A technique passed on through my family for generations. That’s all I can tell you. I 
assumed you guys would rather keep things quiet.” (Brief pause). “The spell won’t hold 
forever. We’d best get a move on.” 


And so they did... 


Five minutes into the journey... 


No hostiles detected... still, the Z-Fighters knew better than to let their guard down. It was 
only a matter of time before they’d run into trouble. Their suspicions were confirmed by 
Desmond’s hushed warning. 


“(Traps).” 


Without another word, the otter cast a shuriken into the area in front of him. The projectile 
was airborne for little over four seconds before it got skewered by flying spikes shot from 
above, below, left, right, and so forth, as Son Goku sweated ice. 


“(N-Needles... w-why did it have to be needles!?).” 

Vegeta was not amused. 

“(You’re a grown-ass man, gods dammit! Act like it!).” 

“(But the needles, man...).” 

Basil the Kicker was practically nibbling on his fingernails by now. 

“(Will you two quit bickering!? You’re gonna blow our cover!).” 

“(Quiet! All of you!).” 

Raditz turned to Jimador. 

“(How did you know this area was boobytrapped?).” 

“(T’m a Shinobi Mage. It’s my job to know).” (Brief pause). “(I don’t sense any magic in this 
room, so it’s safe to assume we’re dealing with technology-based gadgets. And here I was 


expecting a challenge...).” 


Monji’s words had barely died out by the time he started zooming all across the room. When 
Goku and company next blinked, a mess of machine guns and assorted junk laid at their feet, 
neutralized without making so much as a peep, much to Nappa’s bewilderment. 


“(Amazing... we could’ve just blasted them out of the way, though).” 


Grumbling to himself, Desmond signaled the group to keep quiet. Another six or seven 
minutes went by as they headed further down. No sign of trouble. 


“(This feels wrong...).” 
“(What do you mean, Quitela?).” 


“(Use your head, Goku. A place like this oughta be swarming with guards, surveillance 
cameras, the works. Other than those traps back there, we haven’t run into anything like 
that).” 


Okocim swallowed hard. 
“(And your point is?).” 
The fallen Destroyer from the Universe of Conspiracy scowled. 


“(Think about it. It doesn’t make any sense to leave this place unguarded, let alone broadcast 
its location so a buncha schmucks (meaning us) would just waltz in).” 


The late Lord Sidra looked ahead. 

“(I agree. I can’t shake this feeling either, that we’re quarry... or something else entirely).” 
Basil swallowed hard. 

“(So we’re walking into a trap... it’s a risk we have to take).” 

Jimador glanced behind. 


“(Sauza’s right. This isn’t simple carelessness we’re dealing with. Somebody out there’s 
making things easy for us. We need to figure out who and—).” (Brief pause). “(Hold up).” 


Having come to a full stop, the group briefly observed the hallway before them. There wasn’t 
much in the way of lighting. What little there was constantly flickered in and out, making it 
difficult to assess the area. 


A bit of noise disrupted the distant silence. The Z-Fighters weren’t alone. 
“(Someone’s coming. I sense ki signatures up ahead).” 

Anise unsheathed her claws. Cumin realized something still more troubling. 
“(They’re fading! Those people are getting killed!).” 

To hell with caution! Goku and his fellow Saiyans started powering up. 
“Get ready! We’re going i—” 

“Master... Master Tien...” 


A young, mechanical-sounding voice disrupted the silence. Its weakened owner staggered 
towards Earth’s warriors as Tien Shinhan sweated ice. 


“That voice...” 
The Z-Fighters readied themselves. The patter of small feet neared their location... 
“Tien, wait!” 


Ignoring Raditz, the master of the Tien-Shin Style Dojo ran to the source of that voice. 


“Fennel!” 


Dressed in a tattered, albeit clean hospital gown, countenance mostly concealed within fresh 
gauze, the axolotl struggled to keep awake. Tien’s mind sprinted all over the place in search 
of clues, explanations, solutions... of course. 


The gown, the lethargy... the boy had been drugged, likely anesthetized. The fact he was 
conscious at all was nothing short of a miracle. Clutching something against his chest, the 
amphibian sought to speak, only to fumble all over his words as another voice resounded 
through a rudimentary PA system. 


“Good of you to come (cough x2), ladies and gentlemen.” 

A rabid Android 21 all but yelled at the top of his lungs. 

“Who are you!? What’ ve you done to Fennel!?” 

“Co... Con...” 

The youngest Tien-Shin Pupil finally fainted, much to the terror of all present. 


“Don’t worry. Daucus (cough) has yet to overcome his (cough x3) sedation. He’ll be 
indisposed (cough x2) for the time being, yet he should (cough x4) be fine in a day or two.” 


Lanson all but snarled at the speaker. 
“W-What have y-you done to him!?” 


“Nothing untoward. Daucus will (cough x3) respond to your queries once he has (cough) 
recovered... now let’s get down to business. Should you venture (cough x2) beyond, yov’ ll 
come across a passageway (cough x6) leading to the detention area, where some among your 
(cough) missing warriors await. You’ll also come across remnants of (cough x4) our most 
recent purge, so to speak. Apologies for the mess. Don’t (cough x2) keep us waiting.” 


“HEY! GET BACK HERE!” 


Silence devoured Nappa’s holler in a matter of seconds. Fidgeting by now, a fretful Cumin 
turned to Tien. 


““W-What should we do, Master? We can’t just take Fennel with us...” 
Tien gathered his thoughts. It didn’t take Master Roshi to realize the young fowl spoke truth. 


“Anise, Cumin, take Fennel back to the Lookout. Have Dende and Popo examine him. We’re 
going on ahead.” 


Anise nodded. 


“We'll come right back. Follow me, Cume.” 


“Hold on a sec.” 
Goku handed the Magic Compass to Anise. 
“You’ll need this. Be careful out there.” 


Cradling the axolotl, the cat woman and the rooster flew back to the entrance. Okocim 
glanced as Anise looked back for a fraction of a second. 


The Z-Fighters pushed on ahead. Ten minutes went by... nothing out of the ordinary. 
The group halted at the start of the passageway. An automatic door opened. 


Something was blocking the entrance: corpses... hundreds of them. Humans... dog people... 
cat people... scientists... technicians... guards... bloody... mangled... crushed... shattered. 


Quitela was aghast. Monji quivered with trepidation. 


Piccolo kept his wits about him, yet it didn’t take King Kai to smell the terror in him. 
Android 21 covered Shu’s eyes, but the Shiba Inu had already seen too much. 


A dry-heaving Sidra all but swam in his own sweat. Basil hurled the contents of his breakfast 
all over the place. 


Nappa’s fury gave way to shellshock. Fists reddened with rage, Raditz shook all over. 


Weeping by now, Lanson silently sank his claws into the palms of his hands. Vegeta danced 
between indignation and revulsion. 


Goku growled to himself. Okocim stood there, as he had countless other times: paralyzed... 
disengaged... dazed. 


The dead looked all the same. Taxonomies and other classifications didn’t mean a thing... not 
anymore. Pain... agony... regret... despair... guilt... shame... sorrow... same as eons ago, all of 
this and more lingered on countless glazed-over eyes. The philosopher lied: though dead, 
these people hadn’t seen the end of war. 


Goku nearly looked away, only to catch himself as his older brother cleared his throat. 
“Guys... we have to keep moving.” 
“Raditz...” 


“We can’t stay here, Kakarot. That fellow who spoke to us may have some clues. We need his 
knowledge.” 


“Are you suggesting we just plow right through them!? Those’re people we’re talkin’ about!” 
A grim Vegeta started powering up. 


“Stand back, everyone. Pll clear a path for us to—” 


“Vegeta...” 


The Z-Fighters glanced behind. Visage brimming with resolve, Okocim stepped forward, 
gesturing at Lanson to do the same. 


“C-Cim?” 
“It’s time, Lan.” 
“D-Do we r-really h-have to?” 


“We shouldn’t shoot our way through... too dangerous. We need to pave a clean way.” (Brief 
pause). “I’m not strong enough to do it by myself.” (To Quitela and Sidra). “Could you guys 
lend a hand?” 


Riazul moved to the front. 


“PII do you one better. Hope you remember your lessons in ki control. We’re gonna put them 
into practice.” 


Brow furrowed, the Naatsusian turned to Okocim and their fellow former gods. 


“I want you three to channel your energies into me. Focus on me and me alone: P11 handle 
the rest. Piccolo, 21, Goku... you guys might wanna back away.” 


A bemused Piccolo dithered for a couple of seconds. 
“Just what are you going to do, Quitela?” 


“Ki Resolution. A technique I learned eons ago, when I was Sazerac’s student. Think of it as 
a watered-down Hakai. It erases physical bodies, but leaves souls intact. Of course, Hakai’ ing 
the corpses would be a lot easier and faster, but I don’t think you guys would be on board 
with that for obvious reasons... or am I mistaken?” 


Silence. 

“Figures.” 

Quitela had just shut his eyes when Monji stepped forward. 
“I think I know what you mean. I'll help you out.” 

“You sure, Jimador?” 

“Don’t worry. I know what to do.” 

“Then you also know the risks.” 

“Wouldn’t step up otherwise. Give me some credit, Ri-Ri.” 


“Don’t call me Ri-Ri.” (Jo Okocim and the rest). “Begin.” 


The fallen Destroyers did as Sauza ordered. Far as Okocim was concerned, the endeavor was 
no cakewalk. 


“Concentrate, Okocim, concentrate... its so—NO! I can do this! And I think I know how... 
damn rat... I hate you... I HATE YOU!].” 


It took roughly five minutes to complete the ki transfer. Brimming with silver ki, the shinobi 
and the rat vehemently beheld the pile of corpses. 


Field of vision dead to everything else, the pair uttered an incantation in an unknown 
language, repeating it a good seven times. Following the seventh repetition, a wave of 
burning white energy washed over the dead, transforming the bodies into short-lived particles 
of radiance: the way was clear. 


On their knees by now, Sauza and Jimador caught their breath for a few moments. Staring in 
disbelief, Piccolo approached the fallen deity. 


“Quitela...” 


“TIl be fine. If you wanna know more about the technique, P1 tell you later... assuming we 
get outta here alive, that is.” (Jo Monji). “While we’re at it... how did you know it?” 


“Shinobi Mage, remember?” 
“Whatever. Let’s get a move on.” 


The fallen Destroyer and the ninja got back up. The Z-Fighters spotted their next clue further 
ahead: a series of arrows, crudely drawn into the walls with... 


“Blood. This whole area reeks of it.” 

An uneasy Basil had spoken. Lanson pointed to a darkened hallway. 
“I-I s-sense S-S-six e-energy signatures u-up ahead!” 

Sidra cracked his neck. 

“Very powerful ones.” 

Nappa palmed his own fist. 

“No turning back now.” 


The warriors trailed the arrows to another room. Like previous areas, this one also smelled of 
blood, excrement, and urine. Most notably, it featured hundreds of empty cells. A mechanical 
voice caught the group’s attention. 


“(Cough x3). Welcome, warriors of Earth.” 


The Z-Fighters assumed fighting stances. The fellow who spoke through the intercom 
stepped into the meager light. Like Fennel, the newcomer was an anthropomorphic axolotl, 
eyes fixed on the group and his surroundings. 


Standing roughly around five-foot-nine, this young adult bore several markings similar to 
Fennel’s. Dressed in washed-out greys and blacks, the amphibian bore the telltale varicose 
veins across his countenance and left eye, the right one concealed by a crude eyepatch, 
beneath which lingered a poorly healed scar. 


Like his sibling, the newcomer wore a metallic implant over his snout to assist breathing. He 
also sported a pair of cybernetic hands, only the former comprised a set of four blade-like 
fingers, a glaring antithesis to the younger Marathos’s more sensible prosthetics. 


Much like Fennel, the elder Marathos exuded a horrific aura about him, yet his was more 
pronounced. It took above-average self-possession not to flinch before him, let alone run 
away in a panic. 


An irate Tien steeled himself. 
“I take it you’re Fennel’s brother... Conium Marathos.” 


“You may call me Nanthus. Again we meet, Master Tien Shinhan (cough x2). You have 
steadfastly (cough x5) looked after Daucus since that fateful night. You have my thanks.” 


Ignoring Piccolo, a furious Android 21 pointed at the amphibian. 
“Why did you do it!? Why did you kidnap Fennel!? What did you do to him!?” 


“My reasons are my own. As previously stated, (cough x3) I did Daucus no harm. My hands 
may be stained with blood, yet I have (cough) no desire to spill my brother’s... or your own.” 


“Those people outside... why did you kill them?” 
“Save (cough x2) your tears, Master Piccolo... or do you prefer ‘Ma-Junior’?” 
“So you know my moniker...” 


“I know your entire (cough x3) history, ‘Demon King’... but I digress.” (Brief pause). 
“Regarding the corpses... those (cough x3) worms earned everything I did to (cough) them... 
same as the others.” 


“Others?” 


“The persons you saw (cough x4) upstairs managed to (cough x2) elude me at first, Prince 
Vegeta. The ones lying deeper within (cough x3) didn’t realize what was happening till 
(cough x6) it was too late. I reiterate, their deaths (cough x2) were deserved. Daucus himself 
will attest as much.” 


An incensed Okocim flashed his fangs. 


“That’s not your call to make, pal.” 
“And yet I made it. You (cough) have done far worse yourself... Lord Beerus.” 


The disgraced ex-deity could hardly believe his own ears. For his part, Nanthus appeared 
eager to move on to other matters. 


“Tt’s true. I (cough x4) am well acquainted (cough x3) with your individual exploits (cough 
x2)... Hakaishin.” 


“You're full of it.” 


“Perhaps, Lord Quitela... nevertheless, I know enough (cough x4) to realize your moralistic 
(cough x2) appeals are nothing but a self-serving (cough) sham.” 


An increasingly impatient Tien cut Goku off just before he could speak. The Master of the 
Tien-Shin Style Dojo had seen and heard enough. 


“Never mind that now. You still haven’t told us why you kidnapped Fennel.” 


Nanthus coughed a couple more times. Tien Shinhan realized the answer was literally 
standing right in front of them. 


“His illness... is that what this was all about?” 


“The (cough x3) Guardian will tell. In the meantime, I believe you have some missing 
persons to account for.” 


Nanthus’s words still echoed as another set of characters made the scene. Ahead was a 
varicose-veined fellow, an amalgamation of a canine, a lizard, an eagle, and a vulture, clad in 
crimson garb, which bore a strange pyramid at its center. Next to him stood what looked like 
a land turtle, an alligator, and a honey badger rolled into one, bearing a similar uniform, 
protruding veins hard at work upon his frame. The first fellow stepped forward. 


“Greetings. I am Therian Agent 0456, codename Favonius, and this is my partner, Therian 
Agent 0457, codename Perun. In the name of Numena of Deletion Chifir XIV, daughter of 
Terer, of House Ophion, you are all under arrest.” 


The second fellow followed suit. 
“Come along quietly. Don’t make this more difficult than it has to be.” 


Perun hadn’t finished speaking when three other persons emerged from the shadows. The 
first was a muscle-gutted humanoid that reminded Earth’s warriors of some sort of two- 
legged whale, crocodile, and/or bullfrog, dressed in a rosy-brown variant of the same 
uniform, whom Favonius introduced as Therian Agent 0402, codename Camphor. Standing 
little over six-foot-one, Camphor’s lower neck constantly expanded and retracted as the 
Agent croaked intermittently, or otherwise flogged the floor beneath with her crocodilian tail, 
making sure to show off her adamantine, vein-riddled scales. 


It took some six seconds for the Z-Fighters to read the ki of the new arrivals. Eyes fixed on 
Camphor, Quitela perspired and shuddered. 


“No... i-it... it can’t be...” 

Piccolo raised an eyebrow. 

“Quitela? What’s wrong?” 

All composure lost, Riazul Sauza pointed at the Therian A gent. 

“Thats Monna! That creature... her energy signature’s identical to Monna’s!” 
Much to his confusion, Piccolo searched for the Agent’s ki. 

“Tt... it’s true... it is her!” 

Scratching his head, Android 21 felt for Camphor's ki. 

“Must be some kinda mistake... oh shit, you’re right! Get behind me, Shu!” 
Camphor flashed a spiteful grin. 


“Long time no see, worms. Crushing you all beneath my heel, flogging you while you lick 
my boots... just thinking about it makes me giddy all over!” 


Perun introduced the second arrival, some sort of big cat resembling a cross between an 
anaconda, a lynx, a jaguar, and an eagle-owl, as Therian Agent 0401, codename 

Bhairava. Height a rough nine-foot-four, Bhairava’s celestial blue feline eyes gazed at the Z- 
Fighters: opaque orange spotted fur coincided with widespread green and black scales 
reminiscent of camo patterns, which in turn vied for space with leftover islets of bluish skin. 


Most notably, this Therian Agent bore a pair of long tentacles growing out of his wide 
shoulders, complimented by four arms crowned by catlike clawed hands. Booted digitigrade 
feet disturbing the silence, Bhairava turned to Favonius with a snarl-like tone. 


“Are these the new recruits? They leave much to be desired.” 
“Remember your training, Agent. Never underestimate the enemy.” 
Unable to contain himself, a sweat-drenched Vegeta pointed at Bhairava. 
“That’s one of Universe 3’s warriors! The bumbling policeman!” 


“What’re you talking about? He doesn’t look like that guy at all!” (Brief pause). “Hell was 
his name again?” 


“Katopesla. It is him, Nappa! Feel his energy!” 


Nappa turned bone-white for a good five seconds. 


“Holy shit!” 


Last but not least, Favonius introduced an admixture of serpent, fish, and dog as Therian 
Agent 0403, codename Sabaudius. Maw awash in toxic spittle, floor beneath him sizzling 
under acidic droplets, Sabaudius stood with a pronounced hunch. 


The bloodthirsty grin etched on his countenance displayed over one hundred pairs of serrated 
teeth, crowned with two larger cobra fangs jutting from the upper jaw. Along with 
progressively darkening scales striped with reddish-whitish bands, the Agent bore pointed 
ears and isolated tufts of gold-brown fur, a perfect match for a semi-serpentine canine nose 
occasionally licked by a forked tongue that straddled the canine and reptilian realms. 


Most notable, however, were a series of protruding spines along the upper and lower back, 
finned forearms and calves, chest, shoulders, and serpentine tail. Basil reached out to the 
Therian Agent. It took some doing, but he finally caught Sabaudius’s ki. 


“N-No... i-impossible...” 

“Basil?” 

“Sidra... that’s... that’s Lavender! It’s Lavender!” 
“WHAT!?” 

Licking his jowls, Sabaudius spoke in a gelid tone. 


“Lil’ Basil... come ‘ere, give your big bro a hug. I’m so looking forward to being your drill 
instructor. I’ve been told I’m tough but fair... then again, I tend to slap my cannon fodder 
stupid when I don’t feel like poisoning it, so take it under advisement.” 


Sidra felt for the cackling creature’s energy. 
“No... what... what have they... what have they done to you?” 


Weeping bitterly, the disgraced Destroyer from the Improvised Universe looked upon 
Nanthus and company with murderous intent. 


“You... you...” 


Sidra’s words soon became lost on Okocim. The cat man had never met Favonius and Perun 
before, yet he couldn’t shake off a strange sense of familiarity. The disgraced ex-deity 
reached out with his ki senses. Expression stuck in incomprehensible terror, the Sphygian 
gasped. 


“N-No... i-it’s n-not possible...” 
“What’s wrong, Lord Beerus?” 


Ignoring Goku, the fallen god vehemently pointed at the Therian Agent. 


“That’s Liquiir, the Destroyer God of Universe 8!” 

“What!?” 

Lanson nearly screamed. 

An annoyed Favonius turned to Nanthus. 

“We’re wasting valuable time. I trust these are the new specimens you spoke of?” 


“Apologies... I didn’t get around to pacifying them. Surely you won’t object to a bit of 
exercise?” 


“This wasn’t part of the deal.” 
“You... bastards...” 


The Z-Fighters and their enemies turned to Sidra. Crackling with ferine electricity, the eyes 
of the teary-eyed Heranian-turned-ape went blank. His hair and fur took on a shade of silver 
for all of two seconds. Intermittent at first, the change pulsated with ever increasing 
frequency. 


“You'll... you'll never... get away... with... with—” 


Before anyone knew it, Sidra screamed a heaven-sundering scream. An exploding argent 
radiance swallowed him whole, barely allowing time for Goku and the others to jump to 
safety. 


The explosion decimated the cellblock and several adjacent areas, tearing a gaping hole on 
the roof as the light shot up into the sky. A frantic Okocim looked to his side. Lanson and the 
others were unharmed, all because of... 


“Quitela!” 


The Naatsusian had manifested a gigantic energy-fueled pavise, much like the one he’d 
created when he was under Zunia’s control. 


“Everyone alright!?” 
Goku emerged from the dust. 
“We are... thanks to you.” (Brief pause). “Sidra! Where’s—” 


The smoke finally settled. Once more the Heranian had changed beyond recognition. Sidra 
shone like molten silver. Spiky hair pulsating an electrified white, the scorched ground 
beneath his feet was flattened into a massive crater. Goku, Vegeta, Raditz, and Nappa soon 
put two and two together: the man who once was God of Destruction Sidra of Universe 9 had 
become... 


“A SUPER SATYAN! SIDRA’S A SUPER SATYAN!” 
Ignoring Nappa, Raditz sweated buckets by now. 
“No... a Super Saiyan isn’t that strong. His aura... it feels... different.” 


Nanthus and his allies came back into view, ensconced behind an energy shield the axolotl 
had manifested in the nick of time. The sight of the elder Marathos drove Sidra berserk. 
Screaming and roaring, the flying ape warrior shattered Nanthus’s shield with a single punch, 
tangling the amphibian and himself in a typhoon of punching, kicking, blasting... 


“ATTACK! WE NEED THEM ALIVE!” 


Under Favonius’s aegis, the other Agents dive towards the Z-Fighters. The Saiyans tap into 
Super Saiyan Blue: Vegeta, Lanson, Tien, and Monji find themselves fighting Perun and 
Bhairava. Nappa, Raditz, and Basil tangle with Sabaudius. Quitela, Piccolo, 21, and Shu 
contend with Camphor, leaving Favonius for Okocim and Goku to deal with. 


The former Lord Beerus and the Therian Agent exchange short-lived stares. Okocim snarls: 
that lizard thing is a perversion: no way that monster could be his old friend Rugato di 
Amarone, AKA God of Destruction Liquiir! Nanthus... this was all his doing! He captured 
Liquiir, Iwan, and the rest, twisted them into such abominations! 


The late Lord Beerus steels himself. Without another word, Favonius clones his hairy 
reptilian tails a good nine times and fires multiple energy blasts at the pair, both of which 
zoom out of the way before the attacks so much as graze them. 


“The Tail Energy Cannon Barrage! One of Liqutir’s techniques!” 

“You know this guy, Beerus! How do we take him down!?” 

“Stay on him. Don’t let him fire another barrage. Destroy his tails if y—” 
“BEERUS!” 


Favonius slams into the pair fists first: Goku and Okocim become lost in a hurricane of feet, 
legs, arms, and hands. The pair work fast, but they’re clearly outmatched: they land a 
hundred blows for every one thousand. 


Laughing like a maniac, Favonius reclones his tails, repurposing them as another set of limbs. 
Son Goku finds himself alone amidst the chaos, entangled by the brainwashed fallen 
Destroyer. The world’s strongest warrior is going under... 


“KAMEHAMEHA!” 


Okocim’s energy wave knocks the air out of the Therian Agent. The rattled reptile has no 
time to regain his composure. Boots discarded, Beerus swinging at him with all four sets of 
claws. 


The Sphygian’s hands and feet run crimson by the time Goku rejoins the fray. Tails readied, 
Favonius makes to fire another Cannon Barrage... 


“OH NO YOU DON’T!” 


Zooming right behind the Therian Agent, Okocim Lech-Sa bites into one of the tails with all 
the force his jaws can muster. Favonius’s yelling echoes throughout the Eastern Forest just 
before he powers up, knocks the cat man away, grabs Okocim by the ankle, then casts him 
into the earth below. 


“LORD BEERUS!” 


Goku Instant-Transmits right into the Sphygian’s route, artfully catching him before he 
speeds out of control. Tails in full display, Favonius and the pair zoom all over the sky. Their 
blows rend each other asunder as Okocim speaks. 


“RUGATO! RUGATO, YOU HAVE TO STOP! THOSE PEOPLE ARE CONTROLLING 
YOU!” 


“THAT NAME MEANS NOTHING TO ME!" 


“IT’S WHO YOU REALLY ARE! THINK, RUGATO, THINK! WHAT WOULD KORN 
SAY IF HE SAW YOU LIKE THIS!?” 


“K-KORN!?” 
Favonius stops. The Therian Agent appears dazed, confused. 
“B-Beerus...? W-Where a-am—ARGHHH!” 


A scream and a couple of convulsions later, Agent Favonius is back in action. Soon after the 
fight resumes, Okocim, Goku, and their foe catch sight of a familiar silver light. 


“ENERGY GRAFT!” 


Quitela’s afterimage chases after a battle-scarred Camphor. The panicked reptilian flies past 
Perun, Favonius, Bhairava, and Sabaudius, all of them on the run as well. The group splits 
up. Surely that thing can’t chase them all at once... right? 


Wrong. The afterimage splits into five copies. 


The Agents don’t get far before the copies catch them. Favonius and company watch as their 
own afterimages shift into bolts of light, which then bear down upon Riazul Sauza, 
penetrating his flesh and marrow. The world around the screaming rodent resolves into flame 
as he collapses. 


“QUITELA!” 


The Z-Fighters can’t move all of a sudden. The Agents are pooling their ki into a combined 
attack, immobilizing them! Trapped in scalding black energy, Goku and company watch as 


Sidra and Nanthus make the scene. 


Bruised and bloody all over, the warriors aren’t attacking each other: they’re targeting the 
Agents! Caught unawares, Favonius and his group lose control over their ki construct. The Z- 
Fighters are free! 


“DESTRUCTO DISC!” 


Before anyone can land another blow, a slew of energy discs nearly cut the enemy in half. 
Favonius and Perun reel from the pain. The discs sever half of one of the lizard’s tails and all 
but a quarter of the other two. They also amputate a fourth of Perun’s right arm, most of 
Camphor’s right leg, one half of Bhairava’s left leg and right tentacle, and nearly all of 
Sabaudius’s tail. 


That technique! Son Goku looks behind. It can only be... 
“Krillin!” 


And he’s not alone! Anise, Cumin, Androids 17 and 18 are with him, along with a masked 
being resembling... what? 


No time for questions! The new arrivals spread across the skies. 


Krillin tends to the unconscious Quitela. 17, 18, and the Tien-Shin pupils join the fray, 
tangling with Camphor and the rest. 


The masked warrior produces a dual-edged lance. In mere seconds, he incapacitates Bhairava 
and Camphor, leaves Sabaudius stunned as he splits the spear in half. With a flick of the 
wrists, both halves segment into spiked, chain-like whips crowned by three-pronged spikes. 
Faster than the eye can see, the newcomer lashes out at Perun and Favontus, severing the air 
into fragments with each strike. 


Though the pair manage to escape the worst, they still take considerable damage. Favonius 
loses his right eye, also taking a fracture to the composite lower jaw. Perun’s carapace cracks 
at the top and mid sections, shattering in several places. He somehow manages to save his 
remaining arm, only to realize it hurts when he tries to move it. 


Favonius and Perun peer at each other for one second. The battle is lost. Earth’s warriors, 
including the treacherous Nanthus, will soon mob them and their soldiers. They’re in no 
condition to fight. 


Perun looks to his left. Bhairava and Camphor are right next to them, injured, dizzy... but 
alive. No sign of Sabaudius... NOW! 


The Agents speak a strange language. A wormhole opens behind them. Perun grabs hold of 
the rabid Camphor. Favonius does the same with the dazed Bhairava. The agents fling 
themselves through the portal. It vanishes the moment they go in. 


It’s over... for now. 


The Z-Fighters landed nearby. Nanthus was gone. Okocim turned to the masked warrior, who 
removed his metallic mask and helm, revealing... 


“Rumush?” 
“Hello, Beerus.” 


The Sphygian gaped incredulously. The arrivant’s energy coincided with that of the Destroyer 
God (or rather, ex-Destroyer God) from Universe 10, yet the similarities went no further. 


The disgraced Hakaishin from the Macho Universe now stood nearly nine feet tall. Once 
neglected physique transmuted into the muscle-gutted frame of a seasoned warrior, Rumush’s 
hands and feet now had three gargantuan claw-like digits which, like his countenance, were 
layered with ever busy varicose veins. Sextet of tusks barely shorter than Okocim’s arms, the 
Gajan’s pink skin had given way to an opaque terracota, coupled with dark grey stripes and 
spots. Countenance and other areas crowned with blackish fur akin to a mammoth’s, the 
former Lord Rumush made no effort to conceal an additional pair of arms underneath the 
ones he received at birth. 


Okocim made to speak, only for Rumush to ignore him as he practically flew to Sidra and 
Basil’s side. By the time the cat man made the scene, the Saiyans were struggling to restrain a 
berserk Sabaudius, who had somehow managed to regenerate his severed tail. 


No time to waste! Hands joined as if in prayer, Rumush uttered yet another unknown 
language: energy constructs resembling thick, ungainly chains encircled Sabaudius, lifting 
him up from the ground as the elephant warrior met the reptile's eyes and grasped his head 
with both hands. 


Already uttering another incantation, the elephant warrior drilled his stare into the Therian 
Agent and started glowing a jet-black sheen, which soon took over the rabid mutant. Okocim 
couldn’t place the language Rumush spoke, but thought it reminiscent of Hebrew, Aramaic, 
Arabic, and countless other Semitic languages. 


A good four or five minutes into the exercise, Rumush’s eyes shone a crimson-black hue, 
much to the apprehension of the Z-Fighters, who processed the event in different ways. 
Piccolo imparted last minute instructions to 21, Shu, and Monji. The android, his disciple, 
and the shinobi headed back to the Lookout, taking the unconscious Quitela with them. 


Lanson and Vegeta looked away. Okocim, Goku, Raditz, and Nappa briefly shuddered as 
Basil, Sidra, and all others who came into contact with Sabaudius imbibed bitter-tasting 
antidotes and sundry potions 17 had produced from a satchel he carried over his shoulders. 18 
and Krillin kept their own dread-charged silence. 


Ten minutes had gone by... now! 
(Translated from Hebrew). “{PURIFY!}.” 


Rumush’s scream lingered in the air at the same time Sabaudius hollered like he was being 
eviscerated alive. The black ki circled through the canine’s ears, eyes, tongue, nose, hands, 


feet, every last nook and cranny of his. This went on for another five or six minutes. Three 
minutes in... two minutes in... one minute in... it was over. 


Having dispelled the energy bindings, Rumush gently set the unconscious Lavender on the 
ground just as the mutant’s quills receded into his body. Sidra and the Saiyans had resumed 
base form when the dark ki coiled itself like a snake and returned to the elephant, much to 
Piccolo’s concern. 


“What did you do to him?” 


“The Rite of Purgation, a powerful spell that reverses brainwashing and other forms of 
mental bondage. Lavender should wake up in a couple of minutes, but he’ll need at least 
three days to fully recuperate.” 


“Ts it safe to take him to the Lookout?” 
“We’re about to find out... uh, Raditz, is it? Give me some room.” 


Collecting his thoughts, the former Destroyer rejoined all four hands. The elephant radiated 
an argent light, knelt, and touched Lavender’s forehead. 


“Ruach.” 


Part of that light went from the Gajan to the prisoner. Soon after the energy dissipated, the 
late Agent Sabaudius awoke with a start, then shambled to his knees as best he could. 


“W-Where... where am I?” 
“Lavender?” 


Having turned to a teary-eyed Basil and a doleful Sidra, Lavender Mead looked upon his own 
mutated hands. 


“B-Basil... what’s... what’s going on? S-Sidra... is... is this a dream? I’m having a 
nightmare... right?” 


Sidra said nothing. Try as he might, words lied stillborn in his tongue. It took all of five 
seconds before Lavender became fully aware of his plight. 


“Those people... they took... Bergamo... the others... I... Pm... Pm a—” 


Poison Blow Lavender bellowed like the fiend he had been twisted into. Collapsing on his 
knees, the weeping coyote pounded the ground, shrinking from Sidra and Basil’s touch. 


“N-No! I-I’m dangerous... poison... evil... bad... ba—” 
“Don't say that.” 


“My fault... my... fault. I... I was weak... too weak...” 


Fearful of losing him again, Basil cautiously hung on to his brother. Lavender blubbered 
incoherently when Sidra reached them. 


“Don’t say that, little one. You’re safe now... it’s ok... it’s ok...” 


Having put his boots back on, a dejected Okocim walked a short distance away. Part of him 
wanted to hug the coyote, reassure him everything would be alright... 


“Beerus?” 


The son of Lech spotted Goku, Anise, Cumin, and Lanson. He wanted... what did he want? 
He wanted to scream, weep, tear, jerk... nothing happened. 


Numbness overtook the deposed God of Destruction. The fallen deity made to speak, but said 


nothing. Much like Lavender, the trembling Sphygian wept, broken stillness around them 
bearing witness to still further sorrow... 


Chapter End Notes 


Greek quote on Fennel’s medal: “Hide nothing, for time, which sees all and hears all, 
exposes all” (Sophocles, Hipponoos, Frag. 280, unknown translator). 
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Chapter 15: Catechesis 
The Void Realm... 
“(Everything still hurts... why? Why the fuck am I still alive?].” 


Salmer Khaitan, the warrior once known as God of Destruction Geene of Universe 12, sought 
to lose himself. Anything would do: training... sparring... clean-up duty... it wasn’t enough. 


The mutation was well underway. Sitting with his legs crossed at the center of a chamber lit a 
harrowing scarlet by glimmering Dark Kyma-imbued gems, the neophyte recalled the creed 
he’d recently memorized. Eyes clenched, the thoughts of the Dark Adept became one with 
the echoing chamber. 


“| There is no peace. 
There is only strife. 
Strife begets fear. 

Fear begets tribulation. 


Tribulation begets hatred. 


Hatred begets suffering. 

Suffering begets might. 

Might begets right. 

Right begets order. 

Order begets triumph. 

Triumph begets deliverance. 

Kyma shall show me the way... Kyma is the way].” 


Eyes opened, Khaitan sought his own crimson-stained reflection. He still couldn’t recognize 
the vein-riddled figure staring back at him. The russet in Salmer’s irises had given way to a 
feral yellow, encircled within blood-red rings. Once round pupils shifted into feline slits, ears 
and countenance had taken on an uneasy convergence of leopard and Kualuan, as neither side 
could completely overthrow the other. 


Feline nose and fleshy catlike whiskers stinging with the reek of ozone, the fallen Destroyer 
stood up and surveyed his new extremities as a heavy cloak fell from his shoulders. The 
hands still had their webbing, yet like the bare plantigrade, clawed feet, they now vied for 
space with dark grey palmar pads, more suited to their owner’s new feline heritage. Strangely 
enough, the fallen Destroyer retained his scales, familiar teal now crisscrossed with an 
opaque, sickly green, itself besieged by a mess of black spots and stripes, spread all over the 
body with little rhyme or reason. 


Circumstances notwithstanding, the former Lord Geene couldn’t help but strike poses before 
the glimmering crystals, all the better to bask in his new figure. The finned serpentine/leopard 
tail was off-putting at first, but it wasn’t long before one became inured to it... then he spotted 
them again: cobra fangs. The furled hood to the left and right of the head was yet another 
dead giveaway. 


“Caron... son of a bitch didn t just go to town on me. He literally tainted me with his own 
blood, same as Enki and so many others.” 


What had the fish man been turned into, again: a draconic cat, a feline dragon, a serpentine 
aberration? Whatever else Salmer now was, he was no longer a full-fledged Kualuan, but an 
anthropomorphic mishmash of amphibian, feline, and reptile. His body had changed in such a 
way, it was no longer possible to tell where one part ended and the other began... so much the 
better. 


Salmer Khaitan was in no mood to think, anyway, not when there were better things to do: 
fight... train... spar... work out. No meditation: anything but that. Like his predecessor, he was 
no good at it. Gods know why Zumot and Martinu bothered, or why Tyree did. 


Khaitan found himself back at Bonak’s temple on Universe 12, still a Destroyer-in-training, 
ascension nowhere in sight. It was awfully late at night: clad in his old gi, the future Lord 


Geene kicked, punched, dodged, and parried all by his lonesome. 


Bonak was fast asleep after a long day of toil, same as his Agents of Destruction. Martinu 
was busy elsewhere. There could’ve been no better opportunity to hone his skills. No 
annoying small talk... no distractions. Everything was going swimmingly... 


“Hello, Salmer.” 
The Kualuan stopped dead in his tracks. 
“Ty? Why’re you still up?” 


“I could ask you the same thing. Let me guess: another sleepless night?” (Brief pause). “I 
don’t mean to be nosy, but... would you mind elaborating?” 


“T’m havin’ trouble sleeping. That’s all there is to it.” 


“T can relate. I hate it when my head keeps doing its own thing when I’m trying to wind 
down.” 


Khaitan coolly reclined against a nearby wall. 

“Happens to you too, huh?” 

“Yes... meditation proves quite helpful at times.” 

The Destroyer-in-training allowed himself a coy smile. 

“Yeah... I meditate every day, but I’m terrible at it.” 

Tyree chuckled. 

“You couldn’t possibly be worse than me. You wouldn’t know it by looking at me, but my 
mind is always all over the place. The more I try to bring it under control, the more unruly it 
becomes.” 


Salmer permitted himself a warm smile. 


“Y’know, I used to travel to Universe 5 once every coupla years or so. I’d stay at Arak’s 
temple, train with his students, meditate, that kinda thing.” 


“Sounds like you liked it.” 

“I did. I even became friends with two of his students.” 

“You have friends? Pardon my boldness, but I find that hard to believe.” 
A scowling Salmer straightened himself. 


“Why’s that?” 


“I’ve been around you for almost a year now, Salmer. Other than Martinu, Ag, Father, and 
me, you don’t really talk to anybody. You only speak with Ciroc when it comes to 
professional matters. Lastly, you tend to keep as far away from the others as possible.” 


“Don’t see nothin’ wrong with that. We’re here to train, not shoot the breeze.” 
“T realize that. Nevertheless, it would do wonders for you to become a bit friendlier.” 


“Why? So I can waste time talking about things I don’t give a flying crap about, like how 
good this guy or that girl would be in bed?” 


Tyree blushed ever so slightly. For his part, Salmer Khaitan, formerly Oyzo Roku, pledged to 
the Twelfth Universe, bit his tongue a little too late as he burned beet red. If Bonak ever felt 
like pounding him into fish paste, now was the perfect time. 


“Oh gods, I did it again!]. S-Sorry... that didn’t come our right. I...” 


“T-It’s ok. You ought to start off small, say ‘good morning’, ‘how are you?’, that sort of 
thing.” 


Khaitan turned away. 

“No.” 

“Huh?” 

“We’re wasting time here. We gonna train or what?” 
“Salmer... is everything alr—” 

“DON’T TOUCH ME!” 


The next few moments became a blur. One minute, Tyree placed her hand on Salmer’s 
shoulder. The next, the Kualuan jumped a good ten feet away, hovering in the air above. 


The Doragonian felt the flustered Kualuan’s ki. Salmer Khaitan wasn’t merely frightened: he 
was shaking, perspiring all over. 


Having landed nearby, the fish man almost Hakai’d himself right there and then: it didn’t take 
Martinu to realize he’d screwed up big time. Unable to face Tyree, the future Destroyer from 
the Ultimate Universe ran off... 


“Agent Abzu.” 


Salmer came back to the present: there he was, still trapped in the Void Realm, twisted into a 
monster, at the mercy of Chifir, Caron, and their flunkies. The vanquished warrior carried on 
his meditation (or what passed for meditation) unperturbed. 


“Agent Abzu... I know you can hear me.” 


Still no reaction. 
“Abzu... Salmer... don’t be difficult.” 


Salmer’s reptilian tongue hissed out loud. Jumping back to his feet, the new Therian Agent 
turned to the newcomer, who seemed to be carrying some sort of steaming bowl. 


“Enki.” 


Whose voice was that, again. Geene’s, Salmer’s... Oyzo’s? Granted, now it leaned more to a 
raspy growl, but it was still his own... still, he hadn’t become accustomed to it, like he hadn’t 
become accustomed to... 


“Why are you ignoring me?” (Brief pause). “You know what I’m here for.” 
“My training.” 

“Don’t play dumb. You know I’m smarter than that... Papa.” 

Salmer grumbled inaudibly. 

“Bokma... how long have you known?” 


“Long enough. Got some snippets when I first read your mind, before the Awakening. It 
didn’t make a lick of sense, not till later, when I reread it while Caron... y’know...” 


“Don’t go there.” (Brief pause). “How much do you remember?” 

Bokma scowled. 

“I remember enough.” 

“You mean you remember what actually happened?” 

“Don’t start with me.” 

“Hey, I’m not the one who can’t let go of the past.” 

The younger male grumbled to himself. 

“You’ve got some nerve, old man. How can you just carry on, like nothing happened?” 


“Because nothing happened, that’s why. I was only trying to protect you, and you blew things 
out of proportion, like always.” 


“Protect me!? Protect me from what, having a halfway decent life!?” 
“Case in point...” 


“I’m not in the mood for jokes.” 


“You never were in the mood for anything, not if it involved putting in a minimum of effort.” 
(Brief pause). “Fuck’re you laughing at?” 


“Aunt Martinu was right. You only see what you want to see, hear what you want to hear.” 
“Leave her out of this. This doesn’t concern her.” 

“For once I agree, old timer.” 

“Quit calling me that. I ain’t no fossil.” 

“You still resemble one.” (Brief pause). “A fossil is a set of petrified biological remains. 
Long story short, it’s dead. It can’t grow, it can’t learn, it can’t feel. Most importantly, it can’t 
think...” 

“If you dropped by just to insult me, you can kindly fuck off. I’m still strong enough to—” 
“Put me in my place? You’re delusional. The tables have turned, milord.” 


“You talking about when you choked me with your magic brouhaha? That doesn’t count.” 


“Whatever. There’s something else I don’t understand, though...” (Brief pause). “What did 
Mom ever see in you?” 


“You exist. She obviously saw something.” 

“Well, aren’t you clever?” 

“Don’t get smart with me. I won’t put up with disrespect... not from you.” 
“Funny you should mention that, seeing how I’ve had to put up with yours.” 
Eyes rolling, Salmer turned his back on the boy. 

“Oh, here we go again... you got something to do here? I’m trying to meditate.” 
“Emphasis on ‘trying’...” 

Salmer made to leave. An undeterred Bokma pressed on. 

“Don’t walk away from me. I’m not done talking.” 

“Well, Pm done listening.” 

Bokma hissed out loud. 

“Look, I’m not crazy about this, either, but we gotta address it.” 

“Says who?” 


“Says me.” 


Now it was Salmer’s turn to snicker. 

“Was that a witty retort? You’re woefully out of practice, boy.” 

“Don’t call me ‘boy’. You know I hate that.” 

“How’d you rather I call you, then? ‘Nancy-boy’, ‘girly-boy’, ‘pansy’, ‘queer’... ‘faggot’?” 
“Don’t fucking test me, Khaitan. Remember the rules.” 


“Show me respect, or I’ll teach you respect’, was it? You’ve had plenty of time to come up 
with new material, and that’s the best you got?” 


“Are you for real, old man!? We haven’t seen each other since forever! Don’t tell me you 
forgot about me!” 


“T already did.” 

“You’re lying. I can sense it.” 

“Never call me a liar... what’s it to you, anyway? You disowned me, remember?” 
“Don’t leave out the most important part... the reason why I disowned you. Tell me.” 
“Why the hell should I?” 

“T wanna hear it from you.” 

“You already know.” 

“Humor me.” 

“What’s the fucking point?” 

“T’m not looking for a point.” 

“Then what are you looking for?” 

“PI know when I find it.” (Brief pause). “Say it... just this once. I won’t bring it up again.” 


“We both know that’s a lie.” (Brief pause). “You were a weakling. I tried to whip you into 
shape, but you wouldn’t let me, so you ran away to Zumot, like a fucking coward.” 
|?? 


“That’s not what happened 


“You’re right. I left out the part where you were always bawling your eyes out in front of 
Martinu and me, like when that faggot broke up with you.” 


“He didn’t break up with me! You chased him away!” 


Salmer crossed both arms against his chest. 


“Damn right I did. What the two of you were doing was wrong, unnatural...” 
“No, it wasn’t!” 


“Don’t make me repeat myself, Bokma. You didn’t convince me then. You ain’t gonna do it 
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now. 


“I don’t believe you! This... this is a waste of time! You haven’t changed a damn bit!” (Brief 
pause). “Here...” 


Tapping into Kyma, Enki bade the bowl he carried float to Salmer, who caught it straight 
away. 


“The fuck is this?” 

“Lunch. You haven’t eaten a thing for almost a week now.” 

Agent Abzu chirped a dismissive laugh. 

“What’s this? Agent Enki, breaking the rules? That’s hard to believe...” 
“Believe whatever the hell you want.” 

“Watch your tongue around me, boy.” 

“Why should I? You don’t watch yours around me.” 

“T’m your father.” 

The son of Geene rolled his eyes. 

“Oh, so now you’re my father... whatever. Sorry to bother you... Lord Geene.” 
The Adept started to walk away. 

“Bokma...” 

The Dual Adept stopped in his tracks. 

“When did it start?” 

“When did what start?” 

“You know what I’m talking about.” 

“Ages ago... eons ago, for all I know. Time doesn’t exist in this hellhole.” 
“It does where we now are. How’s that even possible?” 


“Don’t know, don’t care. Some things just aren’t worth thinking about... you and Ciroc used 
tsay that all the time.” (Turns around). “I’m one of those things, right?” 


“Don’t start again, bo—son.” 
Now it was Bokma’s turn to cross his arms. 


“So I’m your son now, huh? ‘Bout damn fucking time. To think all it took was me getting 
turned into a freak and becoming that fiend’s boy toy for gods know how many eons...” 


Having winced for a few seconds, Salmer Khaitan frowned like he was about to cry. 


“Bokma... I... Bok... I didn’t want any of this to happen. I... I thought you were dead. If Pd 
known, I... I would’ve—” 


“You would’ve what, popped over here, beat Caron and the rest to a bloody pulp? Please... 
we both know how that would’ve turned out...” 


“Bokma...” 
The boy’s growl echoed throughout the crystal chamber. 


“Don’t do that. Don’t pretend we’re cool all of a sudden. We both know better.” (Brief 
pause). “Return to your training, apprentice.” 


“Bok...” 
Having turned away, the lad glowered some more. 


“Don’t make me repeat myself.” (Brief pause). “Things are different now. You’re not a god 
anymore, and I... I’m no longer weak. See you around... Agent.” 


Enki quit the chamber. Growling to himself, Salmer sat down to eat. At long last, peace and 
quiet... for all of ten seconds. 


“TSalmer... Salmer Khaitan... canst thou hear?].” 

“Who 5 there? |.” (Brief pause). “[Masala? You still alive?).” 

“(I am held in one of the chambers within the citadel. Lords Mate and Lahpeth live as well].” 
“Good for you... won t the snake bitches catch us?].” 


“(Set thy heart at ease. Lady Sencha and Lady Kocha believe mine faculties neuter’d. ‘Tis 
improbable they should suspect...|.” 


“Whatever... hell do you want, anyway? If you’re trying to escape, you’re out of luck. I 
couldn t help you if I wanted to].” 


“TI seek no such boon, mine Lord. I sensed vehement anger and hurt in thee... I grew 
worried|.” 


“Oh, so you just sensed I’m in pain, huh!? What was your first clue: me yelling as Sencha 
and her flunkies mutated me!? Me screaming my fucking guts out while Caron had his fun 


with me!?].” 


Masala fell silent for a couple of minutes. It wasn’t long before Salmer felt profound grief 
wash all over him. 


“(Masala? You still there?).” 
“(Lord Geene... I—].” 


“[Spare me your speeches. Your Grand fucking Numen, you people... this whole mess is your 
fucking fault, and you know it].” 


(Agreed... I and mine are to blame. We acted out of desperation. We have linger’d here for 
so long...].” 


“(Get bent. If Zen-Oh trapped you here, he must’ve had a good reason to. Way I see it, you 
sons and daughters of bitches got exactly what you deserved].” 


“| Wot thee thus?].” 
“(Huh?).” 


“Thou seemest most sagely, mine Lord. ‘Tis only fitting I should learn at the feet of one so 
canny].” 


“[ Think you ’re clever, slug?].” 

“TOnly sots o’erstate their pith and puissance, Salmer Khaitan. Thou art no sot].” 
“(You don t sound all that convinced.” 

“(Thy scion deem th it much the same].” 

“(Leave my son out of this].” 

“[ cannot. Thy pain and his reach’d me herein].” 


“TSo you were spying on us, huh? Did I ever tell you how much I hate your stinking guts, old 
man? |.” 


“l Thou needest not. I know it well].” (Brief pause). “| Young Bokma is deeply wounded. 
Rather than abate the hurt, the eons have worsened it... ‘tis the same with thee].” 


“T You don t know shit, slug man.” 


“TI speak but of what I discern].” (Brief pause). “[Thy son suffereth, Salmer Khaitan. Wilt 
thou come to his aid?].” 


Silence. Masala’s presence gradually dwindled, then faded all together. Having found himself 
alone, the late Lord Geene struggled to gather his mind... 


The Void Realm, altogether elsewhere... 


Zumot al-Massaya floated above the air. Legs crossed, the fallen Destroyer from the Universe 
of Balance intently yet calmly looked over a white-hued crystal suspended before him, then 
glanced down to his digitigrade feet. 


“Whatever else Iam now, I’m no longer a Calamanitian... at least in the conventional sense 


of the word.” 


The meditating creature bore bat-like wings (currently folded behind the back), yet rather 
than a chiropteran being, Zumot resembled a marsupial crossed with some kind of eel. While 
he could certainly walk with his new feet, the newly christened Agent Siddhar often found 
himself hopping from place to place, a trait most useful during... 


“| Training exercises...].” 


To say he loathed them with the white-hot passion of a quintillion suns would’ve been an 
understatement. Truth be told, the exercises weren’t all that bad. Compared to the training 
Zumot underwent to become a God of Destruction, they edged perilously close to child’s 

play. The problem lied in his drill instructor. 


“lCamphor... fucking crocodile bitch... always looking for a fight...].” 


She wasn’t just roughing him up a little, creating bonds between teammates, or such other 
nonsense. Given half a chance, the reptile thug would rend her trainees limb from limb, as 
Zumot learned the hard way. If the Agent had a bad day, she’d make sure everyone in her 
general vicinity would have one, too. If she’d quarreled with a teammate, received a 
reprimand from her superiors, suffered public humiliation (or what she regarded as such), her 
recruits would come out all the worse off that day. The fact Camphor had been in a fouler 
mood than usual for well over a week didn’t help things any. Even Chifir and her cronies 
were having the devil’s own time keeping her under control. 


As Zumot surmised from what little his fellow Adepts let slip, Camphor had joined Agents 
Perun, Favonius, Bhairava, and Sabaudius on a mission to Universe 7’s Earth. Initially tasked 
with transferring a new set of prisoners to the Void Realm, Camphor and friends were 
betrayed by their go-between, one Agent Nanthus, defeated, and nearly captured by Earth’s 
warriors. They managed to escape, but lost Sabaudius in the process. 


Though most of the Agents lived to tell the tale, they suffered severe injuries. Baimao and 
company easily mended the worst of it, even managed to clone and graft replacement limbs 
and other body parts as needed. 


This wasn’t good enough for Camphor. How she ached to make an example of ‘that two- 
faced amphibian son of a bitch with a breathing problem’! The crocodile (or whatever she 
was) would rip out ‘that stupid mask of his’, chop up ‘his stinking carcass’, cook it in a meat- 
pie, serve it to her men, then mount his bloody head in the mess hall at her barracks so 
everyone would see what awaited ‘anyone stupid enough to cross [her]’. 


Zumot still hurt all over. The technique Baimao taught him worked well enough, but it’d be a 
while before the late Lord Arak could use it to full effect. What did the old quack call it, 
again? 


“(Flow Palliation...].” 


The technique harnessed the Flow of the Devas to heal wounds and relieve fatigue... nothing 
new there. This had been one of the many techniques Sabrat Muscat relied upon back in the 
day. Arak himself benefited from it once or twice, seeing how Cukatail happened to be 
elsewhere at the time. 


“T Cukatail... did he survive? Did Lahpeth make good on his promise to spare him? What 
about the Agents? Universe 5?].” 


What did it matter now? Zumot wasn’t a god anymore... just another glorified foot 
soldier/guinea pig. Taking his life would be no different from slaying a dog, or a cow. Once 
again, he was a slave in all but name: perennially dishonored, perpetually expendable, barely 
ranking above amoebas in the great chain of being. 


“{Baimao... damn buzzard and his stinking procedures...].” 


The Reconstitution Procedure consisted of blood reconstruction surgeries, along with the 
incorporation of mechanical parts into the new Agent Siddhar. As the Torikanian claimed, all 
Agents underwent these treatments, yet their purpose varied from patient to patient. For 
instance, the procedures Siddhar had just begun would refine his newly gained ability to call 
upon the Surge of the Gods by attuning him (or rather, ‘fixating’ him, in the old buzzard’s 
words) to the Aspect of Light. The Numen also said something about weaponizing Zumot’s 
fish odor syndrome, but the mutated Calamantian missed most of the explanation, being 
heavily sedated. 


Zumot swallowed hard. His memories grew fuzzy. 
“Agent... Abzu... prepare... Aspect... Dark...” 


“TAbzu... Geene s new codename. Baimao and company will force Salmer to embrace the 
Dark, just as they forced me to embrace the Light].” 


None of this made a lick of sense. If Chifir and company just wanted to depose the Omni- 
King, why go through all this hassle? Kidnapping warriors from across the universes, 
mutating, brainwashing them with magic, medical procedures, drugs, cybernetics... what was 
the point of all this? 


Zumot practically froze over where he sat. He’d just answered his own question. It all made 
sense... too much sense. 


This wasn’t just another insane scheme to take over/destroy the Multiverse. Those fiends 
sought to recreate the All-Cosmos and all beings in it in the most literal sense of the term. 
Chifir and her associates were deities through their very marrow. In their eyes, massacring 
trillions upon trillions of beings, mortal or otherwise, was as inconsequential as beheading a 


chicken after stealing its eggs. They were the masters. Everyone, everything else was cattle, 
pure and simple. 


Before he realized it, the vanquished Destroyer found himself back home, on Planet Nakhad 
of Universe 8, eons prior to his ascension. Ksarak’s admonitions had done little to abate the 
Calamantian’s desire for release after another week of toil and strife. Though Avso had 
promised to accompany him, he’d withdrawn at the last minute. 


Zumot wasn’t all that miffed. One defied Lord Ksarak’s summons at one’s own peril, after 
all. 


It was almost dawn by the time the future Hakaishin returned home, looking forward to 
sleeping off this latest round of wine, women, and song till noon. Then it happened: a dart 
found Zumot’s neck. The Calamantian barely had time to remove it before his world 
collapsed into darkness and he fell asleep for hours. Stuck somewhere between slumber and 
wakefulness, Zumot al-Massaya overheard his captors’ conversation. 


(Translated from Levantine Arabic). “ {Pretty good haul, all things considered. Our contacts 
will pay a pretty penny for these punks}.” 


“{Is it true? That stinky guy’s really Hakaishin Ksarak’s son?}.” 
“Yeah... you wouldn’t know it, though, way they treat him}.” 


“{ Are you crazy!? We gotta give him back! If God of Destruction Ksarak finds out we 
kidnapped his son, he’ II—}.” 


“He won’t do a damn thing. Don’t know the whole story, but guy’s one of His Godship’s 
least favorite bastards. Something tells me dear ol’ daddy won’t be missing him all that 
much...}.” 


{Tf you say so... you really think somebody will buy ‘im, though? Guy reeks to high 
heaven}.” 


“{We’ll find a buyer. We always do}.” 


Zumot couldn’t quite recall the next succession of events. It all went by like a blur: the arrival 
at Universe 9... the barracks... being packed with over four-hundred other beings in cramped 
rooms reeking of vomit, piss, shit, sweat... the public floggings... meager rations... disease... 
death... crying children... the auction. 


Zumot considered himself lucky after all was said and done. His owner, Nonleba ibn Rajang, 
a fellow Calamantian, was renowned as a “tough, but fair” master. For all his flaws, Nonleba 
rewarded hard work and determination when he saw them. 


Much against his will, the future Lord Arak found himself thanking his father for a change. 
Ksarak’s less-than-stellar treatment had afforded his son plentiful opportunities to learn his 
way around several trades, including, but not limited to, carpentry and masonry. 


In addition to sparing Zumot the mind, body, and soul-crushing drudgery of fieldwork, his 
skills made him all but indispensable at the plantation. Sure, he still had to fix broken tools 
and furniture, but things were different. 


People liked him now. People appreciated him, Zumot, grandson of Massaya, son of 
Haddad. Granted, many still found his stench less than bearable, yet this unfortunate factor 
didn’t prove too much of a hindrance in his new surroundings. Life as a slave in Universe 9 
wasn’t a cakewalk, but it was workable, at least compared to what Zumot left behind. 


Then it came... that fateful day. One rainy afternoon, Zumot oversaw unloading and 
cataloguing of foodstuffs and sundry items ordered on behalf of his master. Having done so, 
the Calamantian took to repairing a broken spinning wheel. Soon after, someone else made 
the scene. 


(Translated from Tamil). “{Excuse me...}.” 


Zumot subtly glanced over the new arrival, a female Calamantian in the human equivalent of 
her late teens to early twenties, clad in a blue-green sari and gown. The enslaved male 
already knew her name, yet hadn’t quite made her acquaintance... still, all rules of politesse 
demanded he stand and bow before the new arrival. 


“*Greetings, Lady Miswa. What brings you here today?}.” 


“fT came to check if my spinning wheel was already fixed... clearly that’s not the case. My 
apologies, Mister... uh... may I ask your name?}.” 


“{Sambol. I apologize for the delay, milady. P11 make sure to have your wheel fully repaired 
by tomorrow morning}.” 


Miswa offered a kind smile. 


“That would be wonderful. I hope I’m not keeping you from anything important, though. I 
don’t want to be troublesome}.” 


The enslaved amphibian found himself blinking in utter stupefaction. 
“It’s... no trouble at all}.” 
“{Tf you don’t mind, may I ask your name again? I mean the one you were given at birth}.” 


“*Zumot...}.” (Brief pause). “{Apologies, milady. I don’t mean to be rude, but I really must 
get back to work. There are still more tasks I must accomplish before the day ends}.” 


“{T understand. It was a pleasure meeting you, Zu—Sambol.” 


Miswa bint Razuk... eons after the fact, Zumot’s eyes still watered whenever he recalled that 
day, what followed... 


“Agent Siddhar.” 


Calmly opening his eyes, the former Lord Arak beheld a familiar presence staring back. Once 
he regained the ground, the newly christened Agent bowed before his superior. 


“Hail, Agent Enki.” 
“Resume your position.” 
Once the pair had done so, Zumot heard Enki’s voice reverb throughout his mind. 


Enki: “[Center yourself, Agent. Give yourself to the Surge... let it guide you. Open your heart 
and mind to me, as I open mine to you. I—].” (Brief pause). “[You seem... familiar. Have we 
met?].” 


Siddhar: “[Come to think of it, you remind me of somebody I... no... it can t be!].” (Brief 
pause). “Bokma!?” 


Enki: “Uncle Zumot!?” 


Next thing they knew, the Agents were lying on the ground. Rear still smarting, a weeping 
Zumot scrambled to embrace his superior. 


“Bokma! You’re alive! Thank the gods, I...” (Brief pause). “Bokma... I... I’m so sorry. 
Ciroc, Geene, and I... we looked everywhere. We thought you were... does Salmer know?” 


Bokma scowled. 

“He does. Let’s leave it at that.” 

“You're still angry at him.” 

“Damn right I am.” 

Tears slid down past Enki’s maw to the ground. 

“T tried, Zumot. I tried to be strong, but he... he still hates me.” 

The heart of the late Lord Arak all but shriveled up and died upon hearing those words. 
“Bokma... that’s not true. Your father loves you.” 

The Therian Agent scowled miserably. 

“Well, he’s got a funny way of showing it.” 


“Tt’s true... he never stopped loving you, even after you left Universe 12. That being said, you 
have every right in the world to be angry at him. I still am myself.” (Brief pause). “Look... I 
won’t condone what your father did, but there are several reasons why he acted that way.” 


“He wasn’t the same after Mom died. That’s no fucking excuse.” 


“There’s more to it than that. Salmer... he has his own demons to contend with, Bok.” 


“Oh really? God of Destruction Geene had a bad life? Forgive me if I don’t quite bawl my 
eyes out...” 


“Like I said, you have every right to be angry at him.” (Brief pause). “Salmer...” 
“What happened to him, Zumot? What fucked him up so badly?” 
“I’m sorry, Bokma... I can’t tell you. Geene and I made a Binding Oath.” 


“So what? Those only work with Destroyers, right? You two aren’t gods anymore, which 
means the oath’s no longer in effect.” 


“Yes, that much is true. Still, what your father told me... it weighed on him then, same as 
now. I... I can’t just disclose Salmer’s secrets. Oath or no oath... it wouldn’t be right. It’s 
been eons since we parted ways, but I can’t bring myself to betray him like that.” 


“Figures...” 
“How are you holding up?” 
“Any day I don’t have to deal with that fucking snake is good enough in my book.” 


“Speaking of which... is it true? Caron... did he... did he really rape Salmer?” (Brief pause). 
“He’s done it to you too, hasn’t he?” 


“Not just me: Perun, Favonius, Camphor, Mulaban, Ganlu, gods know how many others. 
Sick fuck beats you within an inch of your life. If you impress him (or rather, amuse him), he 
has his way with you. Otherwise, he slaughters you and walks away. Thank goodness for 
small mercies, I suppose...” 


“Salmer... I should’ve been there.” 

“And done what: wait your turn?” 

The warrior once known as God of Destruction Arak wept openly. 

“I... I wasn’t there for the two of you when you needed me... I didn’t try hard enough to—” 
“Zumot, enough!” 

Having leapt to his feet, a flustered Enki helped Siddhar back up. 


“Zumot... you did everything you could. You had your own problems to deal with, too. You 
couldn’t just drop everything and zip over to Universe 12 every time me and Papa stubbed 
our toes or something. I know that... ‘sides, even if what you say is true... he’s still an 
asshole.” 


“You're starting to sound like him.” 


“Terrific.” 


Tapping into Kyma, Bokma bade his laser-sword float to his hand. 


“Let’s get some sparring done. We both need to let off some steam before we go back to 
meditation. After that, we’ll go over the schematics for your first laser-sword.” 


Siddhar repeated Enki’s action. The room took on a grey and white tincture as the Adepts 
ignited their clashing blades... 
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Kami s Lookout, two days later... 


Okocim Lech-Sa at last managed to get out of bed... well... perhaps “managed” was a tad too 
strong. The tired Sphygian practically flung himself to the floor after a long night of dithering 
between fretful slumber and uneasy wakefulness. Nonetheless, the fallen Destroyer counted 
his blessings as he carefully felt and sniffed around his bedsheets. 


“No nightmares, no accidents... thank the gods].” 

Having donned a t-shirt, yoga pants, and a pair of sandals, the son of Lech headed to the 
kitchen. Much to his surprise, Desmond and Quitela were already up. Still in their sleeping 
clothes, the otter and the rat appeared tired, yet at the same time... ecstatic? 

“(That smell... is that... afterglow?]|. Mornin’, guys...” 


“Beerus? What are you doing up and about this early?” 


“Wow... they do look like an old married couple!]. It’s eight AM, Sauza. This is the latest 
I’ve woken up in weeks. While we’re at it... why’re you two up this bright and early?” 


Sauza was about to speak, only for his words to be wolfed down by a massive yawn. It was 
up to Monji to pick up where the rodent left off. 


“Me and Ri-Ri have been going over a coupla things...” 


“(With your penis?).” 

The ears of the late Lord Quitela twitched. 

“Come again?” 

“N-Nothing, nothing... I-I...” 

“Something on your mind, Lech-Sa?” 

“D-Don’t call me that. It’s just... I can’t believe it, what’s goin’ on between you two.” 
Having stuffed a whole piece of toast into his mouth, Jimador scratched himself. 
“What’s not to believe? People sleep together all the time.” 

“T know that. I just didn’t think you were that kinda guy, Quitela.” 


Riazul glowered. If looks could kill, the Naatsusian would’ve slain the Sphygian a million 
times over. 


‘That kinda guy’? You mean one of those devious, diseased wastes of space who sleep with 
other males, who are out to ‘corrupt the nation’s youth with their unnatural, sinful ways’?” 


“N-No, i-it’s not like that at all!” (Brief pause). “Lemme rephrase that: I meant I didn’t see 
you as someone who’d want a relationship, Sauza. I didn’t think you'd be willing to go 
through with that... no offense, y’know.” 


“Oh... none taken, in that case. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t see where you’re coming from.” 


The fallen Destroyer from the Seventh Universe took to the fridge. All but lost in thought, 
Riazul’s next query caught him off-guard. 


“How’re things between you and Lozada?” 

“Huh? Me and Anise? We’re friends. That’s about it.” 

Okocim proceeded to make a sandwich as he brewed himself a cup of coffee. 
“Just friends?” 


Desmond had spoken at the same time a disinterested Quitela poured himself another bowl of 
bran. 


“You and Anise are friends?” 
“Yeah... is that so hard to believe?” 
“Never mind. Forget I said anything.” 


“Y-Yeah... fair enough. [ Well, that could’ve gone better...|.” 


The fallen Destroyers and Shinobi Mage ate in silence for a good five minutes. Afterward, 
Okocim headed for the sink. 


“Sauza, Jimador...” 
Speaking in unison, the pair turned to the cat man, who’d just begun washing dishes. 
“Yeah?” 


“I’m happy for the two of you. I know I sound corny as fuck (pardon my language), but I’m 
glad you guys are together.” 


The visage of the late Lord Quitela took on a short-lived crimson hue. 
“Thanks... I guess.” 

“D-Did I say something wrong?” 

“No, not at all. It’s just... I’m not used to receiving compliments.” 
“From me?” 

“From anyone.” 

“Morning.” 


The trio turned to Rumush, already clad in the dark-greyish armor from the day before 
yesterday. Mask and helmet in hand, the Gajan stepped inside as Champa stammered a timid 
greeting, followed by Shu and the Tien-Shin Trio. Having taken to the air, Fennel and the 
Shiba-Inu used their height to full advantage, procuring milk, cornmeal, and other 
necessaries. 


“A-Anise? Could you please hand me the corn flakes?” 
“Right away, Cume.” 


Seated in front of his chair, Okocim discreetly watched the Trio go about their business. 
Fennel... it was almost as if the events two days ago had never taken place. Save for that new 
mechanical voice, the axolotl seemed none the worse for wear after that brother of his 
subjected him to gods know what horrors. 


“(Speaking of brothers ...].” 


Having helped himself to some grits, the late Lord Champa exchanged a few words with 
Fennel, then sat down to eat after greeting his twin. 


Okocim’s eyes fell back on her... Anise Lozada: former assassin, expert capoeiraist (not quite 
the term she used), an accomplished fighter in her own right, an extraordinarily kind and 
loving friend... and it’d been only weeks since they met. What had he done to deserve 
someone like that? So strong, so beautiful, so— 


“Just friends, huh?” 


Riazul had spoken. Coffee finished, the Naatsusian displayed a playful grin on his 
countenance. Just then, an annoyed Vegeta made the scene, barely sparing a disdainful side- 
glance at the late Lord Beerus. 


“Everything alright, Vegeta?” 


“Lavender barricaded himself in his room. Me and the others have been trying to reason with 
him, but we haven’t gotten anywhere. He keeps muttering gibberish: ‘I’m poisonous’, ‘I’m 
bad, ‘Fucking snake’, that sort of thing. No rhyme or reason.” (Brief pause). “We have no 
time for this nonsense. We’re supposed to be training, not playing psychiatrist with a mutant 
mutt... or playing host to the likes of you.” 


The late Lord Beerus candidly scratched his head. 
“Actually, Lavender is (or was?) a coyote.” 
“Whatever.” 


Silence. Much to Anise’s puzzlement, Okocim made for the hallway connecting to the guest 
bedrooms. 


“Where are you going, Cim?” 

“T’m gonna talk to him.” 

“T’m coming, too.” 

“W-Wait f-for m-m-me!” 

Lanson caught up with the pair, much to Vegeta’s apprehension. 
“Don’t even think about it, Lanson. It’s too dangerous.” 
“H-He’s m-my b-b-brother! I-I c-c-can’t-t-t just-t-t—!” 
“Absolutely not!” 

“B-But I—” 

Okocim briefly placed his hand on his sibling’s shoulder. 
“It’s ok, Lan. We’ ll be fine.” 

“B-B-But L-L-Lav-v-vend-d-er, he’s—” 

“PII be careful. I promise.” 


“It'll be fine, Lanson. P11 be with him.” 


“A-Anise...” (Brief pause). “B-Be c-c-caref-f-ful... b-b-both of y-y-you...” 
“We will...” 


The felines made their way down the hall. Son Goku, Raditz, Nappa, Sidra, and Basil stood 
on edge at the other side. The Saiyans looked like they had half a mind to break the door 
down. 


“Goku...” 

“Hi, Lord Beerus. I s’pose Vegeta told you guys the whole story...” 
Anise turned to the door. 

“What’s going on?” 


A drained Basil walked to the new arrivals. Sidra didn’t seem all that well himself, on 
account of the bags underneath his eyes. Far as Okocim was concerned, the red wolf and the 
Heranian-turned-Saiyan had aged a good ten years in a matter of days. 


“Lavender’s been like this since the day before yesterday. He won’t come out of his room, or 
go anywhere near me, Sidra, or anyone else, for that matter. He’s barely slept since he got 
here... he keeps muttering something about an ‘evil snake’. Sometimes he utters this name...” 


“What name?” 
“Caron.” 
Sidra had spoken. The fallen Destroyer from the Improvised Universe seemed utterly lost. 


“(Snorts). Lavender has been having nightmares. Caron... son of a bitch... SON OF A 
BITCH!” 


The bellowing warrior from the Improvised Universe punched a hole into a nearby wall, 
much to everyone’ trepidation. 


“Get ahold of yourself, Sidra! Wrecking the Lookout isn’t gonna help anybody!” 
“Nappa... I’m sorry. I... I just feel so... so...” 
“Powerless?” 


All eyes fell on Okocim. Having found the door locked, the Sphygian cleared his throat. 


“Lavender? It’s Beerus. Sidra, Basil, all of us are worried about you. You gotta come out of 
that room.” 


No response. 


“It’s ok. You don’t have to say anything. Just make a bit of noise if you can hear me.” 


A couple of knocks, likely on a wooden surface. 
“(So far, so good...|. Me and Anise are gonna come in. Please unlock the door.” 
No response. Anise stepped forward. 


“Let me talk to him... Lavender? Hi... my name is Anise. I’d like to speak with you.” (Brief 
pause). “I know what you’re going through. They did it to me, too. Those people... they... 
cut me open... trained me to kill. I... I still have nightmares about it.” 


“So do I.” 

The Sphygian’s eyes began to water. 

“My father... he forced me to train to become a Destroyer God... after my sister died.” 
Goku’s mouth hung ajar in disbelief. 

“You have a sister, Lord Beerus!?” 


“Her name... her name was... Asahi. No matter... how busy... how tired... she was... she 
always made time... for me. She... she died... trying... trying to save... me. She’s dead... 
because... because of me.” 


The artist formerly known as Beerus wept for a good two minutes, following which he 
cleared his throat. 


“Sorry about that. I just wanted to say... me and Anise... we’ve been where you are... I... I- 
I’m sorry...” 


Eyes awash, Okocim nearly spoke again. 


“Lavender? It’s Anise. I... I know how you’re feeling. You’re afraid, you’re angry... at 
yourself... at everyone.” 


At that very instant, the Tien-Shin pupil faced Okocim. 


“You're probably wondering: ‘What if Pd done something different?’ ‘What if I hadn’t done 
this or that?’ Don’t... don’t go down that path. It... it wasn’t your fault. There was... there 
was nothing... nothing you could have done. I... I know it hurts. You have every right in the 
world to... to be angry... to be scared, but you... you’re not alone... you don’t have to... 
face it... all by yourself. Please... let us in... let us help you.” 


Silence. 
“Lavender?” 
“Door... jammed...” 


Okocim stood tall. It was now or never. 


“Step away from the door. We’re goin’ in.” 


The former Hakaishin shot a minute beam of energy from his index finger, making sure to go 
around the lock. The resulting hole had yet to cool by the time the Sphygian managed to open 
the door halfway. 


Lavender wasn’t kidding. Bed, cupboards, nightstands, pretty much everything that wasn’t 
bolted down, barred the way. 


“Lavender... I’m going in.” 
“Don’t touch anything!” 


“I won’t have to, not if you do your part.” (Brief pause). “Here’s what I want you to do. I 
want you to shut your eyes and relax. Don’t open them unless I tell you to. Do this and we’ll 
both be fine. You understand?” 


“What are you going to do?” 


“It’s not gonna hurt one bit. Just stay put and close your eyes. Ill be with you before you 
know it. Don’t be afraid.” 


“O-Ok...” 


Lavender’s ki signature wasn’t hard to find. Beads of sweat trickled down Okocim’s forehead 
as he touched it with the middle and index fingers of his right hand. 


A couple of uneasy breaths later, the late Lord Beerus warped away, reemerging inside the 
room. Peering through penumbra, the cat man spotted the mutated coyote sitting with his 
back against the wall, eyes firmly shut. 


“Almost there...|. (Sotto-voce). “(Lavender? It’s me... we’re almost done. I need to touch you 
for this to work. Is the forehead ok?”). 


“Y-Yeah...” 


“(Got it. Stay calm...). [Those scales of his... they’re coarse to the touch... I-NO! No 
fucking distractions! Get your shit together, fuckup!].” 


Having locked on to Anise’s energy, the feline focused all his intent into it... warp! 
“Lord B—” 


Raditz smothered his younger brother in the nick of time. Opening his eyes, Okocim turned 
to the coyote. 


“We’re here. You can open your eyes now, Lavender.” 


The warrior from Universe 9 couldn’t repress a gasp. One moment he’d been holed up in his 
room. The next, he was outside, right next to— 


“SIDRA! BASIL!” 
“LAVENDER, WAIT!” 


Clearing a good eleven feet with an artful leap, the coyote made to flee on all fours, only to 
collapse all over himself. Rushing to his side, the Heranian and the wolf barely stopped 
themselves from clutching the mutated warrior by the time Dende and Mr. Popo made the 
scene. 


Okocim’s acute hearing picked up traces of their conversation. A weeping Lavender called 
himself names, apologizing to pretty much everyone in his general direction as Basil and 
Sidra consoled him. 


The fallen God of Destruction made himself scarce. Anise followed soon afterward. 


Alone in her quarters, the Tien-Shin pupil tried to distract herself as she changed into her 
training gi. Going over her phone, the Nekoningan played some of her favorite capoeira 
tunes, soon settling for “Magalenha.” There it was... the first refrain: Te te te te te te te... the 
second refrain: Te te te te te te te... the third refrain: Te te te te te te te. 


“[No... no... NON.” 
Lozada shut the music down. The Tien-Shin pupil got lost in thought. 
“| Beerus the Destroyer...].” 


For some reason or other, Anise had wanted to meet the guy. Sure, he was a selfish jerk, an 
overpowered creep, an overrated asshole... so what? She’d met more than her fair share of 
assholes in her lifetime: the humans who adopted her... Don Emilio and his men... Dr. Gero... 
God of Destruction (or rather, ex-God of Destruction) Quitela... some of the nuns at Villa 
Lozada... her adopted brothers (at first). 


Cumin avoided her (and pretty much everyone else) during his first two weeks at the Tien- 
Shin Dojo. Anise had been sore at the rooster boy, till she learned the reason why. 


Fennel, however, was an entirely different beast. The axolotl began training as soon as he 
could walk again, stepping up his game the moment he regained his hands. Left to his own 
devices, the boy would never leave the training hall. Anise couldn’t help but laugh whenever 
she recalled Tien’s scolding the day Fenn damaged his prostheses during a training exercise. 
Good thing Bulma built sturdier replacements... 


“[Chervil Marathos... Kari and Faruq Jintan... what kind of people would do such things... to 
their own children... to someone else s children?|.” 


Anise sighed. She had half a mind to pelt that triumvirate of evil with all the slurs she’d 
accumulated throughout her life, yet ultimately decided not to... what would be the point? 
Insulting the Jintans and Marathos wouldn’t undo all the fuckery they inflicted on their own 
sons. Likewise, cursing Don Emilio and company wouldn’t bring back those who died by her 
hand. Not even the Dragon Balls could do that, for some reason. 


“How do you do it, Okocim? How is it you constantly look back upon your sins, without 
collapsing into a broken heap of insanity? ].” 


Okocim... Anise would’ve been lying if she claimed she wanted to make friends with him, or 
the person he used to be, to be specific. How would things have turned out if she’d met him 
at his worst, as God of Destruction Beerus? 


“Don t do this to yourself, Lozada. There s no point thinking about what might’ve happened: 
all that matters is—|.” 


A knock on the door. 

“Anise?” 

“I know I’m running late, Cim. My bad. Got a bit sidetracked.” 

“Yeah, about that... change of plans. Goku and the rest are waitin’ for us in the courtyard.” 
“Huh? Why?” 

“They didn’t say. Whis and Vados said not to worry about packing. They’! take care of it.” 
“Packing? For what?” 

“Your guess is as good as mine. Just wanted to give you the heads-up. You sure you’re ok?” 
“Yeah, I’m fine. Be right out, Cim.” 

“Ok. See you outside.” 


Barely a minute later, Anise headed to the courtyard. The Guide Angels of the Sixth and 
Seventh Universes were going over things with Goku and friends by the time the Tien-Shin 
disciple quit the temple... 


The Omni-King 5 Realm, much later... 


Okocim didn’t think he would return to Zen-Oh’s place... at least not this soon. The 
Sphygian’s sweat ran cold. 


“(Father...].” 


If the Hakaishin Emeritus wasn’t staying at the palace, he’d at the very least swing by to 
report to the King of All and Grand Priest. Whis softly put his hand on Okocim’s shoulder. 


The late Lord Beerus felt... what, exactly? Serenity? Assurance? 
“Whatever it is, its sure to be short-lived. Best make the most of it...].” 


Vados and Whis ushered Earth’s warriors into Zen-Oh’s inner sanctum. However, something 
caught Okocim’s attention long enough to separate him from the others. 


An unknown energy signature awaited some two or three hallways away. The son of Lech 
made his way to the source, only to gasp at the sight before his eyes. 


“| Kaisen!].” 


Attired in prison garb, the Displacer Agent was detained within a transparent cubicle forged 
from a material resembling glass. The spy also wore a peculiar, thick ring around the neck. 
Recalling Whis’s lessons, the son of Lech realized Kaisen was fitted with a Suppression 
Collar, a magic-powered device that nullified the wearer’s ability to manipulate or sense ki, 
along with any other powers they possessed. Such restraints had been banned by divine law 
from time immemorial. 


“So now you re breaking your own laws, Your Eminence? Not that I’m surprised. You 
always did play fast and loose with the rules, Zenny. Kaisen... bastard must be quite a threat, 
if you're resorting to such methods...|.” 


“Look here, boys. It appears we have company.” 


The Displacer Agent alerted a pair of Zen-Oh’s men standing guard nearby. Stealing furtive 
looks at the interloper, the duo carried on like nothing happened. 


Okocim gazed at the prisoner. The disgraced warrior made to speak, only for the inmate to 
beat him to it, as he served himself a cup of tea. 


“Now this is quite the unexpected pleasure. What brings you to my humble abode?” (Brief 
pause). “Do pardon my manners. I would offer you some tea, yet I fear it won’t quite agree 
with you... it’s rather toxic.” 


“You... how come you're still alive? 


“T could ask the same, dear boy. If the hole in your abdomen didn’t kill you, the venom 
should have. I injected quite a bit into you...” (Points at the guards). “...enough to bring at 
least thirty fully grown deities to a slow, painful death.” 


The former Lord Beerus glowered at the creature. 

“Sorry to disappoint you.” 

Kaisen allowed himself to chuckle. 

“Oh, perish the thought. It just so happens I’m quite delighted.” 
“Huh? Why?” 


“I am a Displacer Agent. Like my fellows, I was thoroughly and pitilessly trained in all sorts 
of techniques and disciplines, for the purpose of infiltrating enemy factions. My ilk and I use 
our venom as a means of offense and defense. We’re so proficient in this, our targets drop 
dead from the moment we strike. Fortunately, this rule has its exceptions... two, if memory 
serves.” 


“Two? You mean there’s somebody else who survived your attacks?” 


“Indeed, although that other instance wasn’t my doing. Rather, it was a fellow Displacer 
Agent: 0301, codename Kamakiri. She was tasked with apprehending the Destroyer God of 
Universe 10 and acquiring his God Ki and Energy of Destruction. Granted, 0301’s venom 
was heavily diluted, yet it still should have paralyzed that pompous elephant for a good fifty 
centuries.” 


“I see... how did you pull it off? How did you replace Lavender?” 


“I’m afraid that’s a story for another day, m’lord. It would seem you have other 
engagements...” 


“There you are!” 

Okocim turned to the sound of Whis’s voice. 

“T’ve been looking everywhere for you, Okocim. Why did you wander off?” 
The Sphygian cracked a sheepish grin. 

“I... uh... got a little sidetracked?” 

“Let’s go. We’ve kept Grand Zen-Oh waiting long enough.” 

The Attendant and his former charge quit the detention area. 

“So... Kaisen’s still alive. Funny you forgot to mention that...” 


“You had many other troubles to deal with. Telling you would’ve done more harm than 
good.” 


“(Can t say I disagree...|. Has he told you guys anything useful?” 


“The Omni-King’s men have probed Kaisen’s mind from day one. His knowledge is 
fragmented, incomplete. What little he does know has yet to be verified. Grand Zen-Oh will 
fill you in... within reason.” 


The Angel and the fallen Hakaishin at last reached the inner sanctum, where Son Goku and 
the others awaited. Okocim looked up. Zen-Oh All-Sovereign stood with his arms crossed, 
flanked by the same pair of guards. 


“Nice of you to join us, Okocim Lech-Sa.” 


Brow crowned with sweat, the late Lord Beerus sloppily bowed before the King of All and 
the Grand Priest. 
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‘I... uh... my apologies, Your Eminence. I... got a little lost.” 


The Sphygian took a quick look around. Goku, Piccolo, Anise, Fennel, Cumin, and the rest 
were all present and accounted for, yet there was no sign of— 


“Don’t worry your skittish little head. Daddy Dearest is out on a mission.” (Brief pause). 
“Okocim Lech-Sa, Riazul Sauza, Lanson Brulle-Sa, Kilken Smithwick, Bael ka beta Apo... 
step forward. 


The five dethroned deities complied, then bowed anew. Okocim stole a few glances: Quitela 
seemed uncharacteristically self-conscious. Lanson appeared serene, yet it didn’t take Vados 
to tell he wasn’t all that happy with this situation. Sidra looked more troubled than usual, as if 
the terrifying hostile world he’d barely gotten used to had just ambushed him yet again. 
Rumush was the only one who dared look the Omni-King in the eyes. 


“You five are among the worst Destroyer Gods we’ve had in eons.” 

The Supreme Deity turned to Okocim and Lanson... 

“You two are utterly unworthy of your predecessors.” 

He then turned to Quitela... 

“You’re slightly better than yours, though that’s really not saying much.” 
Then to Sidra... 


“You blundered your way into the title, gods know how or why, seeing you were so woefully 
unqualified.” 


Then to Rumush... 


“You... when you look up ‘mediocrity’ in the dictionary, it shows your picture. There I was, 
all set to undeify you, but the Void Realm beat me to it. Such a shame...” 


Silence. The Supreme Benefactor shook his head. 


“As you already know, the All-Cosmos faces a dire threat. Ancient deities have invaded 
nearly all the universes. They have kidnapped the Destroyer Gods and other powerful 
warriors from Universes 1 through 12, along with those from the Lost Universes. You’ve 
already seen what’s become of some of them...” 


The warrior once known as Beerus sweated acrid ice. 
“{Liquiir and the others...|.” 
Grand Priest continued where the King of All left off. 


“They even targeted my children. Sour, Campari, Cukatail, Kusu, Marcarita, and Martinu 
were attacked by the invaders... they are lucky to be alive. Korn and Awamo have been 
missing in action for well over a year. The enemy kidnapped them, along with Iwan and 
Liquiir, substituted them with Displacer Agents, which in turn tried to assassinate Grand Zen- 


Oh and myself. Fortunately, the attempt was thwarted by Hakaishin Emeritus Tusker, 
Lieutenant Carpano, and Bael himself.” 


Vados took her cue. 


“What little knowledge we have reveals the culprits to be a group of banished deities called 
Sakujoshin, or Numina of Deletion, who preceded the Gods of Destruction over a hundred- 
thousand eons ago. Their last known leader was Grand Numen Lord Mate XXI, son of Terer, 
of House Ophion.” 


Zen-Oh’s projector showed an image of the aforementioned. Clad in regal samurai armor, the 
Doragonian’s expression conveyed an odd mixture of authority and gentleness. Okocim all 
but drank in the sorrow it exuded. 


Whis was about to speak. The late Lord Beerus took a chance. 
“Your Eminence...” 


The Omni-King and guests turned to the Sphygian. Straddling hope and bereavement, the 
Sphygian gazed at the All-Universal Benefactor. 


“Please forgive my boldness, Sir, but... is there a way to save Liquiir, Iwan, and the others?” 
“Save them?” 
“S-Surely you’re not gonna let them—” 


“You’re getting way ahead of yourself, son of Lech. Now, we’ve monitored your training 
closely from the time of your undeification. After much deliberation, me, Grand Priest, and 
the others have arrived at the same conclusion: you’re ready for the next stage. Right this 
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way... 


The Z-Fighters trailed behind the Omni-King and his people deeper into the palace. A few 
minutes later, Universe 7’s warriors happened upon a gargantuan door made of metal, 
glimmering not unlike a lukewarm star, much to Quitela’s unease. 


“That door... it’s made of Sun Cutter. I’d recognize that glow anywhere.” 
“Right you are, Sauza.” 

The Omni-King had spoken. Grand Priest continued. 

“This is the Space-Time Chamber.” 

“Ts it like the Hyperbolic Time Chamber?” 

A bemused Zen-Oh and the rest turned to a puzzled Son Goku. 


“Hyper what now?” 


“It’s this place we have back on Earth, where you can train and get really strong really fast. 
Me and the others have used it many times.” (To Raditz). “How long was it, again? One year 
inside, one day outside?” 


A perplexed Grand Priest blinked twice. 


“Indeed... this room serves a similar purpose. According to our calculations, we’ ll need 
around three Earth years or so to complete your training.” 


The former Lord Rumush raised his hand. 
“Your Excellency? What does this training consist of?” 
Zen-Oh addressed the Five Failures. 


“Remember that thing I did when I made you guys mortal? There was more to it than just 
stuffing you with a sorely needed helping of humble pie. P11 explain more once we’re 
inside.” (Jo Grand Priest, Whis, and Vados). “Ready when you are.” 


Hands joined as if in prayer, the deities summoned forth their energy and bade it encompass 
the gate, as they uttered an incantation in the language of the gods. Creaking, yawning open, 
the door revealed its insides: a seemingly infinite sky, containing several vast citadels 
reminiscent of Kami’s Lookout, interconnected by a series of staircases that went up, down, 
left, right, north, south, east, west, etc., in such a way that up was down, down was north, 
west was south, and so forth. Zen-Oh floated on ahead. 


“Welcome to the Absolute Space-Time Realm. Don’t be alarmed if you start feeling queasy. 
It’ll take some time, but you’ll get used to being here. In the meantime, w—” 


“M-Make it s-s-stop...” 


The artist formerly known as Beerus had looked away too little, too late. Distortions in 
perspective and movement caused the Sphygian to perceive the world as an incomprehensible 
eyesore that slashed through his sockets like a metaphorical knife. The fallen Destroyer 
collapsed on his knees and spewed his breakfast all over the place, much to Goku’s alarm. 


“Lord Beerus!” 

“Everything’s... spinning...” 

“It’s ok, Lord Beerus. Close your eyes... give yourself time to adjust.” 
“Dammit, Lech-Sa!” 


The All-Sovereign facepalmed so hard, his purple handprint was seared into his forehead. 
Next, he ordered the Saiyan to grab the feline and follow him. 


“Ts there a way to help him, Zenny?” 


“PI come up with something after we get everyone settled in.” (Jo Grand Priest, Whis, and 
Vados). “I trust you three can handle things from here?” 


“We will, Sir.” 
The King of All turned to the greatest warrior on Earth. 


“Listen carefully, Goku: I want you to focus on my energy signature while you trail behind 
me. Your sight and other senses are gonna be wonky for a while, so you shouldn’t rely on 
them for now.” 


“T understand. Lead the way, Zenny.” 

“T’m coming, too.” 

“Anise...” 

“The more, the merrier. You heard what I just told Goku, right?” 

“I did, Your Eminence. Ill just focus on him, if that’s alright with you.” 
“Good enough. Let’s get going.” 


Cradling Okocim, Goku, Anise, and Zen-Oh flew through the lower levels of the citadel. 
After what seemed like forever and a day, the trio reached a spacious chamber containing a 
bed in the middle. 


“Here we are. Lay him down there, Goku.” 

“Are you feeling better, Lord Beerus?” 

The deposed ex-Destroyer dry-heaved for a good ten seconds before he managed to speak. 
“P-Please... d-don’t... don’t c-call m-me ‘Lord’.” 

Stifling a chortle in the nick of time, the Supreme Benefactor spoke. 


“Could you stay with Okocim for a bit, Anise? I gotta debrief the others. It’d be best to bring 
Goku along.” 


“Of course. Just... what is this place?” 


“This is the Hall of Refection. Think of it as a hospital for as long as you’re here. Back in a 
jiff.” (Brief pause). “Almost forgot: don’t step outside without me, Grand Priest, Vados, 
Whis, or the other Angels to guide you. Are we clear?” 


“Understood, Your Eminence.” 
“Good; let’s go, Goku.” 


“PII be back later, Lord Beerus. Just take it easy for now.” 


The Saiyan and the Omni-King saw themselves out. Wondering around the place, the Tien- 
Shin pupil made sure to watch over Okocim from time to time. 


“Anise...” 
“I’m here, Cim.” 
“I... I feel... lousy. Pm... I’m such an idiot.” 


“Don’t blame yourself. Remember what Zen-Oh said. We’re all gonna need some time to 
adjust.” 


“Yeah... not that I’m not grateful, but... you didn’t have to do it, y’know... stay here with 
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me... 
“It’s no bother at all, Cim. I” 


A groan disrupted the overall stillness. Ears twitching, the former assassin and the fallen 
Destroyer vainly combed their surroundings for energy signatures. 


“Ts someone there?” 
“{Who is it?}.” 


The speaker, an elderly male, from the sounds of it, had addressed them in an Arabic-based 
Semitic language, much to Okocim’s wonder. 


“(That language...|. Standard Sekhmetian... my native language.” 
Seated with the aid of Lozada, the late Lord Beerus reached out to the unknown speaker. 


“{Who are you?}.” (Brief pause). “{Don’t be afraid. We mean you no harm. Can you tell us 
who you are?}.” 


“1... I do not remember. I recall... shimmering void... naught else}.” 

Anise put on her thinking cap. 

“Guy s speaking from an intercom...|. He’s not in this room. Ask him where he is, Cim.” 
{Where are you?}.” 


“{T know not. I... I am locked in place, floating within... some kind of liquid. I... I am clad 
in... broken armor... my face... it hurts... a lot. My body... it tingles sometimes... at others it 
feels... numb}.” 


Okocim translated as best he could. The felines were pondering their next move by the time 
the front door opened again, revealing an athletic slender female, who then spoke the same 
language. 


“fTt’s him, alright. He isn’t alone}.” 


“fWho’s that with him?}.” 


The second speaker was a younger male. Having caught their scent, Anise realized there was 
a third member lingering behind. 


Something in Lozada’s mind told her to unsheathe her claws and prepare for battle. Instincts 
aflame, the Tien-Shin pupil barely managed to restrain herself as she reached for the 
intruders’ ki. The slender female shared close links with Okocim and Lanson, yet the male 
didn’t. The third member was a close blood relation of the woman, who then stepped 
forward. 


“Umm... who might you be, young lady?” 

Blinking in utter bemusement, Anise turned to Okocim. 

“You know these people?” 

Having rightened himself, the Sphygian marshalled his ki senses. The late Lord Beerus froze. 
“Mother?” 

“What!?” 


Ignoring Anise, the artist formerly known as Beerus made to stand up, only to sit back down 
in a daze. The newcomer invited herself in. 


“fTIt’s alright, Okocim... try not to move around too much. It’s been a long time, my son}.” 
(To Anise). “Greetings, Young Miss. My name is Brulle Féverte-Se. I am Okocim and 
Lanson’s mother.” 


The Tien-Shin disciple took an awkward bow, earning her a polite smile from Brulle. 


“Champa s predecessor...|. O-Oh! A pleasure to meet you, Mrs. Féverte. My name is 
Anise.” 


“Please, call me Brulle. I’m long past caring for honorifics.” (Brief pause). “Step inside... 
both of you.” 


Standing a decent five-foot-five or so, Brulle wore a turquoise kalasiris fastened with a black 
girdle, center adorned with an amethyst cameo featuring the sigil of Universe 6. The halo 
above her head told Anise and Okocim all they needed to know: the former deity was 
deceased, likely on leave from U6’s Other World. 


Brow crowned with a white-gold headdress shaped like a vulture, the ex-goddess’s war-torn 
countenance resembled that of her first-born son, mixed heritage evinced by traits 
reminiscent of panthers, cougars, and other felines. Both ears were missing their upper tips in 
such a way, the right one ended up being slightly taller than the left. Sandaled footfalls 
echoing in silence, Brulle’s khaki and brindled Marengo fur accentuated her regal bearing. 


Anise and Okocim next beheld a five-foot-nineish, anthropomorphic golden-furred male 
jackal, clad in a white kilt that reached to his knees. Ignoring the halo over his head, this 
fellow adjusted the bun made by his Afro-textured coiled hair as the room faintly echoed his 
sandaled steps. Taut, battle-scarred torso exposed to the elements, the newcomer’s ears 
twitched as Brulle introduced him. 


“This is Anpurion, son of Inpu. He is my significant other.” 
The jackal and Sphygian exchanged warm smiles. 

“Hello, Okocim.” 

“Anpu... long time no see.” 

“Cim?” 


The group turned to the final arrival, a younger Sphygian female, slightly taller than Brulle. 
Frame and countenance a happy medium between Afsnath’s and Tusker’s builds, the feline 
strode inside, clad in fatigues that emphasized her powerful build. Okocim swallowed hard. 


“A... Asahi?” 

It was her indeed. Her features had changed little over the eons, and she retained her wistful 
smile. Other than the halo over her head, Asahi Lech-Se looked none the worse for wear, as if 
she’d never— 

“*Cim? Are you alright?}.” 

{Wanna spar with me, Cim?}. 

{I wanna be brave and strong like you, Sahi}. 

{Are you hungry, Lanson? I brought treats. Theres plenty for you too, Cim}. 

{RUN AWAY, CIM! RUN AWAY, LAN!}. 

{Asahi... you did it... the monster s dead. Wake up... please...}. 

“OKOCIM!” 


Deaf to Brulle’s entreaties, the late Lord Beerus bolted out of that room. 


{YOU KILLED HER! MY DAUGHTER IS DEAD BECAUSE OF YOU, YOU LITTLE 
FUCKUP}}. 


{I SHOULD HAVE GUTTED YOU AND THAT HUNK OF LARD WHEN I HAD THE 
CHANCE! I SHOULD HAVE SNAPPED YOUR NECK WHEN YOU WERE A CUB!}. 


{SHE’S DEAD! SHE’S NEVER COMING BACK BECAUSE OF YOU!}. 


{WHY, WHY!? IT SHOULD HAVE BEEN YOU, NOT HER!}. 


{KILL THEM ALL, BOY, LIKE YOU KILLED MY DAUGHTER'}. 


Collapsed upon himself, the weeping Sphygian looked upon his hands. They ran red once 
again, only the blood was his own this time around. 


“OKOCIM, STOP!” 


Too little, too late. Okocim Lech-Sa, formerly God of Destruction Beerus, had mauled his 
own face, yet perhaps he was seeing things: his claws briefly... glowed white? 


The tears ran long and deep. Had the claws dug further in, they would’ve reached the bone. 


It took Brulle, Asahi, Anpurion, and Anise a great deal of strength to restrain the Sphygian. 
Next thing the cat man knew, he was back in bed, face swathed in gauze. 


Asahi’s gaze fell upon him. Try as he might, the fallen God of Destruction couldn’t look 
away. 


“fAsahi... I... Pm... Pm sorry... my fault... all my fault. It... It should’ve... should’ve been 
me... y.” 


“{DON'T SPEAK THAT WAY!}.” 

Weeping by now, the sister of Beerus clutched Okocim’s hand. 
“4{It’s not your fault! It... it’s not your fault}.” 

“I... I ruined everything.” 

“Cim... don’t.” 


Next thing Okocim knew, Anise was caressing his visage. He wanted to say something, but 
nothing came out. 


Whis, Vados, and Goku soon joined them. Their words had given way to gibberish by the 
time the former god shut his bloodshot eyes... 


Chapter End Notes 
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Woe of the Vanquished 


Chapter Summary 


Mate, Lahpeth, and Masala recall their past as they languish deep within the citadel... 
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Dragon Ball Super: Twilight of Gods, by Chronos-X 
Saga I: On Mortality and Consequences 
Book One: Beerus 
Chapter 17: Woe of the Vanquished 
The Void Realm... 
Mate: 
(Translated from Japanese). 


{Everything aches... ‘tis wrong... all wrong. This mechanism, this wretched Sphere of 
Distillation... ‘twas built to contain me}. 


{Lady Sencha explained it well enough. This infernal contraption is meant to drain mine 
Shinsen Might and Chaos Dynamis to the dregs. Howbeit, she fail’d to enlighten me 
regarding that viscous dark liquid it forceth into me, alike an invasion of seething pitch}. 


{Mine flesh and blood burn as if on boil. I can feel mine bones thickening, shifting... mine 
vision groweth pallid, yet still can I see sufficiently so as to ascertain mine ruination}. 


{I have lost o’er three stone in weight. Save for a soiled fundoshi, I am as naked as the day I 
was hatched. I can nearly compute mine own ribs}. 


{Father... these verdant scales thou didst allot me assumeth a raiment of moribund grey and 
yellow, widespread at the countenance, chest, and shoulders. Near undeified as I am, mine 
hair languisheth ‘neath feeble black. Running a muddy sable, mine jaws bleed unabated, 
punctured by thicker, larger fangs}. 


{Mine veins... the concoction turn’d them an orange most foul, o’er increased their girth, all 
the better to circulate besmirched ichor. What sort of bane is this!?}. 


{Mayumi’s treason... Beinwell’s mutiny... Amaru’s corruption. Father... thou didst stress 
wisdom as the foremost attribute of a Grand Numen. If have it I did, why hath it not avail’d 
me aught?}. 


{Once more I am mortal. Hunger... thirst... weariness... fear... what mean these to gods?}. 


{The Exalted Ones... ‘tis all their doing... yet the fault is mine own. Mayumi... Beinwell... 
Amaru... Matsura... the days of yore, when I was apprentic’d to Lord Lahpeth}. 


{Harada... she bested me throughout our discipleship. Her skill in combat, quick wit, and 
sage reasoning far outstripped mine own}. 


{Mayumi... she should have ascended, not I. ‘Twas her prerogative as first-born daughter... 
yet Father would not have it{. 


{Mine father and sister would all too often argue. Barely do I remember an instance wherein 
their palaver did not end in acrimony}. 


{Natheless, Mayumi proved to be Seti’s daughter through the very marrow. She would 
readily wage war as declare armistice. Unlike me, she foster’d no compunction on regards to 
spillage of blood}. 


{The sword hath been mine constant companion throughout my eons. I prized mine mastery 
of it as a badge of honour, yet I would sooner suffer it to rust than use it to take life... woe it 
cannot always be so. Such is the way of war}. 


{Mayumi and Father, however, would not stop at that threshold. So much quarreling, so 
much dissension... yet they were so alike... alike?}. 


{I... I am such a fool. Father’s intentions are as clear as a limpid stream amidst the morning 
dew}. 


{Makoto... thou sot! Thy father used thee! Thy sister used thee! Thou fancied thyself oshd, 
yet amounted to little more than tokin!}. 


{Terer, son of Guayaki, chose me to succeed him, yet he did not relinquish power. Tasked 
with enforcing his edicts, I had little leave to act in accordance to mine best judgement. Thus 
it had always been: his father before him, his father’s father, all the way to the times of 
Ophion}. 


{Being worthy of the title of Grand Numen was concomitant with safeguarding mine house’s 
honour, readiness to lay down mine life, and all other tenets of Bushido. I could not tell 
where one duty ended, where the other began. I applied mineself to Father’s teachings, 
ruminated them during mine waking hours}. 


{*Twill be fine, I would say to mineself. Father and the elders know best. If I but abide their 
precepts, all will be well}. 


{I proved a most useful fool. I ought to have realiz’d it that day...}. 


{The Ishikawa Rebellion. Father task’d me with ending the revolt and bringing its headmen 
to justice. Unlike previous instances, he granted me leave to finalise matters without recourse 
to bloodshed}. 


{Mine men and I laid siege to the Castle Ishikawa, the enemy’s final stronghold. I still 
remember mine words: “Soldiers and peasants, mark me! I am Grand Numen Lord Mate 
XXI, son of Terer, of the House of Ophion. In their betrayal of our house, the heads of Clan 
Ishikawa have committed a capital offense. Lay down your arms and surrender. The blood to 
be spilled needeth not be that of your elders, your kin, your children, or your own...}.” 


{We disrupted their supplies, ensur’d no one, be they man or beast, could eat a morsel. The 
enemy held out almost two months... ]. 


{It then came to pass that a deluge of screams snapped me out of meditation. Once I took 
outside, I beheld the castle burn, its inhabitants clad in robes of flame, vainly begging mercy 
from god and mortal alike}. 

{What is the meaning of this!? I gave no order to attack!}.” 


“**Tis not our doing, Grand Numen! The men of thy lord father are thus deployed!}.” 


{I all but ripped out mine ears in disbelief. Father would not act in such a manner! That 
knave spread deceit and slander against him and our house! }. 


{To mineself I vow’d: his suffering would be remembered for eternity... yet I had to be 
certain. ‘Twas not long ere I happen’d upon the fount of such infernal hollering}. 


“{Lord Caron! What is the meaning of this!? Speak afore I cleave thee in twain! }.” 


{Amaru... he reeked of blood and ash. Bath’d in flowing crimson, mine kinsman smiled an 
atrocious grin}. 


“Hail, Lord Mate! Thy lord father bade me bring this shameful stalemate to a most glorious 
end!}.” 


“{THOU LIEST!}.” 
{Kaito-san and Nochirasu-senpai always urg’d me to subdue mine anger. “Anger is a wileful 
firebrand, yet proves a poor counselor,” they would say... ‘twas the first time I defied them in 


veritable eons}. 


{When I next collected mineself, Amaru of House Allpa lied half-dead in a mire of blood. 
Soaked in scarlet-hued, sweat-ridden mud, blade in hand, I knew what was expected of me}. 


{I swung mine sword. An instant more, and mine kinsman’s head would gyrate upon the 
soil...}. 


“{CEASE THEE AT ONCE, MATE-SAMA!}.” 


“{FATHER!?}.” 


{The moment I beheld him, I made to scream and roar. Near did I demand he speak plainly, 
reveal that knave for a vile deceiver and a wicked slanderer, and thereby entrust his just 
chastisement unto me... yet I could not say anything}. 


““{Sheathe thy sword, lest thine own blood should run as well}.” 


“{Canst thou not see, Sire!? Mine kinsman and thy legions have spill’d blood without 
sanction!}.” 


“{Nay, ‘tis not so... they have mine}.” 
“{WHAT!?}.” 
“4I shall not warn thee again. Sheathe. Thy. Sword}.” 


{I did as Father prescribed. That afternoon, I confronted him in his war room, wherein 
Mayumi also awaited. Having bowed, I started my inquiry, making sure not to meet their 
stare}. 


“‘Father... Terer-sama... why didst thou thus subvert me? Thou saidst—}.” 

“{] am ware of what I said. However, this siege of thine’s hath dragg’d on exceedingly}.” 
“*Exceedingly!?}.” 

{Father... thou wert but a breath away from rising in the furor of thy most just wrath}. 


“Do not make me repeat mineself. Thou art not wanting wit or audition: let this explanation 
suffice}.” 


{Knave that I was, I dared not meet thine eyne}. 
“*Sire... dost thou deem me unworthy? Hast thou found thy flesh and blood wanting?}.” 


“Nothing of the sort}.” (Brief pause). “ {Thou hast yet to comprehend. Thou dost detest 
killing, mine son, and for that I am glad. Thy sister and I love it not, either, but the 
suppression of the Clan Ishikawa call’d for it. Surely thou comprehendest thus}.” 


{Pray Sire... what am I to comprehend?}.” 
{Again thou didst glower}. 


“4I shan’t think for thee. Mark me well, for I shall only say this once. Thou art Grand 
Numen. ‘Tis not giv’n unto thee to do as thou pleasest, or as thou wouldst term best. The 
rightful course of action will not always be facile to discern. Once discern’d, mayhap ‘twill 
prove difficult, e’en heart-wrenching to see through... yet thou must stay thy course 
nonetheless. The sustenance of the All-Cosmos hinges upon thine every choice, Makoto. 
Never forget that}.” 


“{Still, to slay so many...}.” 


“fT have spoken}.” 


{Thou turned thy back on me. I glanced towards Mayumi. She appear’d discomfited, dare I 
say furious. Having bowed anew, I quit the hall in shame and confusion}. 


{That was the day I turned craven. I saw mine kinsman perpetrate unpardonable iniquities. 
Because I listened to Father, Amaru, son of Teuhcatl, persevered in his crimson-soaked way. 
Had I disobeyed, slain him when I had the chance...}. 


{I cannot comprehend it. Terer, son of Guayaki, Kosuke Isamu, mine Father, was an 
honourable male. He taught me right from wrong, to despise deceivers and evildoers, to 
uphold justice... yet that day he suffer’d innocent blood to be spilt needlessly. And I... I stood 
by... and watched}. 


{Why? What didst thou see in me, Sire? ‘Tis of no consequence now}. 
{Grand Numen... naught but a joke. A most nefarious joke...}. 
Lahpeth: 


{The pain relenteth not. To think Chifir-sama would ally with Lady Sencha and Lady 
Kocha...}. 


{Wherein did I fail? Wherein was I lacking? Did I not instruct her well, as I instructed 
Makoto-sama and Kyuemon-sama?}. 


{Terer-sama... were he still alive, he would wash his hands off me. Slaying me himself would 
prove exceedingly merciful. I fail’d him, as I fail’d Meito-sama and Masara-hakase... as all of 
us fail’d the All-Cosmos}. 


{The pain... it groweth worse. No longer am I Numen. Once more I am mortal. Nay... 
something lower still}. 


{It endeth as it began. Still do I remember that fateful day. The Battle of the Narrow Gorge, 
Planet Oda}. 


{House Kuntyasu had risen against House Ophion during the third year of mine 
manumission. Twice had House Ophion vanquish’d them: the first was during the reign of 
Lord Guayaki, grandfather of Meito-sama. The second took place at the three-hundredth year 
of Terer-sama’s reign}. 


{There was no third instance. Having realized his clemency and that of his lord father had 
been misplaced, Lord Terer saw fit to wipe out the entirety of House Kuntyasu, save for its 
lowest-ranking soldiers}. 


{A pity Lord Nobuyuki would not heed his generals. All beseeched him to reconsider, to turn 
from such a ruinous course of action... thou always wert much too bold for thine own good, 
Nobuyuki-sama}. 


{There was no revelry that night. The whole damn’d lot of us would be cut down before our 
time, all because our liege lord falsely believed he could challenge God Himself and emerge 
triumphant}. 


{I served as ashigaru under the Kuniyasu Clan. The moment I learnt our orders, I readied 
mine blade and armour}. 


{Aught else could I do? Mine duty lied in obeying others. Had I so much as hinted 
opposition, I would have preceded mine fellow men-at-arms to the hellish realm}. 


{Dawn arriv’d. The cock had yet to crow thrice ere the killing commenced. I beheld dear 
friends, beloved allies being cut down like swine. ‘Twas one of mine baser moments. 
However briefly, I curs’d the day I won mine manumission, the day I first took up the 
sword}. 


{After what seemed like an eternity, the heavens themselves erupted. We who still drew 
breath gazed up at the light to end all worlds: Terer-sama and Nobuyuki-sama battled before 
the Kami themselves. Though he fought bravely, mine liege lord crashed to the earth alike a 
dethroned star, about three arrow shots away from where I and mine stood}. 


{Terer-sama had yet to touch the ground when the most of us fled before him. I and a few 
others readied our blades. All of us bled and sweated terror itself}. 


{Lord Terer loomed before us as Nobuyuki-sama all but drowned in his own blood. The way 
he glared at us... none of us dared look upon him. Mine allies falter’d... I nearly did so 
mineself}. 


{‘Twas now or never. Sword in hand, I screamed mine final scream. Terer-sama suffer’d the 
blade to meet his visage. It shattered, leaving him with nary a scratch}. 


{Brow furrowed, Terer-sama barely blinked. Mine fellows discarded their arms and fled. 
Once we were alone, he spake unto me}. 


{Tell thy name and rank, mortal}.” 


{His voice... it seem’d to sing, as if the morning zephyr and the grand typhoon were become 
one and the same. To date I know not how I did not stutter before him}. 


“{Ryota Shingo. Ashigaru}.” 

“Thou wouldst be better suited serving underneath mine banner}.” 
{Scarce could I believe mine own ears}. 

“*Grand Numen... thou wouldst have me betray Nobuyuki-sama?}.” 


“Nobuyuki Osamu firstly betrayed thou and thine’s the moment he turn’d his sword ‘gainst I 
and mine. Such knowledge notwithstanding, wouldst thou serve him still? Is that thy will?}.” 


“S125 well... y.” 


{Dost thou waver, mortal? “Twould seem I have erred in mine assessment of thee...}.” 
“What I will is of no consequence, milord}.” 

{Terer-sama... the way thine eyne bore down upon mine}. 

“{What one wills is of utmost consequence. Gods and mortals alike are obliged to choose}.” 
“Pray mine lord, what is one obliged to choose?}.” 

“{The obligation lies in choice itself. That being said... what dost thou know?}.” 

{Unable to escape thy stare, I thought mineself utterly unworthy of existing}. 

“fT pray thy forbearance. I am but an ill-born wretch. I have not much learning}.” 

“4I care not for thy learning, or thy lineage. I shall not ask again: what dost thou know?}.” 
{At that precise instance, mine eyes were open}. 


“{Mine lord... I... all I know... all I know is this: I was born a slave. I’Il sooner perish than 
wear chains again}.” 


“Ts that thy wish, then?}.” (Brief pause). “{So be it}.” 


{Ere I said aught else, Terer-sama enclosed me within a surge of Chaos Dynamis. I could 
neither move nor speak. Nearly did I look away...}. 


{Fool that I was! If naught else, I would perish with mine eyne meeting his own... yet I did 
not die. Eyes aflame, Terer-sama stood before mine fallen liege lord, nodded once, then 
uttered a single word}. 


“{Zetsumei}.” 


{The echo of his words had yet to fade when Daimyo Nobuyuki Osamu burnt aflame, 
screaming not unlike a child newly born amongst blood and filth. I had yet to blink twice by 
the time nothing was left of him, not a scrap of bone or ash. Mine former liege lord no longer 
drew breath... not in this or any world}. 


“Tt is finished. Thou art worthy, Ryota Shingo}.” 


{Afterward, Terer-sama dispelled the energy surge, scowl having given way to a benevolent 
smile. Thus did mine life begin anew}. 


{Terer-sama entrusted me to his lieutenants, charg’d them to learn me the intricacies of 
energy manipulation and other such disciplines... ‘twas difficult, that I grant. However, 
something unexpected came to pass}. 


{I excelled. For all the blood, sweat, and tears it cost me, this training regimen reveal’d 
hitherto unknown truths to me. I wasn’t suited to be a mere soldier... I was a warrior! I, Ryota 


Shingo, reared in bondage, shame, and dishonour, who once wore chains for raiment, had 
been reborn!}. 


“*Upon being adopted into the House of Ophion, mine olden name gave way to a new one: 
Masaru Kaito. Ages pass’d... mine strength and skill increased with every battle}. 


{From a lowly foot soldier, I became gokenin, then goshi, then hatamoto. Soon after this last 
ascension, Terer-sama summoned me to his audience chamber}. 


“{Hail, Terer-sama}.” 


“Hail, Kaito-san. I have a most important favour to ask of thee. As thou knowest, mine 
scions will soon be of age to take up arms. I would have thee train them}.” 


{Scarce did I know what to respond}. 

“1I... I thank thee, mine Lord. May I inquire something of thee?}.” 
““{Make thine inquiry}.” 

“*Why hast thou chosen me? Surely thou canst procure better instructors}.” 


“Nay. Thy skill and valour are second to none. I would have mine children emulate thine 
own battle-scarr’d prowess, rather than the foppish pomp and flourish of one green to the 
grind of war. Lastly, there is none better suited to learn the tenets of Bushido unto these 
youths}.” 


“Mine lord... thou honourest me indeed. I knew not thou didst think so highly of me}.” 
“{Do not deprecate thyself. Such is unbecoming of a samurai. Wilt thou do as I charge?}.” 
“4I shall, Terer-sama}.” 


{Mayumi-san and Kyuemon-san all proved worthy pupils, yet Xagon-san became mine 
greatest. Thus began my second apprenticeship. Verily, I learnt as much as I instructed}. 


{We made the acquaintance of Amaru-kun and Kosho-kun not long afterwards. Amaru, son 
of Teuhcatl... to think he was beloved by all of us. Lady Sencha and Lady Kocha... they 
twisted him, corrupted him... and I... I fail’d him... as I fail’d... Makara... Phirun...}. 


Masala: 
{This struggle shall not end herein... of that much I am sure. E’en so... mine faith waneth}. 
{*Tis been eons since I was a Numen. Ne’er would I have conceiv’d such}. 


{I remember little of Fortia. Mine recordation began the moment mine captors herded me 
into the Eighteenth Universe}. 


{They had learnt I and many others were attuned to Chikara, something then unknown to us. 
They cut us open, drilled, burnt through us. Our days dawn’d in pain... night found us much 
the same}. 


{I could not comprehend why they did thus. I called out to such men, beseeched their 
compassion, yet ‘twas all for naught. They could not understand mine tongue... they did not 
care to}. 


{They fixated me upon the Aspect of Dark. Our training, if deserving of such a name, visited 
still newer tortures upon us. I care not to recall it...}. 


{Thus it went for ages... ‘til that fateful day. Our stronghold was assailed afore dawn. Our 
captors charged us with routing the invaders. Laser-swords in hand, we met our foe}. 


{There were no invaders. Before us stood a Doragonian male: Terer-sama}. 


{Clad in armour befitting his station, the father of Lord Mate and Lady Chifir cast a searing 
stare upon us all, his puissance so brimming, he needed not speak a word. Thus did his eyne 
say: “The choice is life or death. Ponder long and well whether ye would perish in pointless 
camage”}. 


{The lieutenants and countless others attacked. Lord Terer walked on, utterly self-possessed 
amidst an ocean of turmoil, slashing, maiming as he saw fit. The most of them dropped dead 
ere a minute passed. Only I and two others remained}. 


{Though merely a youth, I would not meet mine end thus. Blade ignited, I made to strike 
God Himself... yet I ended up doing nothing of the sort}. 


{Terer-sama’s eyes smoldered with resolve, power, yet in them I beheld something else. I 
turn’d away... I could not bear that stare peering through my very bone and marrow, 
untangling the pitch-blackest recesses of mine heart and soul, laying me bare in less than a 
breath}. 


{Letting down mine guard, I invited the enemy to take mine life, yet mine lord did no such 
thing. In tears now, I reignited mine blade so as to fall upon it, yet... ‘twas no longer in mine 
hand when I next beheld}. 


{Terer-sama held it! With nary a gesture, the Grand Numen crushed mine laser-sword ‘neath 
his right palm}. 


{The weapon I had forg’d, through which I had taken countless lives, laid shatter’d upon the 
floor. I could barely distinguish the Shard I had mineself bloodied. What few remnants there 
were had become one with the dust}. 


{Collaps’d upon ourselves, I and mine bowed before he who had bested us without spilling a 
drop of our blood. I wept. It had been ages since I last did so. Lord Terer rais’d me back to 
mine feet}. 


{What is thy name, young one?}.” 


{Merciful gods... how did I ever manage to respond?}. 

“{We have no names, but designations. Mine is X Y-9387}.” 

“¢Surely thou hast a name. Summon forth thy powers of remembrance}.” 
“sI have no name, milord. Mine people used them not}.” 
“{Unacceptable. I shall have to give thee one}.” 


{Namekuji Kosho... thus was I clept upon entering House Ophion. However, mine lord’s 
magnanimity did not end there. Though he would have us renounce the ways of our captors, 
Terer-sama would not suffer us to neglect the gift birth had endowed us with. “Twas not long 
afore he entrust’d us to another}. 


{Master Chao Gang. He bade us scrutinize both the Aspect of Light and the Aspect of Dark. I 
could not understand it}. 


(Translated from Cantonese). “{Why ought we do thus, Master? Surely Terer-sama warned 
thee about us, how we were made to embrace the Dark}.” 


“{‘Tis why thou art here, young one. Thou must unlearn afore thou canst learn anew}.” 


“But Master, the Aspect of Dark... ‘tis evil, foul, cruel! What good can come from its 
scrutiny!?}.” 


{Look into thine own heart, Namekuji Kosho. What dost thou see?}.” 
“$I... I see... foul deeds... spillage of blood... endless sins...}.” 

“{Who slay’d thy victims?}.” 

“fT... I did}.” 

“The love and kindness thou conferr’d upon thine own... who did thus?}.” 
“{T did}.” 

“Did the Aspect of Dark slay the inhabitants of Shiro Village?}.” 

“Nay, Master}.” 

“{Did the Aspect of Light vouchsafe the people of Kuro Town their very lives?}.” 
“Nay, Master}.” 

“‘Enlighten me, young one... who did thus?}.” 

“We did. I... I did. I... I believe I understand}.” 


{Dost thou merely believe, or is it so?}.” 


{I could restrain mineself no longer. I wept anew}. 


“SI know not, Master. I pray thy pardon. I am but a sinner. I wish’d not for any of this to 
come to pass}.” 


“Yet come to pass it did, Kosho-kun. Wishing changeth nothing, lamenting changeth 
nothing... only thou canst bring such about}.” 


“¢Still, why must we return to the Dark? Should we not strive for the Light?}.” 


{The way he looked upon me... severity and compassion all at once. Briefly did I entertain 
the thought of taking mine own life}. 


{Light and Dark are forever intertwined. Only fools believe one should be cherished and 
increased through the spurning and decrease of the other. To thee and thine’s I offer wisdom: 


Fear, yet assurance. 
Desire, yet abstention. 
Anger, yet compassion. 
Hatred, yet forbearance. 
Folly, yet foresight. 
Abeyance, yet motion. 
Weakness, yet strength. 
Ignorance, yet understanding. 
Knowledge, yet wisdom. 
Mismeasure, yet balance. 
Deceit, yet truth. 

Injury, yet healing. 
Suffering, yet delight. 
Shame, yet honour. 

Evil, yet good. 

Dark, yet light. 

Self, yet others. 


I, yet thou. 


Us, yet they. 

Disregard, yet love. 

Death, yet life. 

Emptiness, yet plenitude. 

Vacuity, yet depth. 

Void, yet Chikara}.” 

{I still did not comprehend. ‘Twas not long ere we met Amaru-kun}. 


{There were two others with him that day: Euthalia and Euthymia, daughters of the Numen 
who rul’d o’er the Sixteenth Universe. Like their forefathers, they were attun’d to Chikara}. 


{Euthalia and Amaru excell’d above us all. She favoured the Light, and he the Dark, same as 
Euthymia, much to our Master’s displeasure}. 


{Euthymia... ne’er shall I forget it... the day we first spoke. I quit the Gray Library after an 
arduous day of study and meditation}. 


{Thou wert at the dojo, performing a kata. I stood afar and beheld thy form in awe. After 
what seemed like a lifetime, thou ceas’d thine exercise}. 


(Translated from Japanese). “{Who’s there? Unfold thyself}.” 
“**Tis I, Namekuji Kosho}.” 
“Thou belongest to the House of Ophion, correct? What dost thou here?}.” 


“fT... I set out to train with the laser-sword. So engross’d was I in mine studies, I fear I did 
neglect this endeavour}.” 


{Having returned thy laser-sword to its slumber, thou gazed upon me with utmost severity}. 


“{*Tis shame thou didst thus. Thy form wants refinement, Kosho-kun. Thy captors did thee a 
disservice, suffering thee to master but two out of the nine forms}.” 


“Little else did they allow, milady. They were ever wary, lest our knowledge should exceed 
their own}.” 


{At that moment, thy visage waxed adamantine, as the stones which built that very temple. 
Thus didst thee grow gelid as ice slumbering within hoary frost}. 


“4P]I suffer no excuses}.” 
“1I beg thy pardon!?}.” 


“{See to thyself. Thy captivity is ended, yet thou hast yet to leave it}.” 


“Thou speakest truth. ‘Tis why Terer-sama bade me learn at the feet of Master Chao... 
although... mayhap I could learn from thee as well}.” 


“{Nonsense. I am still learning mineself. “Twould be folly for me to presume to teach thee. If 
thou art desirous to improve, seek thou mine sister and the scion of Allpa. They are both 
masters in their own right}.” 


“{T could certainly do thus, yet... wouldst thou grant me leave to speak?}.” 
“{Mind what thou sayest. I detest libertine tongues}.” 


“fT was reared in the Aspect of Dark, same as thyself. Mayhap I can learn thee something 
new...}.” 


“{Our father, Lord Chamat, learnt us the basics himself. There is little thou couldst teach 
me}.” 


“Little it may be. Howbeit, a bit of knowledge can well disperse many a cloud of 
unknowing}.” 


{The face thou didst make when collecting thy thoughts... een now, mine heart warmeth o’er 
its remembrance}. 


“Thou speakest truth. Draw thy blade. I shall learn thee what little thou knowest}.” 


{Thus it began. ‘Twas not long ere we realiz’d it: thou hadst come to love me, and I thee. I 
yearn’d to be thine’s, yet... Euthalia... her machinations took thee from me}. 


{I hear the door open, the clanking of metallic feet. Thou art still here, Beloved, in spite of 
thy sister}. 


{The struggle is far from ended. We shall not falter in our duty to the All-Cosmos, nor I in 
mine to thee. We will break free, shatter the enemy’s hold over us. This I believe... this I 
know}. 
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Headed by Rumush, Okocim and his fellow fallen gods entered a room, where Zen-Oh and 
Grand Priest already waited. Having bowed before the Supreme Deity, the Five Failures stole 
subtle glances toward the King of All. 


“Good morning. Now before we begin today’s lesson, I believe we owe you lot an 
explanation. As I said last time, there are several reasons why the five of you were chosen for 
Operation Nadir. With the Destroyers and the majority of the most powerful warriors 
throughout the universes missing in action, it falls upon you guys to defeat Mate and his 
forces before they invade the last few remaining universes.” (Brief pause). “As to why we put 
you through the wringer... simply put, no beings other than Grand Priest and I may enter and 
leave the Void Realm unscathed. All others will vanish from existence altogether, unless the 
proper countermeasures are taken.” 


The son of Lech swallowed hard. 
“[Vanish... from existence... ?].” 


For his part, a numb Grand Priest picked up from where the Supreme Deity left off. 


“When His Eminence undeified the four of you, he altered your bodies down to the very last 
atom. While you have lost the capacity to store and use God Ki and Energy of Destruction, in 
exchange you have gained the ability to manipulate Gen Ki, the Energy of Origins.” 


The late Lord Quitela looked up. 


“Energy of Origins? I read about that when I was Sazerac’s student. This Energy of Origins is 
said to pre-date the universes themselves. It was used in the creation and destruction of the 
original Multiverse, if the legend is to be believed.” 


“Correct, Sauza. Long story short, me and Grand Priest were the only ones who could use 
it... until now. Once you master Gen Ki, you’ll have near complete control over your own 
energy and that of other beings, divine or otherwise... mind I said ‘near complete’, though: 
while your abilities will certainly exceed those of most gods and mortals, your power will 
still be below ours.” 


“No sense teaching us everything you know. Too dangerous.” 


“Right you are, son of Apo. In addition to granting you risk-free passage to and from the Void 
Realm, the Energy of Origins will give you a major edge over the Numina of Deletion, as 
you’ll be able to fight them on equal ground. As you already know, Gen Ki has another still 
more important faculty: that of completely and irreversibly removing the divinity, 
immortality, powers, abilities, and other such attributes of all deities, irrespective of power 
level. If used correctly, it can also dispel brainwashing and other forms of mental bondage. 
That being said, Gen Ki’s easy to learn, but difficult to master, so I advise you... no, I 

urge you: use these abilities only as a last resort. There’s a reason why we’re having you train 
with Goku and company, after all. Any questions?” 


The former Lord Champa raised his hand. 
““W-What a-a-about R-R-Rumush, Sir? Y-You never used the p-procedure on h-him.” 


“Good of you to call that to mind, Lanson Brulle-Sa. As it turns out, there’s no need to do so. 
I believe Rumush himself can explain it better.” 


Thus beckoned by Grand Priest, the son of Apo rose to his full height. 


“Right... back in Forsian, my master did something similar to Kamakiri and me. We were 
sworn to secrecy, so I can’t go into too many details. Long story short, said procedure awoke 
our ability to use magic and restored our ability to sense and manipulate ki. You guys have 
already seen it in action, when we saved Lavender Mead. It also helps me wield my spear, 
Jayantha. So yeah... I have similar abilities to the rest of you, even if I don’t have the Gen 
Ki.” 


Zen-Oh took a step forward. 

“With that out of the way, let’s get started. Gather ‘round, you five...” 
Two hours later... 

“Gather the ki around the palm of your hand.” 


The other chosen warriors complied with Zen-Oh and Grand Priest’s instructions... some 
more successfully than others. Despite summoning all his powers of concentration, Okocim 


could barely keep the flickering ki sphere from fading away altogether. 
“(Gods dammit, what the fucks wrong with me!? It shouldnt be this hard!].” 
“Contain the energy. Don’t let it die out. Don’t let it run wild.” 


The artist formerly known as Beerus clearly had trouble controlling his newfound powers. 
The fact his self-inflicted scratch marks had yet to heal further complicated things, as 
Okocim’s focus now was practically all over the place. 


“Concentrate... concentrate, you little fuckup! C’mon... almost there...].” 
“Your Eminence!” 


Okocim’s stare caught Asahi’s sudden arrival. The ball of energy in the hands of the late Lord 
Beerus nearly petered out, then— 


“LOOK OUT!” 


Quitela’s scream lingered for all of one second by the time the Gen Ki exploded. Fortunately, 
the Naatsusian hastily concealed everyone else behind a gigantic silver energy shield. 


When the smoke cleared, the dazed ex-Destroyer from the Universe of Trust found himself 
covered in soot. Blinking once or twice, the Sphygian uttered a pathetic “ow” before allowing 
himself to fall, much to the concern (or rather, annoyance) of all present, particularly the 
facepalming Zen-Oh. 


“Gods dammit, Lech-Sa!” 


The King of All restored the bungler to full health in less than a heartbeat. With that scare 
behind them, the Supreme Benefactor took a deep breath, then turned to the cat man’s older 
sister. 


“Asahi Lech-Se... how many times do I have to tell you not to barge in like that?” 


“Apologies, Your Eminence. We just received a message from Fath—Lord Tusker. He and 
Negroni just captured a Void Realm spy. They’re interrogating him as we speak.” 


Zen-Oh took all of an instant to mull over his next course of action. 


“A spy, huh? Thank you. We’ll check it out after we finish here.” (To Grand Priest). “Take 
Sidra, Rumush, Quitela, and Champa outside and continue training. Have Whis and Vados 
assist you. Tell Camparri and Marcarita to meet me in the interrogation room at eighteen- 
hundred hours.” 


“As you wish, Sir.” 


The Father of Angels and his charges quit the area, yet not before Zen-Oh shared a few words 
with Quitela, which the son of Lech couldn’t quite catch. Once they were alone, the Omni- 
King turned to the siblings. 


“Asahi, Okocim... I would like a word.” 
The deposed Hakaishin could only look down in shame. 
“Sorry about that, Sir. Im the one to blame, not Asahi.” 


“This situation’s getting out of hand, Lech-Sa. The Energy of Origins is powered by emotion. 
You can’t keep losing your cool like that.” 


“Apologies, Sir. It won’t happen again.” 


“That’s what you said the other three-hundred-plus times this happened.” (Brief pause). 
“Asahi, with me. Wait here, Lech-Sa.” 


The King of All and the older Sphygian moved a good ten feet away from the disgraced 
deity. Having crouched to Zen-Oh’s height, Asahi stole furtive glances at her sibling. 


“(This is getting ridiculous. That brother of yours can’t be in the same room as you without 
almost blowing himself up and everyone else around him).” 


“(He still hasn’t gotten over what happened, Your Eminence. Cim... he blames himself for 
it... the time I died. Mother and I have been speaking with him, but he—).” 


“(He’s traumatized, I get it, but we need him to get with the program ASAP. We’re running 
out of time. Your brother needs to get a grip, see the bigger picture...).” (Brief pause). 
“(Bigger picture... hold on...).” 


Three or four seconds later, wide grin on his visage, the Supreme Benefactor snapped his 
fingers. 


“(That’s it! He needs to see him!).” 


“(See who, Sir? W-Wait a sec, you don’t mean... Patient B?).” (Brief pause). “(Out of the 
question! Cim’s in no shape to handle that!).” 


“(He’s gonna have to do it sooner or later. We can’t hide B forever).” 
“(Sir, please... you know he’s in bad shape. If Okocim sees him like that...).” 


“(I don’t like it, either, Asahi, but it has to be done. Okocim’s too jumpy, too racked with 
guilt, and it’s interfering with our training. Seeing B might be just the ticket to help him get 
his shit together).” 


“(Well, when you put it like that... P11 have to make arrangements with Mother and Anpu, 
though).” 


“(I suggest you guys ease him into it. Don’t dump everything on him too soon. Other than 
that, do what you think is best. Here...).” 


The Omni-King handed Asahi a badge and keycard. 


“(Your Eminence...).” 


“(Don’t get any funny ideas. I’m not doing this out of the goodness of my heart).” (Brief 
pause). “(Still... he has a right to know).” 


“(I understand. I'll contact Mother right away).” 
Having spoken thus, the King of All saw himself out. Asahi Lech-Se pondered her next 
course of action. The sister of Beerus needed to buy some time, and she knew just how to do 


it by the time she switched to Standard Sekhmetian. 


“{Cim... head to the mess hall and get some lunch. You barely ate anything at breakfast. 
Remember what we talked about}.” 


“Pm not all that hungry}.” 

“4 Just put some food in your stomach. Once you’re done, head to the Hall of Refection}.” 
“Huh? Why? I’m not feeling sick}.” 

“*There’s something important we have to show you. It’d be best if you saw it for yourself}.” 
The son of Lech blinked in mild puzzlement. 

“{O-kay... should I let Lanson know?}” 

“4P]I tell him. Just do as I asked, ok?}.” 


Having nodded once, Okocim headed downstairs. The mess hall was surprisingly empty at 
this time, save for one table, occupied by Lavender Mead. The mutated canine quietly helped 
himself to some beef steak and a plateful of salad. Sighting the late Lord Beerus, the former 
Therian Agent invited him to sit down once the feline helped himself to some food. 


“Hello, Beerus.” 

The sweating ex-deity cracked an awkward grin. 

“Hi, Lavender. Uh... fancy meeting you here.” 

“Didn’t eat much during breakfast. Sidra insisted I grabbed an early lunch.” 
“Yeah... my sister said the same.” 

The coyote smiled as well. 


“Your sister... Asahi, right? She’s pretty cool. Me, Sidra, Basil, we’ve become a whole lot 
stronger with her training.” 


“Y-Yeah... that’s Sahi for ya. She was stronger than me and Lanson back in the day... still is, 
from the looks of it.” 


“Cool.” 


The pair ate in silence for a good one or two minutes, during which Okocim stole more than a 
couple of furtive glances. Clad in a tailormade version of Nappa’s gi, Lavender appeared to 
be somewhat at ease, definitely an improvement over the last couple of days. Wondering 
what hellish experiences the young canine had undergone back in the Void Realm, the artist 
formerly known as Beerus recalled a certain name. 


“{ Caron...].” 


That name alone would plummet the mutant into a downward spiral of panicked screams and 
acrid sweat. The Sphygian dared not imagine who that Caron fellow was, what he’d done to 
so scar Poison Blow Lavender. It was only a matter of time before he and the others would 
face that reptilian creep. They had to continue their training, and he needed to— 


“Look, uh... Okocim...” 
“Huh? Something wrong, Lavender?” 
“N-No, I... I just wanna thank you... y’ know, for helping me back at the Lookout.” 


“You mean when I Instant Transmitted you out of your room? I thought you’d be mad about 
that.” 


“T was at first... then I talked to Sidra and Basil. I knew they were worried about me, but...” 
(Frowns). “I’m scared, Okocim. I’ve always had a hard time controlling my powers, and 
now... did Sidra and Basil tell you how I got ‘em?” 


“Not really... you don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to, though. I don’t wanna pry into 
something painful... n-no offense, y’ know.” 


“None taken.” 
Silence sundered by a heavy sigh, Lavender Mead gave himself up to remembrance. 


“It happened years ago, when I was a pup. This huge factory in my town had a leak, some 
kinda poison gas or something. It... it killed... my parents... my siblings (as in ‘biological’), 
pretty much everyone in the area we lived in. I... I breathed the gas, too, got knocked out for 
a while, but I... I didn’t die. It was nighttime when I woke up. I... I found... Mom... Dad... 
my brother and sister... they... they were...” 


The canine warrior had barely wiped the tears from his eyes when he continued eating. A 
minute or so later, Lavender powered on through. 


“T ran away, ended up at the next town over. I asked for help, but the people... some ran 
away, others... tried to kill me. I... I was so angry... I started yelling, cussing up a storm. 
Every time I opened my maw, I’d churn out more of that gas, but I couldn’t help it. The 
townsfolk, they grabbed... guns, pitchforks, whatever they could find. They would’ve killed 
me, if not for Bergamo. He pushed those sons of bitches back and got me out of there. Thank 
the gods I didn’t end up killing him, too.” 


Sniffling by now, Poison Blow Lavender gazed upon his hands. 


“Those Void Realm bastards... they prodded us with machines, fucked us up inside and out. 
They... they turned me into... a freak... made my poison over a thousand times stronger. 
You’ve seen it in action. I... I have to be careful. I don’t wanna hurt Basil, Sidra... I... P' m 
even more dangerous now... an even bigger monster... I... 3 


The mutant coyote broke down and sobbed. The son of Lech made to reach his fellow 
warrior, only for him to shrink from his grasp. 


“D-Don’t touch me! I-I’m poisonous, dangerous! I’m even more of a freak now! I...” 
“Lavender...” 
Much against his will, the canine faced Okocim. 


“It’s not your fault. You shouldn’t... you mustn’t blame yourself... not for something you 
couldn’t control.” 


“Those people... they have Bergamo, Sorrel, Hop, pretty much everyone from the 
Tournament. Bergamo... gods know what they’re doing to him. I didn’t see him again after 
they separated us, but Bergamo, he... he was important to them. He was gonna be part of 
something called Project Fell Star, same as that grey guy, the bird kid...” 


“Grey guy? You mean Jiren, right? From Universe 11?” (Brief pause). “Unless I’m mistaken, 
that “bird kid’ is the leader of Team Universe 4... what was his name, again? Camo?” 


The canine took a moment to scratch his nose. 


“Ganos... I think. That Fell Star thing seemed like a pretty big deal. Those sons of bitches 
even got their hands on the Destroyers from the other universes. The ones from Universes 2, 
3, 5, 11, and 12 were set to start their training the day I left with Favonius and the others for 
Universe 7.” 


“T see... did you tell all this to Zen-Oh and company?” 
“I did.” (Brief pause). “Okocim... are you ok?” 


Air sundered by heavy sighs, a teary-eyed Okocim Lech-Sa turned to the second of the Mead 
brothers. 


“You, sorry? For what? You mean the Tournament? You guys did what you had to, Okocim. 
For all we knew, it was your lives or ours.” 


“That’s not what I meant.” 


Knife and fork lying by the wayside, the Sphygian forced himself to look upon the warrior 
from the Improvised Universe. 


“Lavender... I... Z am the reason the Tournament happened. Zen-Oh, he... he did it... to 
punish me.” 


Blinking in utter confusion, the mutant let his utensils fall off the table. The former Therian 
Agent needed a good minute and a half to gather himself. 


“Lavender?” 
Growling out loud, the coyote glowered at the fallen Destroyer God. 


“Bullshit... that’s not true. It... it can’t be... ’m not buying that. No way... no way the gods 
could be so cruel, so... petty.” 


“Lavender...” 
“No! You’re wrong!” 


Fists slammed on the table, scowl on his maw, fangs out, the young warrior all but sprung 
from his seat. The artist formerly known as Beerus was but a breath away from falling out of 
his chair. 


“It’s not your fault. What Zen-Oh and company did... you had no say in that, Okocim. Even if 
what you said is true, what happened is on them and them alone.” 


“You... you don’t hate me?” 
The canine sat back down. 


“Not really... I mean... what’s the freaking point? If things had turned out differently, we ‘d be 
the ones apologizing to you... that, or none of us would be alive now. Look... don’t dwell on 
the past. What’s done is done, out of our hands. All we’ve got is here and now. Don’t let it 
slip away. Sidra... he used t’say that all the time, when we were cubs.” 


In tears by now, the warrior once named Beerus looked away in shame. 
“Lavender... I... I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to—” 
The coyote shook his head. 


“Don’t apologize. Far as Z’m concerned, there’s nothing for you to be sorry about. Let’s leave 
it at that.” 


The pair finished their lunch in silence. Plate cleaned, Lavender rose again. 
“PII see if I can get some meditation done. Helps me cope. Care to join me?” 
“PII have to take a raincheck on that one. I’m expected elsewhere.” 


With that, the cat man turned to leave. The canine was at least an arrowshot away by the time 
Okocim called him. 


“Lavender... thank you.” 
Smile upon his visage, Poison Blow Lavender turned to the late Lord Beerus. 
“No, Okocim... thank you.” 


A few minutes later, the fallen ex-deity reached the Hall of Refection as Lanson, Asahi, 
Brulle, and Anpurion chatted among themselves. 


(Translated from Standard Sekhmetian). “1m here, guys. What did you have to show me 
that was so important?}.” 


Asahi exhaled a deep, piercing sigh. 
“*Cim... no matter what happens, remember... let’s not put it off any longer. Shall we?}.” 


The Sphygians and the jackal showed themselves into the room adjacent to the Hall. When 
Okocim next blinked, he beheld a mechanical device similar to those Medical Machines used 
by the Frieza Force. Inside, the late Lord Beerus spotted a nebulous figure strapped to a 
breathing apparatus and assorted wires, floating within a shimmering silver liquid. 


“{Okocim, Lanson... reach for his ki}.” 

The once and future Champa turned to his predecessor. 
“{H-Huh? W-Why, M-Mother?}.” 

“{Please... do as I ask}.” 


Lanson obeyed. An instant later, the eyes of the deposed Destroyer from Universe 6 opened 
their widest in eons. 


“tran 


Having gathered his mind, Okocim searched for the patient’s energy signature. Fifteen 
seconds later, eyes trembling in utter disbelief, the fallen Destroyer’s maw lied agape. 


“{N-No... impossible...}.” 

““{M-Mother?}.” 

Still mystified, Lanson turned to Brulle, herself on the verge of weeping. 
{It’s true, my sons... Blanton Bourbon-Sa lives}.” 


Okocim couldn’t utter a word. Frame quivering, eyes humid, the lean feline collapsed on his 
knees. 


{Father? Why hasn t Grandfather come to visit us? }. 


{None of your business}. 


{Little one... your grandfather, he... he 5 gone, Okocim}. 
{He 5 dead. He had many enemies}. 
“¢Cim?}.” 


Next thing the Sphygian knew, his sister was helping him up. Whatever else Asahi and the 
others said went over the ex-Destroyer’s head. 


Peering into the healing chamber, the son of Lech vainly tried to discern Blanton’s features as 
he remembered them. The lethargic being staring back at him resembled a Sphygian in 
certain aspects, yet in others took more after an anthropomorphic amalgamation of giant 
hornet, poison dart frog, and some sort of small bird. 


Purple fur long since given way to clammy, red-bluish skin with dispersed black spots 
throughout, a pair of peach-hued, slitted compound eyes blinked back at Okocim. The fallen 


Destroyer then took a good look at the patient’s raiment: a halfway broken metallic mask and 
armor of sorts, exposing heavily scarred areas around the countenance, shoulders, chest... 


“*Grandfather...}.” 


{What happened, Okocim? Did your father s servants give you a hard time? Unacceptable! 
He and I shall have a word...}. 


{Let the boy rest, Lech! He’s been at it since dawn! You'll kill him if you keep this up!}. 


{This has gone far enough! Its one thing to hate me, but your own son!? He 5 not to blame 
for what happened!}. 


{Don t cry, little one. Asahi wouldnt have wanted that. I know it hurts, I know it’s hard, 
but.... 


{I’m sorry, Okocim. I wish I could take you with me, but...}. 
“¢Grandfather?}.” 

“{W-Who... who are you?}.” 

“Grandfather... it’s me... Okocim}.” 

“*Okocim... that name... so familiar, yet...}.” 

The patient groaned as if in pain, much to the concern of the disgraced deity. 


“*Grandfather!?}.” (Brief pause). “{Mother... what’s going on? Why is he like this? Why 
doesn’t he know who I am?}.” 


“{My sons...}.” 


“{H-He... he was a-a-alive... this whole t-time... but F-F-Father... h-he said...}.” 


Words lingering in the air, a bereaved Lanson looked to the floor as Asahi carried on. 


“We don’t know the whole story. From what we’ve learned thus far, Father defeated Blanton 
in combat, then banished him to the Void Realm. Perhaps he was fearful Grandfather would 
try to reclaim the mantle of Hakaishin}.” 


“{B-But h-he f-f-fought G-Grandfather and b-b-beat him! Th-There was no need to... no 
need for...}.” 


The late Lord Champa couldn’t continue. Eyes shut, Brulle sat down on a nearby chair. 


“Lech always hated Blanton. My children... as you know, your grandfather and him never 
saw eye to eye. Blanton... no, Lager... was an incompetent Destroyer. House Artois nearly 
became extinct during his reign. Your father resented him for it... the pain, the misery of his 
youth. Blanton eventually changed for the better, but by then... by then it was too late.” 
(Brief pause). “Asahi, Okocim, Lanson... the male you loved was nothing like the father Lech 
knew}.” 


““{M-Mother... d-did y-you know a-a-about this?}.” 

“Lanson... y.” 

Livid by now, a stern Okocim looked upon Champa’s predecessor. 
“{Tell us the truth }.” 


“{No... I didn’t know. Lech told me much the same he told you. Still... I knew better than to 
take his word at face-value}.” 


Weeping and hissing by now, the late Lady Afsnath sank her claws into the palm of her 
hands, much to the worry of her children. 


“Lech... scum of a jackal! }.” 
“{Milady... Brulle... don’t...}.” 


Already on his knees, Anpurion gently and carefully separated the Sphygian’s clenched fists. 
The jackal had just finished swathing them in clean bandages by the time Lanson approached 
the capsule. 


“{H-How d-d-d-did h-h-he g-get h-here? D-Did Z-Zen-Oh rescue him?}.” 
Now it was Asahi’s turn to sit. 


{Blanton was sent to Universe 11 as a Void Realm soldier. He and his unit were tasked with 
capturing the Pride Troopers. From what I gathered, Blanton turned against his captors and 
helped save the last two remaining Troopers. They found their way to Vermoud’s palace. 
From there, they escaped to the Omni-King’s Realm, along with Marcarita and Khai}.” 


Standing in stupefied silence, Okocim and Lanson stole furtive glances from one another, 
Brulle, Asahi, Anpurion, Patient B, even the sparse fixtures and decoration within the room. 
The tears of the late Lord Beerus fell upon the floor as he approached the capsule again. 


“*Grandfather...}.” 
“You are weeping...}.” 
“Grandfather... I... Pve missed you... so much...}.” 


“¢Grandfather? I... Am I...? Your name... Okocim, was it? It... it reminds me... reminds me 
of... my head... it hurts. This contraption on my countenance is to blame. The men in white 
claim thus}.” 


Swallowing hard, Lanson had a strange look about him, as if he’d just uncovered yet another 
terrible truth. 


“{W-W-Who put those th-things o-on him? D-D-Did Father...?}.” 
Anpurion shook his head. 


“{That suit of armor he’s wearing... it’s fused to his skin. There’s no way to remove it, not 
without ripping out nerves, tissue, and everything in between. The doctors have to break it 
away piece by piece, do as less damage as possible and all that. That liquid he’s floating in is 
called Gen Essence. It helps him heal faster}.” 


Brulle left her seat. 
“{That... thing on his face... it’s a Drain Mask}.” 


Okocim’s heart all but skipped a beat. The Sphygian prayed against all hope he’d heard 
wrong. 


“A Drain Mask!? But they were banned eons ago! }.” 
In tears by now, Asahi Lech-Se rose to her full height. 


“*The model Blanton has on dates to the time he was last seen, over two-hundred million 
Earth years ago, when Father was in office. Either Lech forced it into him, or the Void 
Realmers did. Still, I wouldn’t put it past Father to—Cim?}.” 


Expression wandering as if in a trance, the late Lord Beerus dropped to his knees yet again. 
Eyes aflood, whatever else Asahi and the rest said went unheard. 


{Never mind the old fool! Concentrate on your studies, fuckup!\. 
{Don t you dare mention that old fool around me, boy!}. 


{You are weak and pathetic, like him!}. 


{How many times must I tell you, old man? You’re not welcome here!}. 
{Don t tell me how to raise my son! You wont ruin him like you ruined us!}. 


{You doomed us, you old fuck! You have no right to lecture me, not anymore! You... you 
ruined everything!}. 


A giggle became a snicker. 

“{Father... he... he... he lied... to me. He... lied... to me}.” 

The snicker gave way to a chortle. 

“£O-O-Okocim?}.” 

The chortle was then unseated by a chuckle. Whatever else Lanson said went unheard. 
“{H-He lied... to me... son of a bitch...}.” 

Brulle decided enough was enough. 

“{Come, my son. The two of you have seen enou—}.” 


The chuckle was ripped away by a cackle. The guffaws of the late Lord Beerus gradually 
gave way to sighs... sighs gave way to groans... groans gave way to sobbing. 


“*S-Son of... son of a... SON OF A BITCH!}.” 
“My son!}.” 


“{SON OF A BITCH! FUCKING SON OF A BITCH! PLL KILL HIM! PLL FUCKING 
KILL HIM! I SWEAR ?’LL—}.” 


Howling incoherently, the former Hakaishin of Universe 7 repeatedly pounded the floor with 
his arms, only to encounter resistance from the Soul Inhibitors Piccolo and Dende fitted him 
with. Lost in a wrathful frenzy of spite, Okocim Lech-Sa bashed the adjacent area. The 
bracelets had started to crack by the time Brulle and Asahi went to him. 


“*Okocim! You have to stop! }.” 


Blind and deaf to the world around him, the late Lord Beerus kept up his assault. The fur of 
the former God of Destruction took on a short-lived silvery hue as Asahi sped to his side. 


“*Cim, please! You’re going to hurt yourself! You have to—}.” 
“{SON OF A BIM TT CH! }.” 


Burning like a living Roman candle, Okocim’s next blow shattered the manacles to dust. 
Yelling a heaven-crushing scream, the Sphygian shot a wave of silver ki upward, destroying 
the roof over their heads, followed by his bolting to the skies above. 


“fOKOCIM!}.” 


Hollering like a banshee, the former Destroyer God sped through the citadel, keen eye on the 
lookout for Whis, Vados, Grand Priest, Zen-Oh, Goku, Anise, anyone. Shortly after, the 
argent aura began to fail, then petered out altogether seconds later. Unable to stay airborne, 
the feline plummeted to the earth below, kicking and screaming as his concentration 
dwindled to nothing. 


“So this it, then... what an undignified way to go... still more than I des—}.” 
“KAIO-KEN X20!” 


That voice... Goku! The Saiyan caught his pupil in the nick of time. The frame of the 
greatest warrior in the Multiverse still radiated a telltale crimson by the time a group of 
onlookers reached them. 


Back on solid ground, a shell-shocked Okocim skimmed over the scene. Anise, Fennel, 
Cumin, pretty much everyone was there as another group went on ahead, led by a tall, red- 
skinned, heavy-muscled humanoid. Unable to stand up any longer, the sweat-drenched feline 
faded from consciousness... 


An hour and a half later... 


Assaulted by the light of a nearby lamp, Okocim groggily opened his eyes. Back at the Hall 
of Refection, the feline found himself flanked by Anise and Goku. 


“W-What... what happened?” 
“Thank Kami, he’s awake! PII go tell the others!” 


An overjoyed Son Goku took his leave. Sitting up, the ex-Hakaishin was about to call after 
him when he felt a familiar hand meeting his own. 


“Anise... I... what... what happened?” 
“Take it easy, Cim. You passed out after Goku saved you.” 


“Saved me? I... last thing I remember... I was in the room next door, and I...” (Brief pause). 
“Anise... the patient next door, the one that spoke to us... he... he’s my grandfather.” 


“Your grandfather?” 


“Blanton Bourbon-Sa. You’ll have to ask Mother and Asahi if you wanna know the details. 
I... I feel like crap.” 


“Okocim...” 


The door opened. Accompanied by Brulle, Asahi, Anpurion and Lanson, Son Goku returned 
to his disciple’s bedside. 


“Goku... thank you for the save. Sorry I made you guys worry. I acted like an idiot. I almost 
got myself killed.” 


“That’s not true, Okocim. Just take it easy for n—” 


A knock on the door announced another arrival: a silhouetted figure, much too tall to enter 
the Hall without lowering his back and crouching in a strangely comical way. 


“Hello there, kid. Long time no see.” 
“Ts... is that...?” 


Having rubbed his eyes, the ex-Destroyer of Universe 7 blinked several times before he 
managed to speak. 


“L-Lord Bonak... you’re here too.” 


So it was. Halo over his head, sporting a blood and sweat-stained gi bearing the sigil of the 
Omni-King, Ciroc Musgrave approached the bed. 


“Not just me. Krup, Noilly, ‘Patia, all of us are here... well, most of us, anyway. We’ll fill 
you in once you’re better.” 


“I see. Lord Bonak, I—” 


“Hey, why so formal all of a sudden? Call me Ciroc. Been ages since I was a god. Anyway, 
me an’ the others’re—” 


“[Bonak the Devastator... not even death can keep him down. Gods, those feet... they re 
ginormous! How—focus, Okocim, focus! Ciroc... does he know about Geene and Arak? Best 
not call attention to that, just in—].” 


“You listening, kid?” 

“Huh?” 

“I said me and the others are gonna help you guys train, master the Silver Ki and all that.” 
“Gen Ki.” 

The group turned around as the Omni-King invited himself in. 


“It’s called Gen Ki, Energy of Origins... how many times must I tell you, Musgrave? All this 
time, and you still have the attention span of an amoeba.” (Brief pause). “I realize you 
guys’re worried, but I need a few minutes alone with Okocim. He and I have some matters to 
discuss.” 


“W-We do?” 


“As you wish, Your Eminence. We’ll be back later, my son.” 


Once the others had gone, the King of All floated above the patient. Glaring at the son of 
Lech, the Supreme Benefactor crossed his arms against his chest. 


“Well? What do you have to say for yourself?” 


“Your Eminence... I... I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to lose control like that. I could’ve hurt the 
others and—” 


“Never mind that now. Tell me: how did it feel, seeing old Blanton like that?” 
“You knew, huh? Oh what am I saying, of course you did.” 
“Answer the question.” 


“I... I felt... angry... cheated... insulted... so many things at once, I don’t think there’re 
enough words to express them.” 


“And?” 


“T-Is there more? Your Eminence... I... I hadn’t seen Grandfather in ages. Father... he... he 
took him... took him from me... from us.” 


The disgraced warrior froze before he could continue. Zen-Oh was about to call to him when 
he next spoke. 


“It’s all my fault.” 
“Lech-Sa?” 


“Blanton... Grandfather... Father got rid of him so he... so he wouldn’t distract me, make me 
wanna drop out of that whole Destroyer God gig.” (Brief pause). “He... he did it to hurt me... 
to teach me a lesson. You know plenty about that yourself, don’t you, Zen-Oh?” 


“T’m in no mood for riddles. Speak plainly.” 
Okocim glowered, unnerving the King of All ever so slightly. 


“The Tournament, my Lord... I know the real reason why it happened... you did it to punish 
me. You hated my stinking guts (not that I blame you), you were sick and tired of my bullshit 
(pardon my language), so you decided to get back at me.... not like I didn’t deserve it, mind 
you, but I’d rather you’d just punished me instead of all those innocent beings.” 


“Lech-Sa...” 
Eyes downcast, the Sphygian wept anew. 


“I was a lousy Destroyer... I shat all over Mother and Father’s legacy... I needlessly, 
pointlessly destroyed billions of lives, just because I felt like it.” (Brief pause). “I'll tell you 
something else: deposing me, making me mortal, it’s the best thing you could’ve done for 


me... other than erasing me, that is. It... it made me realize... how horrible... how disgusting I 
am. Asahi... if she hadn’t saved me that day, everyone would’ve been better off. I—” 


“OKOCIM, ENOUGH!” 
Heaving and panting vehemently, the Supreme Benefactor floated away. 


“Ts that what you really believe!? You think I orchestrated the Tournament of Power to punish 
you!?” (Brief pause). “Okocim Lech-Sa... the Tournament had nothing to do with you... at 
least not the way you think.” 


“Huh? What do you mean?” 
“Don’t say a word. Look me in the eyes and listen up.” 


Rattled as he was by the iciness in the Omni-King’s tone, the late Lord Beerus deployed all 
his powers of concentration, dreading what would next come to pass. 


“The real purpose of the Tournament wasn’t to punish anybody or to get you guys to toe the 
line, even though it ended up serving such purposes, however indirectly. We knew it was only 
a matter of time before the Void Realm would attack the universes, so we had to take stock of 
our forces. We had to make sure we were prepared, that the strongest warriors in the All- 
Cosmos would be ready to fight at any moment. More importantly, we needed to know for 
certain who would make the best teachers for you and the other four Failures. Goku and 
friends proved themselves worthy by winning the Tournament. I for one knew we’d done the 
right thing the moment Android 17 made his wish.” 


“You knew he’d make a virtuous wish?” 


“We had a hunch he would. P1 tell you something else just so you don’t get your knickers in 
a bunch: had 17 or anyone else made a selfish wish, Universe 7 would’ve joined the others.” 


“Figures... you would’ve erased us.” 
“Ts that what you think?” 
“Huh?” 


“Open your eyes. To create and erase a universe is no mean feat. You can’t just snap your 
fingers and poof, universe created/destroyed. It takes a lot of energy to create, just as it takes 
a lot of energy to destroy. You of all people should know that. What Future Me and I did 
wasn’t erasure. It was suspension.” 


“Suspension?” 


“In layman’s terms, the defeated universes were placed in stasis, removed from the physical 
plane, but not destroyed. Same thing I did to the Lost Universes back in the day.” 


“So... if 17 had made a bad wish, you would’ve just ‘suspended’ all of us?” 


“At least until the incoming threat had been neutralized. Afterward, you lot would’ve been 
brought back, with no memory of what happened.” (Brief pause). “Truth be told, sometimes I 
wish we’d done that. Would’ve made things much less difficult. Even so, I’m glad everything 
turned out the way it did. If nothing else, it proved you mortals are worth all this hassle.” 
(Brief pause). “I'll tell you something else: we made the lower-ranking universes participate 
because they had the strongest fighters in the whole Multiverse. Simply put, we had to know 
for certain which of them would have the best chance of survival against the Void Realm. If 
we'd felt like it, we could’ve made the higher-ranking universes participate instead, or all the 
universes, or just the Destroyers.” 


“W-What’re you saying? My time as God of Destruction had nothing to do with it? The 
Tournament wasn’t my fault?” 


Zen-Oh shook his head. 


“Had you or the others acted differently, it would’ ve happened regardless. Give us some 
credit, Lech-Sa. We’re better than what you think... just as you are better than what you 
think.” 


Eyes meeting those of the King of All, the fallen Hakaishin barely had the presence of mind 
to maintain eye contact. 


“You and the others didn’t become Gods of Destruction by chance. Okocim... you weren’t 
chosen for this role: you were born for it. Lech and Brulle may have forced you and Champa 
into it, but by doing so, they set you on the road you were meant to walk.” 


“The road I was meant to walk... so that’s it, then? Me, Lanson, my ancestors... we were 
destined to become monsters?” 


“Don’t misconstrue me. I said you guys were destined to become Hakaishin. How you went 
about it was your own doing.” (Brief pause). “Well... that’s not entirely true, either. 
Okocim... that whole mess with House Artois and Universe 7 didn’t start with you. Your 
parents, your ancestors, all of them made choices throughout the eons. Whether good, bad, or 
in-between, they have nothing to do with you. You’re not responsible for what your 
predecessors did... what you did, on the other hand...” 


“T see...” 


“That matter isn’t so black and white, either. One among you mortals said it best: we’re all 
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obliged to choose, but we’re not necessarily obligated to choose ‘right’ or ‘wrong’. 
“B-But... h-how... how am I supposed to know which is which?” 


“T’m afraid I don’t have an answer for that one. You’ll have to find out for yourself, with help 
from others, of course. Trite as it may sound, your life is your own. It’s up to you to decide 
how you’re going to live it.” 


A brief silence ensued. 


“Sir... there’s something I have to ask of you. Remember what you said earlier, how the 
Energy of Origins can dispel brainwashing? If I can master it, we might have a shot at saving 
Liquiir and everyone else who got captured. Think about it. All those powerful warriors 
would be a huge help in winning this war and saving the Multiverse.” 


“Are you sure, son of Lech? The journey is long and difficult. You could perish along the 
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way. 
“T don’t care.” 


Fingernails embedded into the palms of his hands, a stern Okocim looked upon the King of 
All. 


“If I can save at least one of them, then my death will have been worth it. I need to atone. I 
owe it to everyone. It’s the least I can do.” 


“Absolutely not.” 
““W-What!?” 


“You really think you getting killed is gonna help things any? You’re going about this the 
wrong way. The answer is no.” (Brief pause). “Still... there’s a lot of truth in what you said. I 
need some time to think about it, run it by Future Me, Grand Priest, and the Angels.” 


The All-Universal Ruler flashed a warm smile, much to Okocim’s astonishment. 


“Your heart is in the right place, son of Lech... rest up for now. We’ll take this one day at a 
time. Later.” 


With that, the King of All saw himself out. Having laid back down, Okocim Lech-Sa shut his 
eyes and slumbered... 
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In the Jaws of the Serpent God (TRIGGER WARNING) 
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The Void Realm... 


It rains and thunders down in the fields. Laser-sword hums interrupted by lulling raindrops, a 
bloodied Agent Abzu falls into the mud with a dull thud. 


The late Lord Geene has no time to rise: Caron’s kick meets his visage the moment the 
Therian Agent takes his eyes off the ground, sending him flying like an empty tin can. Feline 
eyes seething yellow, Abzu roars at the advancing foe. 


A bored Caron extends and coils his serpentine right arm around the mutated Kualuan and 
bashes him against the floor over ten thousand times in less than a minute. Vision swimming 
red, Abzu’s eye catches a faint glimmer in the distance: his weapon! 


Overwhelmed as he is, the mutant calls upon Martinu’s training. For a moment he is neither 
Abzu, Geene, nor Salmer, but someone else entirely: Oyzo Roku... a name he loathes. The 
name of a slave... a murderer... a victim. 


Calm yourself, young one. Pay no heed to anger. 


Sick grin in his countenance, Caron tosses Abzu aside like a broken toy, then leers at his 
pupil, who is already all too aware of what awaits him. 


Restrain yourself, Salmer Khaitan. Think before you act. 


Dual blades sizzling underneath the downpour, the reptilian deity pays no mind to the 
crimson-ridden sludge sliding down his naked torso. Steeped in the Aspect of Dark, Caron’s 
venom drips a foul black red, mixing with the deluge and the sullied earth it excoriates... 
NOW! 


Tapping into Kyma, Abzu bids his weapon to return. The thought of intercepting the blade, 
trapping it with his hands, slashing it in half with a swipe of his claws, all that and more 
crosses Caron’s mind... yet the Numen does nothing. 


Burning with raw hate, the warrior once known as Salmer Khaitan ignites his double blade 
without laying a finger on it. 


“(Little more... just a little more... SUCCESS!].” 


The laser sword goes right through the cobra’s skull! Stained with blood, bone, and brain 
matter, it reunites with Abzu’s hand, not unlike a long-lost lover. The hole still smolders as 
the hated Caron falls... or so it would seem. 


The serpent god remains on his knees for all of one second. The crevice is already drenched 
as Caron taps into the Dark Kyma: the Crushing Grip! Coughing, gasping like a helpless 
child, Abzu struggles as his master levitates him off the ground, slamming him full force on 
the dirt in far less time than it takes to breathe. 


Brow creased, heterochrome eyes aflame in searing peridot and wanton amethyst, Caron fires 
a barrage of red-black lightning at his pupil. The stench of roasted flesh assaults the nostrils 
of the draconic feline. Screams echo through the night as every part of him snaps, crackles, 
smokes, and smolders. 


Skeleton radiant in blackened crimson, Salmer futilely commands himself to ignore the pain, 
imprison it in a box somewhere in the deepest, darkest recesses of his mind, as the voices 
bleed into one another. 


Restraint, Salmer. 
Well done, Teal Storm. 


Drain me, boy... drain me like a stalk of sugarcane. You’re such a sweet little slut, and an 
even better assassin. 


You are ours, boy... now and forever. 
Papa, no! 

TYREE! 

GET OFF YOUR LAZY ASS, KHAITAN! 


YOU HAVE TO DO BETTER THAN THAT! 


YOU HAVE TO BE BETTER THAN THAT! 

I hate you... I hate you! 

I HATE YOU! 

I HAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAATE YOUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUU! 


Yelling and howling one with the storm, Abzu unleashes his own barrage of light-blue 
lightning. The energy effortlessly finds its target, illuminating Caron’s skeleton at intervals. 


Flesh crackling, bones smoking, organs smoldering, the blood of the snake warrior literally 
boils as he saunters toward the Agent. Abzu amps it up: paying no heed to the charred chunks 
of flesh and bone he leaves in his wake, the serpent god becomes a living torch to light up the 
night. 


“Impossible! Fucks that reptile made of!?).” 


Abzu makes to jump away, yet his body defies him: Kyma! Caron’s pinning him down with 
Kyma! Still firing the blue lightning, the late Salmer Khaitan can only watch as the serpent 
god grabs him by the neck, squeezes it just enough to make his victim pass out, then slams 
him into the ground full force, hissing that pitiless laugh of his. 


“Good, good... thy travails yield their bounty indeed, Agent Abzu... ‘tis shame thou still hast 
much to learn.” 


Hacking away sludge and filth, Abzu scratches at the cobra’s eyes, an attack about as lethal 
as a pillow strike. The murderous Numen is amused. 


“Thou hast Kyma, yet thou art no Adept yet... so much the better: Kosho would have made 
thee a feckless pedant; Euthalia would have twisted thee into a radiant aberration; Euthymia 
would have drunk the goblet of thy passion to the dregs. Thine own flesh and blood 
surpasseth thee, and he is but a boy... still, he is weak and pathetic, alike his sire. The apple 
falleth not far from the tree, after all...” 


a 

“Beg pardon?” 

“F... fuck... y... y... you...” 

Caron grins like the devil incarnate he is. 


“Defiant unto the very end... thou wilt make a fine disciple indeed. Mayhap I’Il salt thy 
spawn after I finish here...” 


“Like hell you will!” 


Expression wry, the snake warrior slams Abzu against the ground, then bashes his face into 
his own knee a rapid two-hundred and ninety times for good measure. Once he’s satisfied, 


Caron drops the Therian Agent and clenches his fist yet again, asphyxiating and lifting his 
pupil off the ground without laying a finger on him. 


““Twould seem thou hast forgotten thy place... I am all too happy to remind thee.” 


Hissing yet another scornful laugh, Caron shoves Abzu face down on the dirt, then starts to 
remove his pants. Weeping by now, Khaitan calls upon his training. 


“(Lose the pain... ignore it... lock it up in the darkest depths of your mind. Remember what 
Bonak said: ‘pain is a part of life. To conquer it, you must— |.” 


Caron goes out of his way to make his pupil feel like he’s dying. Just when the sweet release 
of death seems nearest, the serpent god rips it away from the Adept’s grasp. Lost in his own 
mind, Agent Abzu struggles not to drown within an ocean of names and memories. 


Salmer Khaitan... a name long forgotten... 

Salmer Khaitan... uttered by a voice long unheard... 
Salmer Khaitan... wayward scion at last recovered... 
Salmer! Legacy of the Devastator... 

Salmer! Glory of Universe 12... 

Salmer! A killer born... 

Salmer! A warrior made... 

SALMER! 


Once more he was back in his adopted universe. The time was eons ago. Ascension nowhere 
in sight, the future Lord Geene snapped out of his meditation. Grumbling softly, the 
Destroyer-in-training leapt to his feet as a familiar presence made the scene. 


Tyee” 

“Salmer... allow me to apologize for the other night. I didn’t mean to rattle you like that.” 
“Yov’re still goin’ on about that? I’d already forgotten.” 

“I can feel your energy, Salmer. I can tell you’re not being truthful.” 

The scowling warrior turns to leave. 

“Never call me a liar. Now if you’ll excuse me...” 

“Salmer, please...” 


Tyree stopped herself just in time. A moment more and she would have reached for the 
Kualuan. 


“You’ve been avoiding me for almost two weeks now... I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to upset 
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you. 
A frown on his visage, Khaitan shook his head. 


“No, Ty, I... Pm the one who should apologize. I overreacted. Let’s just chalk it up to me 
bein’ an idiot and forget about it.” 


“T can tell something is bothering you. It must be terrible for it to scare you so.” 
The future Hakaishin turned away. 
“T ain’t scared. There’s nothing to talk about.” 


“It’s ok... you don’t have to say anything if you don’t want to. Just... I want you to know this: 
you don’t have to bear it all by yourself.” 


“Ty... I... Ineed to be alone.” 


Thus it ended... or so they thought. Two or three days afterward, Tyree looked over the 
balcony at the top floor of Bonak’s palace. The night air ran cold. Waves clashed at the 
seashore ten miles away as an unexpected visitor made himself known. 


“Ty, tb 99 


Jodhpur turned around. Still dressed in his sweat and blood-stained uniform, the future God 
of Destruction could barely bring himself to look at his fellow disciple. 


Phyo 


The Doragonian stifled herself. Much as she wanted the fretful Kualuan to say his piece, she 
knew better than to pressure him. 


“Tyree... I... Pm... l-look... about that night... there’s something I need to tell you.” (Brief 
pause). “I... I used to be a slave. My name... my old name is... Oyzo... Oyzo Roku. You... 
you know I’m from Universe 9, how Bonak saved me from Blood Sun, right? Thing is... I 
used to be an assassin. I killed a lot of people... some deserved it, but others... the people 
who owned me... they... they did... things to me... terrible... sick... disgusting...” 


Tyree stopped herself just shy of speaking. 
“They made me dance... they... punished me... fondled me. I am... filthy... disgusting.” 


Khaitan barely stopped himself from running away again. Tears overflowing, the fish man 
sank his fingernails into the palms of his hands. Perhaps tonight would be the night his blood 
would crystalize rather than coagulate... 


“They... they... they r-raped... raped... m-me... I... I— 


“Salmer...” 


By the time the Kualuan came back to reality, he could only catch a side-glance as Tyree’s 
hand took his own. Strangely enough, the fish man didn’t recoil as his own blood stained the 
Doragonian’s skin. 


“Salmer... I... Pm so sorry... I... I didn’t mean to—” 


In tears now, the female made to walk away, only for Salmer to gently caress her chin, further 
staining her with crimson. Finally, after two or three minutes of awkward silence, Tyree 
managed to speak. 


“Salmer... thank you... for telling me. I swear I'll keep your secret.” (Brief pause). “It wasn’t 
your fault. What happened... it wasn’t your fault. Don’t... you mustn’t blame yourself.” 


“Ty, S 29 


Hands awkwardly cupped around Jodhpur’s countenance, Khaitan tried to say something, 
anything... 


“Ty... forgive me. I... I had no right... no right to burden you.” 
Jodhpur shook her head. 


“Don’t apologize. You are one of the bravest people I have ever met. I can see why Ciroc 
chose you.” 


The Doragonian thought nothing of embracing the Kualuan. Blushing like a rose in full 
bloom, Bonak’s protégé fought off any and all urges to push the female away as he 
awkwardly cleared his throat. 


“L-Let’s not talk about that yet. I’m in no hurry to ascend... you know that, right?” (Brief 
pause). “So... what do we do now?” 


“I meant what I said. Your secret is safe with me. Does anyone else...?” 
“Ag, Bonak, Martinu, and you. That’s it.” 


“You ought to have somebody to talk to. You shouldn’t keep something so terrible to 
yourself.” 


The future Lord Geene shook his head. 


“I can handle it. I’m a Destroyer-in-training... I have to.” (Brief pause). “Would you... would 
you stay with me for a while?” 


“Of course. Remind me to clean up before we leave, though. It wouldn’t do at all for Ciroc 
and the others to catch us like this.” 


“Fair enough.” 


The rest of the night went by in silence. An hour or so later, the pair took their leave, and— 


“RISE, THOU WORM, RISE!” 


Air forced out of his lungs, Abzu could only grasp at his throat, kicking, flailing as Caron 
lifted him with Kyma. Barely ten seconds in, the serpent god relaxed his grip, allowing his 
victim to collapse. The hole in the cobra’s head had gone cold by the time he took his leave. 


Eyes awash, Salmer Khaitan tried to walk away, only to fall on his knees. Wincing from the 
pain, the mutated Kualuan tried to crawl, but to no avail. 


“Shit... looks like I’m gonna be stuck here for a while...|.” 
“Agent Abzu!” 


Enki rushed to the spot. Seated with his legs crossed, the furrow-browed mutant gave himself 
to the Aspect of Light. Frame burning in argent ki, the Therian Agent placed his right hand 
on Abzu’s forehead and bade the energies coursing within to encompass the shamefaced 
male. 


The radiance faded some five or six minutes later. When Salmer next opened his eyes, he 
could only wonder why his body no longer ached. 


“Flow Palliation... a healing technique. Let’s get out of here.” 
With that, father and son made themselves scarce... 

The Void Realm, altogether elsewhere... 

“Tell thy name.” 


Agent Siddhar spared a side-glance in Baimao’s direction. Staff in hand, the Torikanian 
directed the stare of the sullen mutant towards him. 


“Tell thy name, mortal.” 
“Zumot. My name is Zumot.” 


With nary an expression, the Numen struck the visage of the late Lord Arak. The fallen 
Hakaishin from the Universe of Balance didn’t so much as flinch as the Numen glared down 
upon him. 


“Thine obduration harms none but thee.” 
“Tve lived through worse, bird shit. You might as well quit wasting your time.” 


“Hubris will be thy downfall... alas, though I strive to fulfill mine obligations towards thee, I 
have other most pressing matters to attend to.” 


“What, you gotta dry-clean that crusty ass of yours? I’d say you definitely need it.” 


The avian Numen struck his pupil yet again. Strangely enough, the son of Ksarak couldn’t 
detect so much as a twinge of vexation in his new master. 


“Might I intervene, mine Lord?” 


The pair turned to the new arrival, a dark verdigris-skinned, lean simian male who appeared 
to be in his late teens or early twenties. Standing in a taut, upright position, the youth took in 
the world around him with dark green eyes. Sporting tattered, yet meticulously clean, white 
robes with red highlights at the hems, sleeves, and pant legs, the younger man wielded an 
ornate stave on his left hand, laser-sword dormant to his right as his lively tone disrupted the 
silence of the Void, much to Baimao’s puzzlement. 


“What dost thou here, Lord Ruanzhi? Methought the overlords task’d thee otherwise.” 


“I already discharg’d mine obligations, Master. I sought a breath of fresh air ere I suffocated 
within that ill-wind’d spire.” 


“Fair enough... howbeit, thine aid is not required. Mine skill shall suffice so this Agent might 
learn his place.” 


Ruanzhi flashed a wry smile. 


“Ts that so? ‘Twould seem thou art already spent. Mayhap I shall triumph where thou hast 
fail’d.” 


The Torikanian coldly turned to the simian. 


“Respect, disciple. Beware lest thine ambition should outpace thy sense.” (Brief pause). 
“Still, I shan’t keep thee from this endeavour if thou wishest it so. Rememberest thou the 
stipulations?” 


“PII not break a bone in the Adept’s body... his blood shall not be spilt. Thou didst learn me 
well.” 


“We shall see. Hail, mine apprentice.” 


With that, Baimao took his leave. An apprehensive Zumot made sure to watch Ruanzhi from 
head to foot, as if trying to anticipate his next move. 


“Thou mayest dispense with thy vigilance, Agent. PI not lay a finger on thee.” 
The son of Haddad said nothing. 


“My master fancieth himself a sage, yet his knowledge availeth him not. No Numen worth 
their salt would be so powerless before such a sorry spectacle.” 


Again, not a word from Zumot. 


“A male of few words, I see...has the fount of thy wit run dry?” 


Yawning out loud, the late Lord Arak rolled his eyes, much to Ruanzhi’s amusement. The 
Numen then took notice of a thick, ungainly circular object clasped around the mutant’s neck. 


“A Suppression Collar. Thou art mighty indeed if Lord Baimao troubled himself so... then 
again, ne’er has he been fond of risk, the avian sot.” 


Still silence. Having given himself to Kyma, Ruanzhi sat in midair with his legs crossed. 
Eyes shut, the ape bade the energy flow through him to Zumot, not unlike a Moebius strip. 


“[Canst thou hear me, Agent?].” 

“Get out of my head. I have nothing to say to you].” 

“So much the better. I have plenty to say unto thee].” 

“(Piss off, junior. Baimao couldn t break me. You won t fare any better].” 
“Thou art mistaken. I only wish to mold thee].” 

“(Same difference].” 


Silence. Three or four uneasy minutes later, Ruanzhi resumed that unnerving grin of his, 
much to Zumot’s irritation. 


“| Wipe that fucking smile off your face, kid].” 
“Thou presumest to command me, Agent Siddhar? |.” 


“[My name is Zumot. Get it through your thick skull. Dont you have some shit to throw or 
something ?].” 


Much to the mutant’s wonderment, the amused Sakujoshin responded with hearty laughter. 
“TAmusing... I see why he loved thee so.” 

“(Don t even think about it].” 

“(Thou couldst not safeguard him as he did thee... most disappointing, sirrah].” 

“(I won t warn you again, ape shit. Get out of my head].” 

“[Avso...].” 

Beads of sweat crept down from Zumot’s brow. 

“[Sonofa...].” 


“| He took pity on thee. Ciroc did much the same.” 


“[Quiet!].” 


“(Doth the truth hurt, Agent?].” (Chuckles). “[She would be so proud].” 

“[No... don t you fucking dare.” 

“Sweetest Miswa... would she love thee still? Would she deign take a beast for a husband? |.” 
The Kyma Adept looked away in shame. 


“TSonofa... you and that master of yours... you re beyond pathetic. All that power, and you... 
you just squander it].” 


“Our purposes are beyond thy comprehension].” 

The mutant drilled all the spite he could muster into his stare. 

“{Bullshit. I’ve heard it all before. Piss-poor excuses from the unworthy... the tainted].” 
“(Thou art hardly fit to call anyone ‘tainted’, son of Haddad.” 

“Go fuck yourself, brat. I’d rather talk to the walls than eyeball that ugly mug of yours.” 
“(Doth mine visage sicken thee?].” (Brief pause). “| ‘Twould seem thou art in luck...].” 


Having spoken thus, the Numen summoned forth Kyma, commanding the Aspect of Light to 
bear down on Zumot. Seized by migraine, the mutated Calamantian groaned, quietly and 
sporadically at first, then loudly and frequently. 


Eyes opened with a start, Zumot al-Massaya found himself back in Universe 9. The time? 
Eons ago. The place? Nonleba’s mansion. He wasn’t Zumot, Arak, or even Siddhar this time 
around, but rather... 


“[Sambol...].” 


The name his master bestowed upon him. The name of a slave, a bastard, stinking refuse 
given flesh. 


Nighttime. Miswa, Rajang, Nonleba, pretty much everybody was asleep by now. Sambol 
opted to conduct one final sweep before turning in himself. 


So far, so good. Nothing out of the ordinary... scratch that. Something (or someone?) knocked 
something over at a nearby barn. 


(Translated from Tamil). “ {It’s probably nothing. Lousy colt’s trying to get out. Better make 
sure the door’s closed}.” 


Neighing and rustling dispersed the nightly silence. Something was off... way off. 


Dagger in hand, Sambol headed to the barnyard. Upon reaching the entrance, the amphibian 
shut his eyes and collected himself for a couple of minutes. It wasn’t long before the 


Calamantian found what he was looking for: an energy signature, altogether different from 
the livestock. 


(Translated from Standard Nakhadian). “{{Avso, Cukatail... your lessons have seen me 
through once again. Someone 5 skulking around in the barnyard. Damn watchman must ’ve 
fallen asleep again].” (Translated from Tamil). “{[Lazy fuck... a nice whipping or two should 
help him get his priorities straight] y.” 


The slave searched his satchel for an oil lamp, only to abandon that idea. 


(Translated from Standard Nakhadian). “{{One moment of carelessness, and the barn, the 
slave quarters, the manor, it all goes up in smoke. Best leave the damn things here, where 
they can do no harm...] y.” 


Blade glimmering beneath the waning moon, Sambol silently stole into the barn. Door shut 
behind him, the future Lord Arak easily spotted the unknown ki signature: the intruder was 
hiding within a thick haystack, some two or three feet behind the slave, who then sensed a 
rapid spike in heart rate. 


It takes a split second for the stalker to go through with his ambush. It takes Sambol less than 
half a heartbeat to connect an uppercut to the bloke’s chin, yet rather than go under, the creep 
redoubles his efforts. 


“(Fine by me. Been too long since I last exercised, anyway...” 


Sparse moonlight allows Sambol a glimpse of his attacker: a bare-chested, red-skinned, six- 
armed humanoid, lower half of his face concealed with a dingy grey bandana, dirty bandages 
on otherwise bare feet. Roaring out loud, the brigand vainly pounds the ground, chasing after 
Sambol to reduce him to a bloody stain. 


“Fucking amateur. Doesnt even know the basi—.” 


The humanoid lands several punches on the slave’s visage. Immobilizing the amphibian with 
the middle arms, the attacker poses the upper ones in a telltale manner. 


“TClumsy oaf... so you’re gonna crush my skull like an overripe durian... cute].” 


The Calamantian lets the creep have it. Recalling Cukatail’s lessons, Sambol makes sure to 
strike as many nerve endings as possible, all the better to disable the jerk. The behemoth falls 
with a loud thud. The moment he looks up, his vanquisher threatens to slit his throat with a 
knife. 


“Okay, okay, I give up! Just don’t kill me!” 
“Should’ve thought about that before we fought, not after.” 


“I don’t get it... how can a pipsqueak like you be so strong?” (Brief pause). “You... you’re a 
slave, right? Just like me...” 


Lights shine in the distance, followed by murmuring and sounds of approaching steps. The 
intruder looks on pleadingly. Sambol hesitates for all of one millisecond. 


“My master and his people will be here soon. Your legs should be halfway healed by now. Go 
out the back door through the canefields. There’s a shortcut down by the brook: follow it, and 
it’Il take you out into the wilderness. You’d better be out by sunrise. I won’t be so generous if 
I catch you here again.” 


Already on his feet, the would-be thief briefly looks back upon Sambol. 
“Thanks, man. I won’t forget this.” 


The bandit made himself scarce. Several deep breaths later, the future Lord Arak went over 
his cover story, then quit the barnyard in time to meet up with Nonleba and company. 


(Translated from Tamil). “{Sambol! What happened to you!? Your face...}.” 
As if on cue, the slave acknowledged his aching countenance. 


“(Looks like I won t need to lie, after all...|. {A bandit attacked me. He ran away when he 
heard you approach. Must’ve been trying to steal a mount}.” 


“{Never mind that now. Head to the medic’s cabin. We’ll talk about this tomorrow}.” 


Just like that, Zumot found himself back in the Void Realm, a mutant once more, at the mercy 
of his new minder. Ruanzhi knew as much by the time he smiled a sly grin at the fallen 
Hakaishin. 


“Let us begin.” 
Meanwhile, altogether elsewhere... 


A fire burnt nearby, coloring the common room a lukewarm amber. Having put aside an 
empty bowl, Agent Enki turned to his subordinate. Agent Abzu barely spared a forlorn side- 
glance at the dancing flames. The warrior once known as God of Destruction Geene of 
Universe 12 looked like he would weep any moment now. 


Enki made to speak, yet nothing came out of his beak. Sick and tired of himself, the Dual 
Adept reached for Abzu’s half-empty dish. 


“Bokma...” 

The mutant all but froze. 

“Bokma... I... I’m sorry.” 

“(Keep your voice down! We could get in trouble if the others hear us!).” 


“(After your mother died... I didn’t want to lose you, too...).” 


The lad shook his head. 

“(Papa, please... don’t go there. I don’t wanna think about that).” 
“(When you left, I—).” 

“(Not. Another. Word).” (Brief pause). “(It’s my fault).” 
“(What!?).” 

Tears ran down Bokma’s visage. 


“(I was weak... I wasn’t good enough. I’m sorry, Papa. I tried... I really did. I’m sorry... 
sorry I couldn’t... couldn’t be... the son you wanted).” 


Long gone voices reverberated within the minds of father and son. 
Again. 

Unacceptable. 

Pathetic! Fucking pathetic! 

I’m disappointed, Bokma... very disappointed. 

Spare the waterworks. Ciroc and Martinu aren t gonna bail you out this time. 
Don t you walk away from me, boy! 

This isn t good enough! 

Did I fucking stutter!? 

You’re weak! Too fucking weak! 

You have to do better than that! 

You have to be better than that! 

I’M TRYING MY BEST! 

I’M TIRED! I CAN’T DO THIS ANYMORE! 

I CAN’T DO IT, PAPA! 

WHY ISN’T IT GOOD ENOUGH!? 

SHUT THE FUCK UP! 


FUCK YOU, OLD MAN! 


I HATE YOU! I DON’T EVER WANNA SEE YOU AGAIN! 


The frown on the boy’s countenance had given way to a full-blown scowl. Salmer Khaitan 
cursed the fact he hadn t perished at the earliest opportunity. 


The late Lord Geene deserved no sympathy. Oyzo Roku had no right to expect mercy, let 
alone demand it. Given half a chance, Dark Adept 0461, codename Abzu, would have gladly 
Hakai’d himself right there and then. 


“(Bok... n-no... that’s not true... this isn’t what I—).” 
Bokma grumbled loud enough for his father to hear. 


“(Didn’t you hear me? I said I don’t wanna talk about it).” (Brief pause). “(We should go to 
bed. We’ve got another long day tomorrow).” 


“(Bokma...).” 

The amphibious avian drilled raw spite into his father’s eyes. 
“(The name’s Enki. Remember it).” 

“(B-but I...).” 

“(Did I fucking stutter? Sleep tight... my Lord).” 


With that, father and son went their separate ways... 
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War drums filled the silence as Anise Lozada gave herself to the rhythm. Cadeira at the 
ready, she swung back and forth in an unbroken ginga. 


Okocim Lech-Sa found himself at a loss for words. Far as the late Lord Beerus was 
concerned, it’d been forever since that fateful day, when he first beheld the Tien-Shin pupil 
dancing near the pool at the Briefs Mansion. 


Okocim strikes at Lozada’s visage. Anise jumps back, does a quick handstand, and kicks the 
Sphygian square in the chin. 


The fallen deity performs a forward cartwheel, only for the Tien-Shin pupil to go low and 
sweep him off his feet, hooking his left leg with her own left. Barely managing a hand-jump, 
the ex-Destroyer moves on to a scissors kick that catches his target unawares... for all of one 
second. 


Three handsprings later, Lozada is out of reach. Okocim unleashes a flying kick, yet Anise 
side-steps in time to catch the Sphygian and cast him down. Panting out loud, the artist 
formerly known as Beerus lies flat on the ground as his fellow feline kills the music and 
helps her pupil rise. 


“Damn, I suck.” 


“We’ve only been at it for a coupla of weeks, Cim. Don’t sell yourself short: you’re getting 
better.” 


The Sphygian spared a bitter chuckle. 
“Really? Couldn’t tell, with all that dirt in my eyes and whatnot.” 


“You're too hard on yourself. Take my word for it.” (Brief pause). “So how’s your 
grandfather?” 


“The doctors managed to remove what was left of the Drain Mask. They also chipped away 
some more of that damn suit the day before yesterday. As for his memory... it could take ages 
for him to remember, if he ever does.” (Brief pause). “That’s pretty much it for me. How’re 
things with you?” 


“Well, I... I feel kinda lost, to be honest. These past days have been hell, to say the least. I’ve 
been thinking... remember back on Earth, that place at the Lookout, where Piccolo took 
you?” 


“You mean the Room of Resemblance?” 


“Hall of Remembrance... well, turns out there’s a place just like it in this realm. I... ’m gonna 
do it, Cim.” 


Okocim’s jaw fell slightly ajar. The Sphygian was just about to ask “do what?” when the 
realization hit him, prompting him to roughly seize Lozada by the shoulders. 


“You’re going to take the trial!? Anise, do you have any idea what you’ re getting yourself 
into!? Didn’t Piccolo tell you what happened when he took me to the Hall!?” 


“He did. I’ve been going over this for almost four weeks now, with Tien and the others. It 
took some convincing, but they gave their blessing... for the most part.” (Brief pause). “I’m 
tired, Cim... sick and tired: the nightmares, the flashbacks, the voices, waking up screaming 
and crying in the middle of the night, I want to put it all to rest... for good.” 


Having released Lozada, the late Lord Beerus stood slack-jawed, as if he’d just been deprived 
of the power of speech. 


“T’m sorry I didn’t tell you. I didn’t want to burden you. Kami knows you don’t need more of 
that in your life.” 


“Anise...” 


“I didn’t decide this on a whim. Believe me... there’s a part of me that doesn’t want this. I’d 
love to turn my back on it, go on pretending it never happened... but I can’t. I need it, Cim. I 
need to put the past where it belongs.” 


“No.” 
“Huh?” 


“You're not going to do this. I won’t allow it.” 


Now it was Anise’s turn to stand slack jawed. It took a while for Okocim’s words to reach 
her. 


“What!? I-I can’t... you can’t be serious!” 

“T am. More than I’ve ever been before in my life.” 
“It’s not your decision to make!” 

“Well, ’'m making it anyway. It’s too dangerous an—” 


“I don’t take orders from you, Okocim Lech-Sa! Whether you like it or not, I’m going 
through with this!” 


“Out of the question. I—” 
“Dammit, Cim, didn’t you listen to a word I said!? I need this! It’s the only way I can—” 


“Let me finish!” (Brief pause). “Anise... you’re one of the strongest people I’ve ever met, but 
you won’t be able to overcome the trial... not without someone to help you. You’re not doing 
it alone.” 


“You want to... come along? You know what will happen.” 

“PI have to undergo a trial of my own.” 

“Okocim... I... I don’t know. Are you strong enough for that?” 

“I’m not. That’s why you have to be there.” 

“I... I need time to think. I’m gonna have to talk it over with Whis and Vados.” 
“Fair enough.” 

One month later... 


The time had finally arrived. Led by Zen-Oh, Grand Priest, Whis and Vados, Anise and 
Okocim marched onward, followed by Son Goku, Tien Shinhan, Fennel, Cumin, Afsnath, 
Asahi, and Anpurion. 


“Here we are: the Hall of Remembrance.” 


The group stood before an ominous doorway almost as tall as Capsule Corp’s main 
headquarters. Detailed engravings featuring Buddha, King Yan, Horse-Face, Ox-Head, and 
legions of faceless beings surrounded by perfect circles reminded Okocim of its counterpart 
back on Earth. A stern Zen-Oh turned to the candidates. 


“Have you made the necessary preparations?” 


“We have, Your Eminence.” 


A determined Anise stepped forward as a grim Grand Priest weighed in. 
“Once you enter, you won’t be able to leave until you’ ve completed the trial.” 
“We know that, Sir.” 


A resolute Okocim looked ahead. Standing before them, the Omni-King looked the pair in 
the eye. 


“Are you ready?” 


The felines nodded. The Supreme Deities and Angels uttered an unknown prayer in the 
language of the gods. Mammoth doors groaned open the moment they fell silent. 


Anise and Okocim headed inside. Goku was just about to speak when Zen-Oh flashed a 
glance behind, urging him to be quiet. 


It took half a minute for the doorway to fully close behind them. Before their eyes and ears 
yawned pitch-black darkness, deafening silence. 


“Anise? You alright?” 
“Tm ok. What about you?” 
“Just peachy. I” 


In less than a heartbeat, a row of torches spontaneously lit, giving the duo a fright. The first 
row burned a familiar purple; the second shone a pallid crimson; the third glimmered a 
searing white; the fourth burnt an unsettling black; the final row had no fixed colors to speak 
of: its flames appeared to encompass all hues under the spectrum, yet also none at the same 
time. 


In an instant, the flames came together as one, dispelling the darkness before the perplexed 
pair. The resulting fiery sphere pulsated at intervals, similar to a beating heart. Opening their 
eyes, the feline warriors found themselves standing in a desert. Okocim swallowed hard. 


“Sekhmet... this... this is Sekhmet... my home planet! We’re in Universe 11!” 


Their stare then turned to an imposing palace: front entrance bearing the sigil of Universe 7, 
the complex sported a shade of bright terracotta. 


“That’s Castle Artois, my family’s manor! That’s what it was like when Lanson and I were 
cubs!” 


“T think we’re supposed to go in.” 
“Anise...” 


“It’s ok, Cim. I’m scared too. Remember what Whis said.” 
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“Tts all in the past. You an revisit it, but you can’t change it’. If you’re up for it, then...’ 
In they went. Nevertheless, something was amiss within, much to Anise’s trepidation. 
“This place...” 

“Anise? Where are we? This isn’t the Main Hall.” 

“This place... this is Villa Lozada, the orphanage I grew up in!” 

“Por aqui, por favor.” 


The disgraced deity and former assassin next beheld an anthropomorphic fox nun clad in a 
black and white habit, followed by a sharply dressed human couple. The trio passed right 
next to Okocim and Anise, only to move on like they weren’t even there. 


“They can’t see us. Anise... who are these people?” 


No reply. The Tien-Shin pupil looked on with trembling eyes. The late Lord Beerus was 
about to speak when Lozada took over. 


“Los Jiménez. Pablo Jiménez and Elena Ortiz... the humans who adopted me. The nun’s 
Sister Ana. She watched over us most of the time.” 


Following after the nun and guests, the dancer and fallen Destroyer passed by several rooms 
filled with small beds, most of them unoccupied. 


“It was noon. Must’ve been around twelve-forty or so...” 
Okocim faced Anise. The android seemed on the verge of weeping. 


After a while, the group and their invisible onlookers reached what looked like a common 
room. Okocim could barely keep up with Sister Ana and the Jiménez’s conversation, so it fell 
upon the Tien-Shin pupil to translate. 


“Qué nina tan linda! ¿Cómo te llamas, cariño?” 

“What a cute little girl. What’s... what’s your name, sweetie?” 

Eyes trembling, Anise stood right in front of a little cat girl. 

“Me llamo Anise. ¿ Ustedes van a ser mis papas?” 

“My... my name is Anise. Are... are you going... going to be... my parents?” 


The former assassin wept. With little Anise in tow, Sister Ana and company took the door out 
to a nearby hallway. They were nowhere to be found by the time Lozada and the fallen 
Hakaishin followed. 


Faced with legions of shut doors, the young warriors took time to ponder their next move. 
They didn’t have to wait long: the door closest to them opened. Facing one another, the pair 


opted to go in. Blinding light gave way to another area... 
“Cim? Where are we?” 
“This place... it’s Asahi’s room! And she’s—” 


Dressed in a loose, white gown, Asahi Lech-Se sluggishly rose, taking a good eight minutes 
to fully get out of bed. Yawning one and the same with the morning scorch, the Sphygian 
staggered to a nearby room, much to her sibling’s embarrassment. 


“Y-Yeah... Sahi, she... she never was much of a morning person... same as me.” 
(Translated from Standard Sekhmetian). “{Sahi! You there, Sahi?}.” 


The door opened. Two small figures peered in from the outer hall. The warrior once known 
as God of Destruction Beerus froze over. Little Okocim and Lanson, smiles alighting their 
visages, showed themselves in. 


“{Morning, Sahi!}.” 

“fHold on...}.” 

Countenance still humid, a yawning Asahi at last came out. 
“{Why’re you two up so early?}.” 


“{A whole day in the oasis, just the three of us... I’m gonna bring snacks! I’m gettin’ hungry 
just thinking about it!}.” 


Asahi couldn’t help but chuckle. 
“{Save some for the voyage, Lan}.” 
“fYou sure it’s ok, Sahi? Father hates it when you skip training}.” 


{It’s fine, Cim. It wasn’t easy, but me and Whis talked him into it. Mother helped too, of 
course. Sure, I’Il have to get up extra early and train extra hard tomorrow, but it’s fine. I’m 
used to it. Go get ready. I'll join you in a bit.” 


The cubs sprinted their merry way out. Once she was alone, the sister of Beerus slumped on 
the edge of the bed and released a forlorn sigh, much to Anise’s wonderment. 


“She... she looks... so tired... so... broken.” 
Okocim shook his head. 


“Comes with the territory when you’re related to Tusker the Dread and Afsnath the Death 
Bringer. Mother and Father were pretty hard on me and Lanson back in the day, but Asahi, 
she got it worse... way worse. She didn’t have any friends by the time she was my age.” 


(Brief pause). “Father... believe or not, he was a lot more mellow back then. Mother, on the 
other hand—” 


Sudden realization all but buffeted Okocim square in the face. Much to Lozada’s concern, the 
Sphygian was weeping. 


“Cim?” 
“Sahi... this... this is it... the day she died.” 


Okocim hadn’t finished speaking by the time Asahi shut herself in an adjacent room. Four or 
five minutes later, the eldest daughter of Tusker emerged. Clad in a loose-fitting creamy 
gown, frilly sun hat upon her brow, Asahi Lech-Se quit the room, to Okocim’s horror. 


“{NO! DON’T GO, SAHI! GODS’ SAKES, DON’T GO!}.” 


The fallen Destroyer God reached for his sibling. To his and Lozada’s bewilderment, the 
hand of the disgraced ex-deity fazed right through the back of Asahi’s neck as she shut the 
door behind her. 


“{ ASAHI, NO! DON’T GO! DON’T GO OUT THERE!}.” 
“OKOCIM, IT’S NO USE! SHE CAN’T HEAR YOU!” 


Whatever else the dancer said went right over the artist formerly known as Beerus. Deaf to 
Anise’s pleas, Okocim obliterated the door with an energy blast and sprinted outside. 
Nevertheless, something else was off. 


“This... this isn’t right...” 


Instead of the hallway connecting the family’s sleeping quarters to the vestibule of Castle 
Artois, therein awaited pitch blackness. 


“Cim!? Where are you!?” 
“Anise! Follow my voice!” 


That proved unnecessary. Okocim’s echo had yet to die out by the time a flash of light 
banished the darkness, stabbing the eyes of the felines like sun-fisted daggers. Anise’s stare 
grew vacant. 


“Anise? What's wrong?” 


Sights, sounds, smells, and sundry sensations pounced on the dancer. Teary eyes quivering, 
the Tien-Shin pupil barely repressed a gasp. 


Following Lozada’s eyes, Okocim came across the source of her trepidation. 


It was her! The little girl they’d seen back at the orphanage! 


Bleeding, scarred and bruised all over, smile long since faded, the cub gazed at a shut 
metallic door. 


They were coming... men in uniforms, women in gowns. She had to fight those men. When 
they were done “instructing” her, the women would dress her wounds and prepare her for 
more of the same. 


The door creaked open. In came two Nekoningan males, both in suits and ties. Eyes 
concealed behind dark glasses, the pair pushed in a severely bloodied cat man. Hands and 
feet bound, scarlet-stained bandages where the eyes were supposed to be, the wretch 
struggled to speak, a futile endeavor, if the fresh slash on his throat was anything to go by. 


“Hora de ver cuanto has aprendido, carino.” 


Already on his knees, the second Nekoningan male yanked the would-be victim by the scruff 
of his neck. Coughing and hacking torturously, the poor devil uselessly prayed to whatever 
gods would listen. 


“Matalo.” 


Little Anise turned to flee, only for the first male to grab her by her own scruff. The dancer’s 
world dissolves into tears: ache and regret gnawing at her, the Tien-Shin pupil howls in the 
dark as she speeds toward the pair, both hands extended in a familiar triangle position. 


“TRI-BEAM!” 


The attack goes right through the thugs and cub, like water through a screen door. Lozada can 
only watch as the memory plays out exactly like it has so many other times... 


Barely able to see past her flooded stare, little Anise unsheathes her claws and swipes at the 
hapless victim: she feels the artery going. Before she can so much as blink, the cub feels 
blood lapping at her bare feet. Once her sense of smell kicks in, young Anise realizes what 
she’s done. The cub collapses on her knees as still more weeping and hollering shatters dead 
silence. 


Lozada couldn’t look away. Glare fixed at the spectacle before her, the Nekoningan wept in 
silence. 


“Anise...” 


Next thing the Tien-Shin pupil knew, Okocim began to separate sharp nails encrusted into the 
pads of both hands. Lozada’s blood was eerily warm by the time the fallen Destroyer God 
removed his shirt, tore it into several strips, and bandaged the wounds to the best of his 
ability. Tank-top opaque against the dim lighting, the son of Lech embraced his fellow 
disciple. 


“Okocim...” 


“It’s ok.” 


The vision faded. The felines spent a good ten minutes wading in pitch blackness. 
“Okocim?” 
“I’m here, Anise. I’m still here.” 


Another flash. Blinding radiance and the scent of sand overwhelming their senses, Okocim 
and Anise found themselves back on Planet Sekhmet. Brow creased, sweat trickled down the 
Sphygian’s countenance. 


“The Ceremonial Hall...” 
(Translated from Standard Sekhmetian). “{BE QUIET, FUCKUP! HURRY UP!}.” 


A thunderous male voice echoed from the outer halls: Tusker XXXV, son of Lager, barged 
into the room. Dressed in black ceremonial robes, the God of Destruction took his place in 
front of an altar heralded by a statue of a male anthropomorphic cat. Features eroded, the 
visage betrayed little on regards to what its bearer looked like. 


“{BRING HIM IN!}.” 


Surrounded by a forlorn Whis and a throng of guards, young Okocim was compelled to enter. 
Chains rattling aeonic silence, the bleeding, bruised lad blubbered, vainly begging for a 
reprieve. Once the Angel and acolytes assumed their places, Beerus’s predecessor shut his 
eyes and extended his arms before the statue. 


“{ Ancestors, lineage of Artois, heed my prayer. I, God of Destruction Tusker, son of Lager, 
thirty-fifth of my name, of your house and mine, present this initiate before ye. Imbue him 
with might and wisdom that he might purge away all things past in the name of the New 
Creation. Bring the fu—boy forth!}.” 


Terrified as they were, the sentries did as they were charged. Growling at the weeping thing 
behind him, Tusker continued. 


“4I, Tusker, son of Lager, thirty-fifth of my name, God of Destruction of the Seventh 
Universe by the will of Zen-Oh All-Sovereign, dub thee, Okocim Lech-Sa, my heir and 
successor. Once my reign comes to an end, thou shalt ascend in my stead. Accept thee the 
power of our bloodline, Lord Beerus, son of Tusker, twenty-seventh of your name, future 
God of Destruction of the Seventh Universe by the will of Zen-Oh All-Sovereign. So it is 
written! So it is done! }.” 


Tusker’s words had yet to fade when a seemingly endless wave of Destruction Energy 
erupted from the statue and pounced on young Okocim as the guards barely scrambled to 
safety. Ignoring Whis’s glare, Tusker glowered before the squirming child. 


“¢Scream, boy. Scream like my daughter did on the day you murdered her. You have no one 
to blame but yourself}.” 


“What is... what is this... feeling?].” 


Anise and Okocim couldn’t locate the source of that voice. It took the Sphygian a good ten 
seconds to figure it out. 


“Zivek? Why are y—” 
“(Son of Lech... I... I do not understand].” 


The Ceremonial Hall dissolved into darkness. By the time the pair next blinked, another 
blinding flash of light forced them to cover their eyes. When their vision cleared, the fallen 
Destroyer and former assassin found themselves back in the desert. 


“Anise? You alright?” 
“I’m ok. Just... where are we?” 


The artist formerly known as Beerus surveyed the panorama: the spot where Castle Artois 
once stood was occupied by a structure resembling a looming ziggurat. Banners hung upon 
the walls featured an unknown coat of arms: a catlike eye, stylized like an Egyptian wedjat, 
gold iris ensconcing a scarlet slit for a pupil. 


“Zivek? You still there?” 


“[Son of Lech... this place stirs something in me. It is... faint. I know not how or why, but I 
feel... connected. I have been here before... wherefore are you headed? |.” 


“Wherever the trial takes us. We can’t leave till it’s over.” 

“(Why not enter the edifice before you? Perhaps we shall find what we seek within.” 
“I... well...” (Jo Anise). “What do you think?” 

“I’m not crazy about it, but...” (Sighs). “Let’s go. The sooner it ends, the better.” 


Footsteps already effaced by sand, the adventurers made for the ziggurat, only to stop in their 
tracks the moment a veiled figure exited the palace and literally walked right through them. 
The warrior formerly known as Beerus glanced at Anise, who in turn nodded her assent. 


From the entrance, Okocim and Lozada trailed the figure as it erratically zigzagged... or so it 
seemed. Bit over an hour later, the felines caught up with the wanderer just as he entered a 
lush forest of date palm trees. Ten minutes afterward, the figure and stragglers came across a 
hut constructed out of sun-dried bricks. 


“(This abode... I seem to remember...].” 


Zivek’s voice had yet to fade when the Sphygian and the Tien-Shin pupil went in after the 
figure. Save for an elegant bed, a pair of incense burners, and a table bearing a pitcher full of 
wine, silver cups, and a dinner of roasted fowl for two, there wasn’t much in the way of 
furniture within the chambers. Inside, another figure awaited, a female, visage concealed 
within an ornate veil, who then turned to the newcomer. 


(Translated from Ancient Sekhmetian). “{You are late}.” 


“{ Apologies, dearest. Father has sentries all over the ziggurat. I only eluded capture due to a 
magic spell of illusion I learnt}.” 


“{So it has come to this... several times have I warned you, my love...}.” 
“| That voice...].” 
“Zivek? Who are these people?” 


The Presence was about to speak when the female removed her veil. Before the wanderers 
stood an anthropomorphic feline, a young adult, from the looks of it, with prevalent serval 
heritage, intertwined with traces of tiger, puma, and other wild cats. Wearing a green-tinted 
kalasiris, the female sat on the bed after undoing her sandals, then prompted the wanderer to 
approach. 


The mysterious figure cast aside their veil, revealing a Sphygian male in his late teens, of 
mixed lion, leopard, and other such parentage. A platinum stud glimmered on his right ear by 
the time the male discarded his mantle, revealing a scarred warrior’s frame, naked save for a 
black and red kilt around the waist, and a pair of sandals, hastily cast aside as he approached 
the bed. 


“(The male... he... he is me!].” 
“What!?” 
“l That female... Zunia!].” 


All but removed from the world around them, the figures began to kiss, undress, and fondle 
one another. Visages smoldering the color of cinnabar, Okocim and Anise opted to make 
themselves scarce as the pair continued their foreplay. 


There was no time to ask questions. A platoon of armed soldiers barged into the scene, 
headed by another darkened figure. The latter was in the middle of kicking the door open 
when darkness overtook the pair once again. 


“Anise, Zivek!?” 
“I’m here, Cim!” 
“(I remain as well].” 


Radiance broke through. When the pair next opened their eyes, they found themselves back 
at the oasis. Foundations barely hanging on, the hut lied in ruin. Forest of palm trees long 
since charred, not a drop of water could be seen. Okocim put on his thinking cap. 


“I remember now. That place we were before... the Dead Gulch!” 


The next sight confirmed the suspicions of the fallen Hakaishin. A shady ravine yawned 
some five or six miles away, with an oasis awaiting just ahead. Anise gathered her mind. 


“We must’ve seen it as it was before, when Zunia and Zivek were alive.” 
Silence. 

“Zivek? You still there?” 

“[Zunia... she and I were... lovers!? This... this must be a mistake!].” 
The Tien-Shin pupil looked ahead. 


“It’s no mistake. Remember what Vados and Whis said. The Hall uncovers lost memories and 
wipes away false ones. All those events we’ve seen... they really happened. Okocim, I—” 


An earth-sundering roar cut her off, much to the Sphygian’s horror. 
“ASAHI!” 


Deaf to Anise’s screams, the former deity flew towards the oasis. Okocim had no need to 
scour his memory. The behemoth over the horizon had already decided his route. 


Anise was quick to follow. The Tien-Shin pupil could only marvel at the sight before her: a 
colossal abomination, resembling a cross between an ant and an earthworm, spewing venom 
from composite mandibles. 


Okocim Lech-Sa cuts through the air like a white-hot knife. Mind drowning under too many 
voices, the Sphygian fails to notice how his fur shines on and off in that intermittent silver 
glow from before. For all his efforts, the late Lord Beerus can’t pick up Asahi’s ki. 


“(Let Whis be wrong... just this once...|. ASAHI!” 


At last the young warrior spots her. The eldest child of Tusker bleeds all over, powerless to 
stop the acid from eating through her. 


Okocim’s too far away! He won’t reach her in time! 
“(There has to be another way!].” 
The gears in Okocim’s mind at last fall into place. 


“[Zen-Oh and Grand Priest warned it could be dangerous. My body may not be able to 
handle the strain... to hell with caution!]. GEN RUSH X20!” 


Echoes lingering in the air, Okocim Lech-Sa zips through the heavens. A silver star on the 
brink of death, sand, dunes, palm trees, ruins, it all becomes a blur as the son of Lech zeroes 
in on his target. 


“ASAHI!” 


Arms sprayed open, Okocim readies to carry her away! He’ll make it, even if it kills him! 


The former god makes contact... something’s wrong! Asahi’s not budging! Rather than pick 
her up, the warrior once named Beerus goes right through her, as if he were made out of air! 
The son of Lech makes to turn back as the world around him goes dark. 


When they next open their eyes, Okocim and Anise find themselves in yet another ink-dark 
abode, no light to be seen, other than at the rough center. Lozada screams. Lech-Sa follows 

the howl: the ex-assassin and the fallen god rush to the operating table, desperate to stop Dr. 
Gero! 


Anise hopes against all hope that the before and after she lived through won’t come to pass. 
Okocim is but a breath away from ripping out his own heart. 


Another flash of light takes them away from the scene. The pair are bombarded by too many 
images, much too fast, too disjointed to make any sense. 


They then watch as a weeping Beerus the Destroyer atomizes an entire planet full of 
Sphygians. A face among them catches Okocim’s attention before she and billions more 
resolve into ash. 


“KARASA!” 


Gero puts the finishing touches on his creation as the female and the Sphygians disintegrate. 
Rubbing sweat from his brow, the scientist turns away from the cat girl, shelving away her 
amputated arm, cochleae, eardrums, and assorted parts. 


The pair next hear and see young Okocim and Lanson weeping. The older boy’s teeth lie 
shattered, visage bleeding all over as Whis, Vados, and Afsnath barely manage to restrain a 
bellowing Tusker and the desert sands start to cake over Asahi’s body. 


(Translated from Standard Sekhmetian). “{THIS IS ALL YOUR FAULT! WHY DID I 
EVER LISTEN TO THE LIKES OF YOU!? MY DAUGHTER IS DEAD BECAUSE OF 
YOU, YOU LITTLE FUCKUP!}.” 


“{DON’T EVEN THINK ABOUT IT, LECH! TOUCH HIM AGAIN AND YOU’LL 
FOLLOW ASAHI TO OTHER WORLD!}.” 


“{MIND YOUR OWN FUCKING BUSINESS, BRULLE!}.” 


“{LADY AFSNATH IS RIGHT, LORD TUSKER! NONE OF THIS WILL BRING ASA— 
LADY SAPPORA BACK! l VE ALREADY ORDERED THE GUARDIAN OF EARTH TO 
LEND US THEIR WISHING SPHERES!}.” 


“{SHE’D BETTER COME BACK, BOY! SHE’D BETTER BE ALIVE BY SUNDOWN, 
OR YOU AND THAT HUNK OF LARD WILL—}.” 


“{THAT IS ENOUGH, LECH!}.” 


“{GET YOUR FUCKING HANDS OFF ME, YOU IMMATURE BITCH!}.” 


By the time Tusker knocks away Afsnath, Vados, and Whis with a single punch, a door slams 
open, letting in too much light too quickly. 


“There they are! Get them out of here!” 
Voices... the last thing the cat warriors discern, as their world grows dark, unforgiving... 
Two days later... 


A groaning Okocim gradually opened his eyes. Blinded by radiant slivers, the Sphygian 
allowed himself three or four seconds to adjust before sitting back up, much to the shock of 
Brulle, Lanson, Asahi, Anpurion, and Son Goku. 


“My son...” 


Powerless to escape his mother’s embrace, Okocim reached out as far as his mind would go. 
Everything was a blur, except... 


“Anise! Where is she!?” 
“She woke up yesterday. The first thing she did was ask about you.” 


Asahi had spoken. Rather than sorrow or bereavement, the sight of her aroused dejection in 
the disgraced warrior. 


(Translated from Standard Sekhmetian). “{Asahi... Im sorry... I tried, but I... I couldn’t save 
you. I’m sorry... I’m so sorry...}.” 


“*Okocim...}.” 


“4T... Pm the one who... who wanted to go to the oasis. I wouldn’t stop nagging you about it. 
If I... if I hadn’t been so selfish... you wouldn’t have died... we... we’d still be a family, 
and... y.” 


“{Okocim... no}.” 


The iciness in their sibling’s tone rattled the twin fallen Destroyers. Even Brulle, Anpurion, 
and Goku were taken aback. 


“{What happened that day was not your fault... and it wasn’t your fault either, Lanson }.” 
“{F-Father... he said... it... it should’ve been me... not you... y.” 
Asahi Lech-Se all but threw herself over her brothers. 


“{Don’t say that... don’t you ever say that. Father... he was wrong then, same as now. Cim, 
Lan... I took you guys to the oasis because 7 wanted to. Nobody forced me. It was the first 
decision I’d made on my own in literal ages. I was so scared before I worked up the courage 
to ask Mother and Father}.” (Brief pause). “{Little brothers... don’t do that to yourselves. 


Stop doing Father’s dirty work for him. It wasn’t your fault... it was... nobody’s fault...” 
(Brief pause). “Okocim... you need to look for Anise. She needs you...” 


“Where is she?” 
Goku took over. 
“She usually hangs out near the hospital entrance at this hour.” 


Okocim staggered back up. Floor practically frozen under his bare feet, the cat man barely 
took notice of the new gown he’d been fitted with over his yoga pants. Brulle had no time to 
call after her first son. He’d already taken to the air through a nearby balcony by the time she 
turned around. 


Much as he wanted to, the former Destroyer didn’t have it in him to call out for Anise: both 
of them had already had their fill of noise and tribulation to last them several lifetimes. 


It didn’t take long to find Lozada. Her energy signature placed her just ahead, underneath a 
giant elm. The Tien-Shin pupil barely had time to turn around before she found herself 
returning the Sphygian’s embrace. 


“Anise... are you alright?” 
“I’m better... what about you?” 
“PII be fine. What doesn’t kill me makes me stronger and all that.” 


A brief silence followed. Seating down at the foot of the tree, the dancer invited Okocim to 
do the same. 


“Cim... Pm sorry. What we saw in the Hall... how you suffered... I had no right to—” 


“Anise... there’s nothing for you to be sorry about... J asked to come along, remember?” 
(Brief pause). “I’m the one who should apologize. Those horrible things... I had no right... 
forcing you to...” 


“There’s nothing to forgive... I only got through the trial because of you. If you hadn’t been 
there...” 


“Yeah... you went through your own pain and mine. Anise... you were there with me... for 
me. Nobody’s ever done that before, except...” 


Further silence. A good six minutes went by before the dancer spoke again. 
“Cim... who is she? The female Beerus...” 
Looking at nothingness, the former Destroyer God felt increasingly numb. 


“Karasa... Karasa Mahram-Se. She... she was my best friend back in the good days. Later on, 
she became my betrothed. She... she was amazing. You would’ve liked her, An. Not to be 


creepy or anything, but you remind me... you remind me so much... of... of...” 
Powerless to contain himself, the Sphygian sobbed out loud. 
“W-We were going... to... to be married. Father... he... h—” 


Anise Lozada all but threw herself upon the fallen Destroyer. Caught unawares, the son of 
Lech nearly stiffened on his spot as he returned the embrace. 


“Tt’s ok... it’s ok...” 


Other than to cry or vent, the felines refrained from speaking. Fifteen minutes went by before 
the Nekoningan spoke anew. 


“Okocim... thank you.” 


“You shouldn't be thanking me. If I’d just gotten off my ass and done my fucking job, you 
wouldn’t have gone through all that.” 


“We don’t know that for certain. I wasn’t exactly innocent, either: I hated what the Don 
trained me to do... but I did it anyway.” 


“You were just a cub.” 

“That’s no excuse.” 

“You didn’t have any say in the matter.” 

“Neither did you.” 

The Sphygian looked upon his opened hands. 

“I... I was born... to bring destruction. I... ’ ve slaughtered billions.” 
“T lost count long ago.” 


“Father... he turned me into a monster, and I... I allowed him to. I... I could’ve... should’ve 
walked away... but I didn’t.” 


“Same as me, Cim... same as me. We can’t change what happened. All we can do now is be 
different... better. You and I, we’ll never be able to undo, much less atone, for what we did... 
but we can’t let that stop us. We have to go on, Cim. We... we have to take everything we 
learned, everything we did, everything we were, and use it for a better purpose. You wouldn’t 
want anyone else to go through what you did, right?” 


“Of course not! I wouldn’t wish my life on anybody!” 
“Cim... I.. 1...” 


Without so much as a warning, Anise’s lips fused with Okocim’s, whose brain took a while to 
process what was occurring. The late Lord Beerus had begun to drift away by the time a 


flustered Lozada backed off. 


Stare soft and easy, Okocim Lech-Sa smoothly reciprocated. Anise allowed the Sphygian to 
kiss her once, twice, thrice, four times, five, six... the feline warriors found themselves 
returned to the sea, bobbing up and down, like so much flotsam and jetsam... what a 
wonderful night to drift. 


Okocim took his sweet time removing Lozada’s cotton shirt, allowing the Tien-Shin pupil to 
do the same with his hospital gown. The felines drifted, merged, melted into the sea at 
intervals, sinking deeper the more they kissed, licked, caressed, jumped, sniffed one 
another... 


Stripped to their underwear, the pair made themselves comfortable. Reclined against the elm, 
a relaxed Okocim gestured at the female to come to him... Anise was all too happy to oblige. 


Having lost track of time and their surroundings, the felines throbbed, moaned, groaned, 
sighed in aching elation. Poets, philosophers, songsters... they all lied. Love, lust (or 
whatever else they had) wasn’t burning fire heralding peaceful bliss: it was searing acid, 
dollops of sweetness sour to the stomach, yet no less tantalizing. They realized as much by 
the time their loins throbbed, heaved, approached, and retracted nearly on their own. 


For all Anise and Okocim knew, they were no longer flesh and blood. At least for a moment, 
they thought of themselves as wax melting underneath crowns of flames, bodies softening, 
yielding, merging into one another, as time and space seemed to grind to an exuberant halt 
they wished would forever go on, beyond time and eternity... 


Later... 


It took a while for Anise to fully open her eyes. His clothes meshed with her own, Okocim 
laid next to her. 


The former assassin began to fall asleep. It wasn’t long before the warrior once known as 
God of Destruction Beerus yawned out loud. 


“Anise?” 

“I’m here, Cim. You good?” 

“Better’n good... what about you? Did you enjoy it?” 

“You were incredible... then again, you’ve had plenty of time to practice.” 
Okocim nearly laughed. 


“To be honest... I don’t even remember the last time I got laid. If I had to guess, it happened 
somewhere ‘round forty Earth years ago.” 


“Forty years... that’s almost half my age.” 


“Speakin’ of which... how old are you? You don’t mind me asking, do you?” 


“Twenty-two. What about you?” 

“Me? I don’t look a day over four thousand. That’s gotta count for something, right?” 
Anise chuckled. 

“Oh, it does... it definitely does.” (Brief pause). “We should probably head back inside.” 


“Yeah... everyone must be worried sick.” (Brief pause). “Anise... thank you... you know 
what I mean, right? Gods, you’re so warm. Get on top of me again, and I’1l manage without a 
blanket.” 


“You first, milord.” 
“Right behind you, milady.” 


Chuckling, purring softly, the couple eventually drifted into sleep. Thus did the early morn 
find them... 
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Will you revive from the chaos in my mind 
Where we still are bound together? 

Will you be there waiting by the gates of dawn 
When I close my eyes forever? 


Kamelot, “Forever” (2001) 


Enki: 


My face hurts... a lot. That’s how it’s been for the past couple of weeks. 


This fucked-up thing they fitted me with, this Drain Mask, it’s meant to suppress my 
memory. What little remains of the old me will fade away, sooner or later. I barely remember 
what I used to look like... before the Void Realm... before Kyma... before Enki... before 
Caron. 


Don’t remember much about my childhood. I can recall fragments... snippets. 


Pd run around everywhere in Geene’s temple. Mama and Papa would chase me, praying 
they’d catch me before I bumped into something. Mama... I can barely recall what you 
looked like... the way your voice sounded. 


Coming home from school, hanging out with Uncle Ciroc and Uncle Zumot... they’d take me 
out and celebrate my birthday, another (near)perfect report card, the time I got the third 


highest score on the University Entry Exams.. Why couldn’t they have been my dad? 


Papa... every day the same old shit: wake up before sunrise... chores... warmups... training... 
quick shower... breakfast... school... back home... homework... more training... another quick 
shower... bedtime... lather, rinse, repeat. 


Papa’s strong... he has a gift for fighting. Me, on the other hand... nothing I did was ever good 
enough: my punches were always too weak... my kicks never reached high enough... my 
parrying was never up to speed. 


“This isn’t good enough... it’s not even passable. Do it again.” 
“I am disappointed, Bokma... very disappointed.” 

“No son of mine will be a weakling!” 

“Get off your lazy ass and do something useful, boy!” 

“You have to do better than that!” 

“You have to be better than that!” 

That was my life for a century... a whole damn century. 


I didn’t have friends growing up. Papa wouldn’t let me. If he’d had his way, I’d never have 
left that stinking temple. I only got to go to school because Aunt Martinu and Uncle Ag 
wouldn’t stop nagging him about it. 


School had its share of problems, too. My classmates would go through... “stages.” It’d 
always start out the same way: they couldn’t stand girls, couldn’t stomach them no way, no 
how. Summer vacation came and went. Next thing I knew, they wouldn’t stop talking about 
them, the size of their breasts, how fine they were, how amazing they’d be in bed... 


I couldn’t relate. Being half-Kualuan and half-Doragonian, I was still a kid by the time most 
of my peers were in their mid-teens. Teachers, students, pretty much every jerk and their 
sister mistook me for a freshman on more than one occasion. 


One of the few things I hated about school, along with all that incessant talk about girls... and 
bullies. Shame Papa never found out his lessons didn’t go to waste... not completely. 


There were quite a few female Kualuans, even a handful of Doragonian girls, just about my 
age. I never saw the appeal. Wasn’t for lack of trying, either. I wanted to be near them. I 
wanted to like them. I wanted to fawn over them like the others did. it just didn’t happen. 


Took me years to realize it. I was interested in males, same way most of my classmates were 
interested in females. That’s how I met him: Remo. Half-Kualuan, half-Doragonian, just like 
me. 


I shouldn’t have done it. I shouldn’t have gotten close to him. 


Papa used to rant about it all the time, how “faggots” were the worst. They were all 
“degenerates,” “rapists,” “abominations.” When I was old enough, he sat me down to have 
“the talk.” Martinu, Ag, Zumot, Ciroc, all of them offered to do it... but he wouldn’t hear of 
it. The look on Papa’s face... the way he sweated and trembled the whole time, like he was 
being tortured with every word he spoke... the way he’d try to avoid my stare, all while not 
letting me escape his. 
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It wasn’t enough for him to get in my way, piss me off every chance he got. he also had to 
scare the crap out of me. 


I don’t know what I was thinking, the day Papa caught us. Me and Remo were on break from 
school. Braintrust that I was, I had the most brilliant idea ever. I took him on a sightseeing 
tour at Geene’s temple, once in a lifetime opportunity and all that. 


We got to my room and started fooling around soon as I locked the door. Papa was away on 
Destroyer business, so I figured it’d be alright... couldn’t have been more wrong. 


Geene all but blew up the door. Every bit of him crackled with Energy of Destruction. 
“GET YOUR FUCKING HANDS OFF MY SON!” 


Remo practically flew all the way outside. He barely had the presence of mind to put his 
pants back on before making himself scarce. 


“WHAT THE FUCK WERE YOU THINKING, BOY!? WHAT WERE YOU DOING WITH 
THAT FAGGOT!?” 


“HE’S NOT A FAGGOT! HE’S MY FRIEND AND—” 


“HE’S A FUCKING FAGGOT AND YOU KNOW IT! NO SON OF MINE WILL BEA 
FAGGOT! NOT NOW, NOT EVER!” 


“WHAT IF I AM!?” 


I could’ve sworn Papa flinched. Shame I couldn’t take a picture. He made like he was gonna 
hit me, then stormed off gods know where. 


I was sobbing for hours. If Aunt Martinu hadn’t arrived when she did... 


I didn’t see or hear from Remo for months. I tried to reach out when school started, but... he 
avoided me. He’d go out of his way to not be in the same place I happened to be. 


I really started to hate Papa afterward. I could count the days we didn t fight with one hand. 


Then it finally happened... the day I snapped. Papa had just got done mopping the floor with 
me. 


“You're getting sloppy, boy. Even my rookies can fight circles around you.” 


I said nothing. 


“You have to do better than this. I can’t protect you forever.” 

I kept my maw shut. 

“You have to take this seriously, Bokma. I have a whole universe to mind.” 
I began to walk away. 

“The fuck’re you going!?” 

He grabbed me by the shoulder. I could barely keep my anger in check. 
“Get your fucking hands off me.” 

“What!?” 

“You heard me.” 

“Bokma, I’m warning you...” 

“Your warnings... you know where you can shove ‘em.” 

“BOKMA!” 

I kept on walking. 

“GET BACK HERE, BOKMA!” 

I walked on. 

“ARE YOU FUCKING DEAF!? I TOLD TO—” 

“Shut the fuck up!” 

I didn’t dare face him. 

“THE FUCK’S WRONG WITH YOU!? WHAT WOULD YOUR MOTHER SAY!?” 
That did it. I had to get it off my chest. Gods knew I wouldn’t get another chance. 
“Fuck you, that’s what she’d say... what J say.” 


Next thing I knew, son of a bitch grabbed me by my hand. Little tighter, and he would’ve 
broken it. 


“LISTEN YOU—” 
“WHY THE FUCK SHOULD I!?” 


“PM YOUR FATHER!” 


“THAT’S YOUR FUCKING PROBLEM, NOT MINE! NOT ANYMORE!” 
Again I tried to leave... again he grabbed me. I couldn’t take it anymore. 
“I HATE YOU!” 


When I regained myself, I... I couldn’t believe it. Papa was on the floor, bleeding from the 
mouth, spitting out broken teeth all over the place! 


Pd done it! I finally hurt Geene the Annihilator! Then it dawned on me... what I’d just done. 
I ran away. Papa warped right in front of me. The crimson in his eyes... how it seared. 

No warning, no preamble... son of a bitch scratched me! 

Everything burned red. I punched him again, again, and again... 

“I HATE YOU!” 


I must’ve screamed loud enough to wake the dead. I ran past Martinu and Ag, bawling my 
eyes out. 


It must’ve been around lunchtime when I reached Ciroc’s place. I don’t remember what I 
said, what he said, what Aunt Elyx said. 


Papa showed up, Martinu and Ag hot on his tail. He was hollering loud enough for all of 
Universe 12 to hear him. 


Ciroc stepped outside. Next thing we knew, they’d gone to blows. Guy didn’t even break a 
sweat. 


“Elyx... give Bokma some food, then take him upstairs. He’ll be staying with us till further 
notice.” 


I didn’t catch Papa’s answer. I didn’t care to. 
A couple of weeks went by... no sign of Papa. I took a chance. 


“Ciroc... I need to speak with Uncle Zumot. I can’t stand being anywhere near Papa... I hate 
it.” 


“You sure about this, Bok? Moving to another universe...” 


“There’s nothing for me in Universe 12... Papa’s made sure of that. Ciroc... I need it. I need to 
get away from him.” 


I didn’t have to do much to convince Zumot, either. Like the rest of us, he’d had enough of 
Geene and his bullcrap. 


The day finally came. No sign of Geene. I said my goodbyes to Martinu, Ag, Elyx, and 
Ciroc, then begged Arak and Cukatail to get going before I lost my nerve. 


Life in Universe 5 wasn’t easy, but it was bearable (compared to the alternative). I enrolled at 
Pelter Academy, a private boarding school in Namroud, the capital city of Planet Nakhad, 
where Arak’s temple stood. 


I knew there’d be risks, so I asked Zumot if I could fly over and train with him every 
morning. I also promised I’d get a job and pay for my own stuff, or meet him halfway, at the 
very least... took a lot of persuasion, but I managed it. 


Zumot was a wonderful teacher. He was strict, but he wasn’t unreasonable. The fact he didn’t 
blow up at me whenever I fucked up (which happened quite often) definitely helped. 


Life went on. I managed to graduate four years ahead of everyone else. I wanted to enter 
university ASAP. The sooner I began, the sooner I’d finish. 


I could hardly wait... then it came. The worst day of my life. 


I was walking home from my shift. I was just about to turn the corner where my apartment 
was, when a bunch of hoodlums ambushed and drugged me. 


I dozed off... when I woke up, I was strapped to some kind of board. There were lots of 
people in white coats. One had just finished injecting some kind of serum into my veins. 


My body... it... burned. Bones... growing... shifting. I kept track of the changes by staring 
at a pail of water in my cell. After what seemed like forever and a day, it was over. 


My scales were still there, but I had a hard time seeing them under all those nasty feathers. I 
also had a beak. I spooked myself the first time I opened my new mouth... there were teeth 
everywhere. My new eyes... wonder if they scared Papa, too. 


They took me out of my cell. I met their leader: Sencha. She told me I had the Kyma... I 
didn’t even know what that was. She seemed so kind, so compassionate... it was all a lie. A 
huge, fucking lie. 


My training began immediately. Sencha entrusted me to her junior Adepts. Strangely enough, 
it was doable... no, more than that... I excelled. 


Then I met him: Caron. Just being near him made my skin crawl. Sencha and her students felt 
warm. They were clad in radiance, so to speak. 


Caron... fiend makes Kocha seem like a ball of sunshine. He’s a living... what, exactly? 
Living void, living black hole? Darkness... absolute darkness, infinite as space itself. 


Damn snake didn’t just beat me... he broke me... thrashed me. Not even Papa went that far. 
Then he... he ripped me out of my clothes, and he... 


I’m such an idiot. I... I’m so stupid. Soon I’Il forget, unless... 


Siddhar: 


My face is all itchy. Can’t even scratch myself, way I am now. This contraption, this mask... 
it... it makes me forget. 


Collect yourself, Zumot. Remember your training... center yourself. 


My suffering is mine, but I am not my suffering... my pain is mine, but I am not my pain... 
the light is mine, and I am the—NO! 


I won’t give in! I won’t yield! Not to Ruanzhi! Not to Baimao! 
My anger... my anger is... is mine. I... I am not... fear... I... not... I am... I... 
Fear leads to anger... I am angry. 


I was born an ill omen. Father... Mother... my siblings... my so-called family... they 
thought I was cursed. 


(Translated from Standard Nakhadian). “{The priest who officiated at your Naming 
Ceremony advised us to abandon you in the wilderness, or sell you to slavers... a pity we 
didn’t listen}.” 


Mother used to say that almost every day... fucking bitch. Shame Ksarak didn’t seal your 
mouth and your womb. 


Father... how can someone like you have sired someone like Avso? 


Anger leads to hate... I hate myself. It'd been eight or nine years since I was kidnapped and 
brought to Universe 9 as a slave. 


Nonleba ibn Rajang, my master, he wasn’t a good male... not even close. He slept with his 
slaves, male and female. Refusal was not an option. I had to... accompany him a few times 
during my first coupla years under his service. He was quick to punish, slow to forgive... a 
master through and through. He could also be kind, even compassionate... when it suited 
him. 


My captors made sure to disclose all my skills to potential buyers. My master wanted 
someone who could repair tools, furniture, pretty much anything, on demand, so he paid quite 
a pretty penny for me. Sonofabitch would remind me of it almost every day. 


(Translated from Tamil). “{Keep up the good work, Sambol. Those thirty balbeks I invested 
in you have more than paid for themselves}.” 


Much to my irritation, I became his right-hand man... sort of. I worked round the clock all 
year long. What little money I earned I saved, intent on buying back my freedom. So many 
times I wanted to give up, buy my weight’s worth in booze, and drown in it... but I held on. 


I knew I’d never return home, so I set out to make my new life as bearable as possible. Long 
as I remained a slave, long as I wore chains, I’d be at the mercy of another. I’d remain 
dishonored, less than a beast. I had to buy back my freedom, or die trying. 


That fateful day, I paid Nonleba’s price: ten thousand balbeks. In the presence of the local 
imam and a handful of others, my soon-to-be former master signed my bond. 


I was free. Eight long years after my arrival at Universe 9... 


I’ve forgotten many things throughout my centuries: the names of my fellow slaves... what 
Rajang’s singing sounded like... the smell of that cramped workshop, where I did most of my 
toiling. Yet even today, eons after the fact, I vividly recall Miswa’s smile, her joy when the 
imam pronounced me a free man. That’s when I knew... she’d taken a shine to me. Gods 
know how she didn’t gag in my presence, though, considering my odor problem. 


I stuck around Nonleba. Free or not, I was still stuck in a strange universe. I dared not set foot 
in “the savage heathen lands beyond the sea,” in Rajang’s words. 


Life went on as usual. I still answered to Nonleba, but now I—THE PAIN, THE PAIN, THE 
PAIN! I’ve had this migraine ever since Ruanzhi started working on me... 


Fucking stinking ape! He actually did what Baimao couldn’t! He broke through my mental 
barriers like they were made out of tissue paper! I spent eons meditating, sharpening my 
mind, honing my focus, making myself impervious to psychic seizure, and that brat just 
knocked them down, easy as snapping his fingers! 


Ciroc used to say I had a good head between my shoulders. He trusted me to teach Salmer all 
those skills ’d mastered... easier said than done. 


Salmer... I could feel your rage all the way home that day, when Bokma left Universe 12. 


You’d grown into a fine young male. You had your issues, but I was certain you’d work 
through them, that you’d be the father Bokma needed and the excellent Destroyer Bonak 
trained you to be... I was wrong. 


Coupla days after Ciroc gave you that beating, he contacted me and explained the situation, 
the mess you’d made of things. He then allowed Bok to speak to me. I'll never forget what he 
said. 


“Uncle Zumot... if it’s ok with you, if you approve... Pd like to move to Universe 5.” 
“Bokma... do you realize what you’re asking for?” 


“PII have to leave my home, my old life behind... not that I have much of one, anyway. P1 
get a job, pay for my own stuff, finish my education. I won’t bother you or anyone else. I 
won’t be a burden.” 


Kid lost it right there and then. He wept in front of us. 


“Papa barely lets me out of the temple. He forces me to train every day. I tried, but I just can’t 
do it. I can’t be what he wants me to be. I... I don’t wanna do this either, but Papa hates me, 
and I’m so fucking stupid, I—” 


“That’s enough, Bok.” (Brief pause). “If you’re sure this is what you want, I'll help you any 
way I can. Ill need time to prepare, though.” 


Both of us made good on our promises. I welcomed Bokma into Universe 5 and helped him 
settle in. 


The boy went out of his way to be useful, to be independent. He reminded me so much of 
you as a child, Salmer, when you’d stay and train with us, back when Samir and Muscat were 
around. 


I knew you were hard on the boy. It wasn’t my place to intervene, but I did. Gods forgive 
me... I should’ve done it sooner. 


You have no idea how much you disappointed me, Salmer Khaitan... you have no idea how 
much Ciroc and I failed you. Your time on Blood Sun, Tyree’s death, that whole mess with 
Bokma... 


I should’ve realized it... how much you were hurting... how much you were suffering. I can’t 
forgive what you did to your son, even though I understand why you did it. 


The boy deserved so much better... so did you. I failed both of you, like I failed Ciroc, like I 
failed Miswa... our children. 


It happened on the second year of our marriage. It was early in the morning, still dark. Tuak 
and Bali were three years old, and Giabel was still a tadpole. She was wailing out loud that 
night. It was my turn to care for her. 


I opened a window to let in fresh air. That’s when I saw the fire. 
(Translated from Tamil). “{THE FIELDS ARE ABLAZE!}.” 


The watchman’s scream still hung in the air by the time you leapt out of bed. You practically 
shoved me aside so you could see for yourself. 


“{TAKE GIABEL AND RUN! PLL FETCH THE BOYS!}.” 


I bolted out of our hut. Outside, I watched as my fellow slaves and freedmen got hacked to 
pieces by marauders. 


That’s when I saw him: Nonleba. He was running around like a madman, calling for his 
father, his children, when he was decapitated by a rider wielding a scimitar. Head still rolling 
in the dust, the corpse extended its arms towards me, as if begging to hold my spawn, then 
dropped, never to rise again. 


That’s when I heard the most excruciating howl of my life. Rajang ibn Gopal: he’d just 
witnessed the murder of his own son. 


The rider turned back and dashed towards me. Clutching Giabel, I ran as fast as my legs 
could carry me. 


Son of a bitch was about to catch us when something snapped in me: without a second 
thought, I zoomed towards the rider and punched him square in the face, watched as his teeth 
shattered to pieces, as he bled all over me and my spawn and tumbled into the ground. 


Rajang had just seen what I did. Trembling like a frightened child, the father of my former 
master scurried away into the fire. I never saw him again. 


“My love! }.” 


Miswa... you and the children were alive and well! I was so relieved once I handed Giabel to 
you and started searching for an escape route. 


Next thing I knew, we were blinded by a sudden flash. Smoke got in my eyes, nose, pretty 
much everywhere. 


I'd barely called out your name when a net lifted me off the ground. I went under after being 
struck by a heavy object. My head was on fire by the time I woke up. 


(Translated from Arabic). “{Good of you to rejoin us, dear boy}.” 


I gazed up at my captors: humans. The one who spoke to me was a bronze-skinned male with 
blond hair and brown eyes. 


“{ Are you sure we have the right guy? This fucker doesn’t look all that tough}.” 


I wanted to tell them to go fuck themselves, their mothers, their ancestors, their livestock, and 
whatnot, but I was too tired... too injured. I almost asked those assholes if they took you and 
our spawn as well. 


“{He’s our man. Lord Amstel will pay a pretty penny for him}.” 


God of Destruction Amstel XL, son of Sterren, of House Blackthorn... Sidra’s grandfather, if 
memory serves. Once they clasped a Suppression Collar on my neck, they threw me into a 
cell and left. 


“Hey.” 
I couldn’t believe it! It was the six-armed creep I fought in the barnyard! 
“Busted you too, huh? Sorry for not helping you up, man. I’m kinda tied up myself.” 


So he was. Guy was fitted with several Suppression Collars around his neck, ankles, all six 
wrists, as well as bound and chained with Sun Cutter, for good measure. It took me a while, 
but I managed to get up. 


“Looks like we’re gonna be stuck here for a while. Might as well introduce myself: Ciroc 
Musgrave.” 


“Zumot. Zumot al-Massaya.” 


“Al-Massaya? That your last name?” 


“My grandfather’s. Massaya was his given name, actually. I don’t really have a last name. 
They don’t use them where I’m from.” 


“Where’s that?” 

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.” 
“Tell me anyway.” 

“You're gonna think I’m crazy.” 


“Pal, I’ve seen people flying in the air, shoot energy from their hands, destroy whole cities 
with a snap of their fingers. Pretty sure your story’s gonna be pretty run of the mill compared 
to that.” 


“If you say so... I was born in another universe. My father, he’s... a very important male. He 
has many wives and children. I was the black sheep in the family, so to speak... they said I 
was cursed.” 


“How come?” 


“Nobody would tell me. Hell, my mother would rather feast on her own shit than speak to me 
without cursing the day Father bedded her. What about you?” 


“I was born a slave. Never knew my folks. Had like five or six masters throughout my life... 
lost count years ago. They... all of them... they wanted my... my strength. Some... some 
wanted... more... they... they used.... used me... to—” 


Without so much as a warning, my fellow prisoner vomited all over himself. 
“Ciroc!?” 


I wanted to scream, demand explanations, but I couldn’t find the words. I didn’t know it then, 
but— 


I have a visitor... Ruanzhi. 

“Greetings, Agent Siddhar. How farest thou?” 

I keep quiet. The less I see and hear of him, the better. 

“Art thou afeard, sirrah?” 

Again I keep quiet. 

“Why dost thou thus? If thou wilt not respond on thine own accord...” 


I can feel it. Ruanzhi’s tapping into the Aspect of Light. My memories, experiences, desires, 
everything that makes me who I am... he’s going to wipe it all out, then brainwash me into an 


Adept of the Light. 
I’m going to die in the worst possible way imaginable. There’s nothing I can do to prevent it. 


Miswa... Tuak... Bali... Giabel... Avso... Ciroc... Salmer... Bokma... Ali... Cukatail... 
help me... 


Abzu: 
My son hates me... how did everything go so wrong? 


My face... it hurts. This fucking mask... pricking my face, drawing blood everywhere. 
Kocha’s men, they fitted me into some kinda straitjacket. I can’t move my arms. My legs are 
bound to some kinda fetters, billion times heavier than the weights I used to lift back when I 
was training to be a Destroyer. 


I’ve only been in the Void Realm like four or five weeks, but it feels longer... way longer. 
Bokma... he’s been trapped here for eons... with him. Ty, Dassai, Ciroc, Martinu, Ag... you 
must hate me by now. Can’t say I blame you. 


Pd spent most of my childhood and teenage years training to become a God of Destruction. 
Training, studying, going on missions... that was my whole life for eons. I didn’t have much 
of a social life, or any friends, for that matter. 


I had two once: Tumak Samir, and Sabrat Muscat. We grew close when I stayed over at 
Universe 5 and trained under Arak. Those were some of the happiest years of my life. 


I nearly cried the day they graduated, when they told me they had to go home to fulfill their 
duties to their clans. That’s when I realized... they were getting older. They’d get married, 
have children, grow old, die. I’d barely aged since the day we met. Once I ascended, I’d stay 
the same... forever. 


I locked myself in a bathhouse. I made sure I didn’t come out till P’ d washed my face several 
times. 


I couldn’t be selfish. I had no right to ruin Samir and Muscat’s joy. I had no right to make a 
scene in Arak’s temple, in front of him and his Agents. 


I couldn’t let anyone catch me like that. Ciroc, he... he would’ve disowned me if he had... 
I’m sure of it. 


God of Destruction Bonak hated weakness... I hate it, too. All the worst moments of my life 
happened because of that: because I was weak... because I wasn’t strong, or good enough. 


I vowed to myself I’d never be weak again. Nobody would ever make me feel helpless... 
worthless... dirty... filthy... 


Ty... other than you, Martinu, Ag, and Zumot, nobody else has seen me cry. The night I told 
you everything, it was like a huge weight was lifted from my shoulders. You said I was one 


of the bravest people you’d ever met... truth is, I was shitting myself with fear the whole 
time. You would’ve laughed if you’d known. Who wouldn’t have? 


I realized something that day .I was happy when I was with you. For just a few moments... I 
felt good about myself. 


Was that the reason why I hung out with you? Am I really that shallow... that selfish? 


It started out innocently enough. We’d meet up outside of Bonak’s temple, after our training 
and work for the day was done. You have no idea how terrified I was, keeping our thing 
hidden from Martinu, Ciroc, and the others. It became easier to talk to you as the days went 
by. Hell, I started looking forward to it. 


Ty... you were so smart, a genius, even. Good thing Bok took more after you on that part. I... 
I was just so amazed by you, by everything you did. 


Not long after, we realized we had feelings for one another... I was so scared. I knew about 
sex... the basics, anyway... male mates with female, female gets pregnant, has offspring, etc. 


I froze the first time we tried. It was Blood Sun all over again. It reminded me of... those 
disgusting men. I sobbed in front of you, like the worm I was. 


“Ty... I... Pm sorry... I-I... Pm such a fucking coward...” 

“Salmer...” 

“I can’t be weak! I won’t be! I—” 

“Salmer... you are not weak. It’s not your fault. Let’s just take it easy for now.” 
How long did it take: a month, two, four, five? 

Then one night... it happened. 


It felt so good! I didn’t even feel dirty afterward! I was crying with happiness by the time you 
dozed off. 


We kept at it for a coupla more weeks. That’s when I realized... 


“We have to be careful, Ty. Ciroc will throw a fit if he finds out. He’s gonna notice it, how 
I’m not taking my training seriously, how I’ve been slacking off...” 


“Taking one or two days off is hardly slacking off, Salmer... and besides, Ciroc is not how 
you think he is.” 


“Tyree... promise me... he mustn’t find out. Nobody can.” 


You promised, if only to set me at ease. 


We cooked up a foolproof plan. After our training sessions and tasks were done, we’d sneak 
off elsewhere, train for two, three, four hours more on our own, away from prying eyes. 
Then, if we were both up for it, we’d sleep together. We were tired, sweaty, stank to high 
heaven... but damn if that wasn’t the best I’ve felt in my entire life. 


All was going well... till that day. We met at the time and place we’d agreed on. I could sense 
worry and fear in you. 


“Salmer... I’m pregnant.” 
I couldn’t believe it. I asked you to run it by me again five or six more times. 


Ty... when I heard you say that, I was so frightened... so... happy. I wanted to embrace you, 
kiss you till the morning dawned... then it hit me. 


“Tyree... we... we can’t do this... we can’t keep this child.” 
“T’m keeping it, Salmer.” 


“But why!? You’re young! You’ve got your whole life ahead of you! If we have this kid, you 
won’t be able to stay at Hayman! You’ll have to drop out!” 


“We don’t know that for certain. Times have changed, my love.” 


“Ty... I... I don’t want this! I don’t want you to spend the rest of your life cooking, cleaning, 
slaving after me, after children, after anyone! You’re meant for so much more than that!” 


“That’s very sweet of you, my love, but my mind’s made up. Like I said, times have changed. 
I’m sure we can figure something out.” 


It took us a while to come up with a plan. Me, I was just relieved we’d kept it a secret... or so 
I thought. 


I returned to Bonak’s temple late one night. There was no one in the main hall. I made for my 
quarters with utmost quiet... 


“Good t’see you, Khaitan.” 

Bonak! Martinu and Ag were with him! I had to play it cool. 

“Why’re you up this late, Bo—Ciroc? Thought you’d be dead tired by now.” 
“Something’s been keepin’ me up at night.” 

“T told you, my training’s going fine. I haven’t slacked off anymore, an—” 
“Wasn’t talking about that. Salmer... is there something you'd like to tell us?” 
I was melting under all that sweat. 


“N-No... I-I mean, no, everything’s fine. Now if you’ll excuse me...” 


I started going upstairs. 

“Did you decide?” 

“Decide what?” 

“A name.” 

I barely suppressed a gasp. 
“What are you talking about?” 


“Don’t play dumb with me, boy. I know about you and Dassai’s daughter. What are you 
going to do?” 


I hadn’t been that scared, that desperate in eons. I couldn’t let this go any further. Smirk on 
my face, I spoke without thinking. 


“Nothing. That’s what I’m gonna do: absolutely nothing. She squirmed the whole time, but I 
still had my way with her after I gagged her. She should’ve said something if she didn’t want 
me to fuck her. Isn’t that just awful?” 


I was ready to die right there and then. Ag was horrified, to say the least. Bonak and Martinu, 
on the other hand... 


“The only awful thing here is your lying, boy.” 

“What! ?” 

“T won’t ask again. What are you going to do?” 

I was trapped. There was only one other way out... 

“I... Pm going to support her... P11 help her raise our child. I realize what this means. P1 
have to drop out as Destroyer-in-training... I won’t be your heir anymore. I know you’ll hate 
me for it, but it’s what I have to do. I” 


“Don’t you dare!” 


That was the angriest I’d ever seen you, Ty. I considered myself a dead man right there and 
then. 


“You are not doing this, Salmer Khaitan! You are not going to throw away your life’s work! I 
won’t let you! PI raise the child by myself if I must, but you are not quitting! You’ll make an 
excellent Destroyer! I’m sure of it!” 

Bonak glowered at the two of us. 


“Ts that your final answer?” 


“Tt is mine.” 


“Tyree, I... ok... we'll do it... we’ll find a way.” 
That smirk on Ciroc’s face... 

“Congratulations. You both passed.” 

I was too flabbergasted to speak. 


“I had to make sure I picked the right guy to succeed me, Khaitan. What you’ve done today 
proves it. And you, Ty... Salmer here couldn’t have picked a better mate. I’m proud of the 
two of you.” (Brief pause). “That being said, I’d like to have a word with my heir... alone.’ 


That scowl of his... I was in for it now. Next thing I knew, we were outside, on the balcony. 
“The fuck were you thinking, boy!? Why the hell did you say you raped her!?” 
“I... I was scared. I thought you’d be angry at us... that you’d punish us.” 


“That’s why you lied!? You thought I was gonna hurt you!?” 


“T thought you were going to hurt Ty, so I... I figgered you’d punish me and spare her if I said 
that. I don’t know what I was thinking. I’m so stupid.” 


“No argument here.” (Brief pause). “Kid, I was a father of four (or was it five?) by the time I 
was like half your age. What the fuck made you think I’d punish the two of you for having 
sex?” 


“Tve seen it, Lord Bonak, how you punish perverts... degenerates. I had no business sleeping 
with Tyree. I’m a Destroyer-in-training. I... I’m supposed to be better than that.” 


“Salmer... you idiot. You fucking idiot...” 
I made to speak again, but Bonak wouldn’t let me. He was... laughing. 


“Salmer... you’re not a rapist, and you sure as hell aren t a degenerate. Did you really think I 
couldn’t tell the difference?” 


“I... I was scared... ashamed.” 


“Kid, there’s nothing for you to be ashamed of. What’s more, I’m happy for you.” (Sotto- 
voce). “(I was scared you’d be a faggot. Had good money riding on that. Guess I won the 
bet).” 


“What bet?” 


“I bet Zumot four-hundred billion gold you’d turn out... well, normal. He’s gonna be so 
pissed when I tell him he lost... big time.” 


Bonak’s laughter shattered the silence that night... 


The next months were difficult, to say the least. I still don’t know how you did it, how you 
kept up with your studies, your work, all while carrying our child... 


Then the day arrived. You went into labor. 
“C’mon Ty, you can do it! It’s almost out! Push, push, PUSH!” 


That’s about the only thing I remember saying to you that day. I was so nervous, I threw up 
my breakfast down the toilet... twice... 


Finally, after what seemed like forever, it was here... a beautiful egg, a little bit of you and me 
combined into one. 


Life! I was training to be a Destroyer God, and I created life! All those eons, and I still can’t 
wrap my head around that. 


The hatching... one layer broke, then the other, and the other... there he was... our beautiful 
boy, Ty. Ciroc, Zumot, Dassai, Arak, Martinu, Cukatail, Ag, they were all there. That’s when 
Zumot spoke. 


“Did you pick a name?” 

I thought it’d be best to let you answer. You always handled those things better than I. 
“Salmer and I talked it over, and we agreed on a name... Bokma.” 

Just then, I could’ve sworn I saw Dassai... crying. 

“Bokma? You mean...?” 


“Yes, Father. I’m naming our son after your brother... my uncle. He... he was always there 
for us... during the war... after Mother died. I... I wish he were here now.” 


Pd never seen you cry before. I sat close to you and took your hand. I wanted to say 
something, comfort you.. but nothing came out. 


The next coupla years went by... then it happened. The day you died. 


It was two or three years after Ciroc retired, after my ascension. Some kind of monster had 
broken through our universe and started wreaking havoc on Planet Dagon. 


I mobilized the Agents, gave orders to Martinu, Ag, and the other Kais, then turned to leave. 
“T’m coming with you.” 

I didn’t bother turning around. 

“Out of the question.” 


“Love, that beast is too dangerous! You and the others could die if you fight it all by 
yourselves!” 


“That’s a risk we have to take. Take Bokma and wait in the bunker. P1 let you out once it’s 
safe.” 


“Salmer...” 
“Don’t argue with me, Ty. Please... do it for our son.” 


I thought I’d gotten through to you. Me, Martinu, Ciroc, and the Agents headed out for 
Dagon. By the time we got there, that monster had killed over half a billion beings, 
devastated over a quarter of the city of Dunsan. 


The battle took forever. Even with Martinu and Ciroc’s help, we lost all but two of my 
Agents of Destruction. Ciroc lost his third arm and more than half of the skin on his face and 
torso. Martinu almost got killed herself. 


Finally, after two whole weeks of fighting, the creature was dead. Once Martinu healed me 
and the few survivors, I ordered her to use her powers to resurrect the dead. She tried once... 
nothing. Twice... still nothing. I lost count by the twentieth attempt or so. I’Il never forget it... 
the terror on her face... 


“Lord Geene... this creature is a demon. My powers of resurrection can’t bring back anyone 
slain by demonic beings.” 


Just then, her staff received an emergency transmission. 

“Salmer, are you there!? We’re under attack!” 

It was you. 

“Ty! Get out of there! Protect yourself, our son!” 

“Bokma is safe! We’re getting slaughtered! I have to—” 

“No, Tyree! You have to run!” 

“T love you, Salmer... now and forever.” 

TYI 

The transmission got cut off. Gods know how the hell I kept my cool. 


We headed back to Planet Derleth. Billions were under attack by smaller versions of the 
monster we killed. They were weaker, but there were a lot of them. 


I came so close to ditching Ciroc and the others to go rescue you, but I couldn’t bring myself 
to do it. Half a day went by... 


“WE CAN HANDLE THINGS HERE, KID! GO HELP TY AND THE OTHERS!” 


I could barely hear Ciroc over all that noise... screams... people dying. I ordered Martinu to 
teleport us back to Sathla. 


We... we were too late. There was nothing left of the city. 
“TY!? TYREE!” 


No answer. The creatures were dead... so were billions more. Me and Martinu looked 
everywhere... 


“Lord Geene...” 
An old Doragonian woman had spoken. She was holding... 
“BOKMA!” 


I thanked all the gods I knew of. I barely had enough self-control to give the boy to Martinu 
before I grabbed that female by the shoulders. 


“Where is she!? Where is the boy’s mother!? Her name is Tyree Jodhpur!” 


The woman kept silent. I was shaking her by then. If Martinu hadn’t stopped me, I would’ve 
killed her. 


“WHERE IS SHE!? TYREE JODHPUR! WHERE IS SHE!?” 
“Lord Geene... Lady Jodhpur... the others... they... they are...” 
The rest of that day... it’s all a blur. We spent the next four years rebuilding, burying the dead. 


Lots of victims turned up, but there was no trace of you. Nothing to bury, nothing to say 
goodbye to... 


I took off to Planet Namek. I barged into the Elder’s hut and ordered him to lend me their 
Wishing Spheres. 


“Lord Geene... I am sorry. My people and I mourn your loss and those of so many, but we 
cannot allow you to use the Spheres.” 
“The fuck’re you talking about!? We need to bring back those who died!” 


“We have lost many of our own as well. However, to resurrect them is beyond the power of 
our god, Nunu the Divine Sea Dragon.” 


I blacked out. When I woke up, Martinu told me I’d gone on a rampage, nearly killed the 
Elder and his whole stinking planet. She was just following my own orders: “Don’t let me go 
too far.” 


Bokma... I was scared I’d lose him, too. Destroyer God or not, I couldn’t be around him all 
the time. 


No matter how much I wanted to, I couldn’t protect our boy forever. I... I decided to train him 
myself, like Ciroc trained me. 


“This isn’t good enough. Do it again.” 

“You have to kick higher, Bok!” 

“Even rookies can do better than that!” 

“I’m disappointed, Bokma... very disappointed.” 

“You have to do better than that! You have to be better than that!” 

Ciroc used to scream that at me back in the day. I learned his lessons well... a little too well. 
The lad gave it his all. I realize that now. 


The day I caught him with that brat... I... I saw it, Ty. It was Universe 9, Blood Sun... all 
over again. I found them half-naked, sprawled on the bed. Our boy, he was... below him. 


“GET YOUR FUCKING HANDS OFF MY SON!” 


Thank the gods that kid (Remo, was it?) ran away when he did. A few seconds more, and I 
would’ve committed an atrocity. I wanted to hug Bokma, ask him if he was alright, but my 
tongue was faster than my brain. 


“WHAT THE FUCK WERE YOU THINKING, BOY!? WHAT WERE YOU DOING WITH 
THAT FAGGOT!?” 


“HE’S NOT A FAGGOT! HE’S MY FRIEND AND I>” 


“HE’S A FUCKING FAGGOT AND YOU KNOW IT! NO SON OF MINE WILL BEA 
FAGGOT! NOT NOW, NOT EVER!” 


“WHAT IF I AM!?” 


I... I was horrified, Ty. I had half a mind to pummel Bok stupid, purge the faggotry out of him 
by any means necessary... I took off. I needed time to think, to calm down. 


Martinu barged into my quarters later that day. I’d never seen her so angry before. 
“What happened between Bokma and you?” 

“That’s none of your concern.” 

“The boy was weeping in his room, Salmer.” 

“The name’s Geene. Remember it.” 


“He tried to slit his veins.” 


“He what!?” 

“I healed him just in time. I sent him to stay over with Ag until further notice.” 
“You did what!?” 

“Don’t make me repeat myself.” 

The way she shook her head. 

“You didn’t have to blow up on him like that.” 

“Are you fucking kidding me!? I couldn’t stand by and let my son be raped!” 
“He wasn’t raping him, Salmer. You know that.” 


“I won’t allow it. I didn’t raise no faggot. Bokma... he’s not gonna go down that path. I’m not 
gonna put my son through the same hell I grew up in.” 


“That’s exactly what you’re doing. You’re putting him through hell, and he doesn’t know 
why. You’re losing him.” 


“He has to know how to protect himself. End of discussion.” 
Martinu... if only I’d listened. 


It happened months later. I was berating the boy for some mistakes he made. He started to 
walk away. I tried to stop him. 


“Get your fucking hands off me.” 

“What! ?” 

“Don't make me repeat myself.” 

“Bokma, I'm warning you...” 

“Your warnings... you know where you can shove ‘em.” 

“BOKMA! GET BACK HERE, BOKMA! ARE YOU FUCKING DEAF!? I TOLD TO—” 
“Shut the fuck up!” 

“THE FUCK’S WRONG WITH YOU!? WHAT WOULD YOUR MOTHER SAY!?” 
“Fuck you, that’s what she’d say... what J say.” 

“LISTEN YOU—” 


“WHY THE FUCK SHOULD I!?” 


“PM YOUR FATHER!” 
“THAT’S YOUR FUCKING PROBLEM, NOT MINE! NOT ANYMORE! I HATE YOU!” 


The boy punched me square in the face and tried to run. I... I wasn’t thinking. I caught up to 
him, and IJ... I scratched him. 


Bok... he was bleeding all over. He started pounding me like a maniac. 
“I HATE YOU! I FUCKING HAAAAAAAAAATE YOUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUU!” 


The boy escaped. I was too stunned to chase him. It took me at least five minutes to get 
going. 


I bumped into Ag and Martinu on the way out. I’d never seen them so angry... especially Ag. 


Ciroc... Bok would go to him, like he’d done before. Ignoring everyone else around me, I 
practically warped to his house. 


“COME ON OUT, BOKMA! YOU DON’T GET TO HIDE BEHIND CIROC! NOT 
TODAY! NOT ANYMORE!” 


Ciroc came out and shut the door behind him, the most pissed I’d seen him in ages. 
“Salmer...” 
“Out of my way, Musgrave.” 


“Not until you calm the fuck down. Now take a deep breath and tell me... what the hell is 
going on?” 


“My son and I... we quarreled. We both lost our temper... that’s all.” 

“Those scratches on his face... what did the boy do to deserve them?” 

“That’s none of your business.” 

“Salmer...” 

“The name’s Geene. Don’t act like you ’re innocent. You did worse when I—” 
“Don’t make me ask again, Khaitan. Why did you hurt him?” 


“He... he disrespected me, his father. Lousy brat’s forgotten his place. PI be damned if I 
don’t remind him of it.” 


A brief silence followed. 
“I’m disappointed, Salmer... very disappointed.” 


“WHAT!?” 


“Don’t take that tone with me, boy! Now here’s what you’re going to do. You’re going to 
march your scaly ass back to your temple and stay put till you calm down. We’ll talk when y 
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“OUT OF MY WAY!” 


I fucked up royally... again. I attacked Ciroc. Before I even blinked, he tossed me around like 
a ragdoll, snapped over half my ribs, pinned me to the ground, then immobilized me with all 
six arms. 


“Elyx... give Bokma some food, then take him upstairs. He’ll be staying with us till further 
notice.” 


“COME OUT RIGHT NOW, BOY! PM NOT THROUGH WITH YOU YET!” 

“Save it, Khaitan. You’re not laying another finger on him.” 

“GET OFF ME!” 

“If you ever go anywhere near the boy again, I’ll turn you inside out asshole first... slowly.” 
“SCREW YOU!” 

Musgrave... son of a bitch snapped a coupla more ribs. 


“Watch how you speak to me. You may be a Destroyer, but I won’t let that stop me from 
tearing you a new one.” 


Ciroc Musgrave... the male who rescued me from Blood Sun, saved me from the Shithole 
Universe I was born in, gave me a home, a purpose... I didn’t speak to him again. 


I went home. Two, three weeks went by. No sign of Bokma. 


Martinu kept an eye on me. If I’d so much as hinted I wanted to bring the boy home, she 
would’ve finished what Ciroc started. 


Then one day... she told me. 

“Bokma has left Universe 12.” 

“HE WHAT!?” 

“Lord Arak graciously agreed to receive him into Universe 5.” 


I grabbed Martinu by the shoulders and barked at her to put me through to Arak. PI never 
forget the look on his face. 


“Greetings, Lord Geene. To what do we owe this pleasure?” 


“Cut the crap, Arak. You know what I’m here for. I want to speak to Bokma.” 


“Bokma is sleeping in his quarters. He requested—” 

“Enough bullshit! I demand to see my son right now!” 

“You are in no position to demand anything.” 

“I won’t warn you again, Zumot...” 

“You dare threaten me, boy?" 

“RETURN HIM RIGHT NOW!” 

“DON’T TAKE THAT TONE WITH ME, YOUNG MALE!” 

Pd lost count of how many deep breaths he took by the time he spoke again. 


“Listen carefully, Geene: Bokma is my guest. He’s welcome to stay in Universe 5 for as long 
as he likes. My universe, my rules. Now, I detest unnecessary violence. I make sure not to 
destroy or injure on a whim, or on the grip of emotion. However, if you so much as breathe in 
the boy’s general direction, I will take your life. Should you act against us or our universe, I 
will retaliate as I see fit. Much as I loathe the thought of going to war against my godson and 
his universe, I'll do so if I deem it necessary.” 


“You wouldn’t dare.” 
“I’m not one to make idle threats. You know that.” 
That face he made. He all but howled at me without making a peep. 


“I am so disappointed in you, Salmer Khaitan. You have no idea how much you’ve scarred 
that boy. Ciroc, Martinu, Ag... we taught you better than that... or so I believed. I'll care for 
the lad, help him any way I can. He’ll lack nothing. He’ll not be harmed in any way.” 


“You...” 


“If you disagree with these terms, we can continue this discussion before the Omni-King 
himself.” 


“Sonofa...” 

“This conversation is over.” 

I didn’t speak to Zumot again, either... till that day. 
“Bokma has gone missing!” 


Me, Zumot, Ciroc, Elyx, we looked everywhere... his neighborhood, every single town, city, 
every planet, every galaxy, every Other World in the Multiverse. We scoured every lead. 


Our son was gone, Ty. Nothing left of him... nothing at all. Our son, your greatest gift... Z hurt 
him. / did this to him. 


Every part of my body aches. I can’t move a muscle. I want to tear my own flesh off. I want 
to Hakai myself. If Zen-Oh and Grand Priest were here, I’d beg them to erase me. 


I... I drove our son away... to him... fucking snake. All this time... my fault... my own 
fucking fault. 


The pain, the torture, the humiliation... I deserve it. No... I deserve far worse. 


My son hates me, and I don’t blame him... at all. 
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The Absolute Space-Time Realm... 


Anise Lozada could hardly believe it. Half a year had already gone by. Assuming Zen-Oh 
spoke truth, that meant it’d be somewhere around midday outside. 


“Three years in here... three days out there.” 
“You said somethin’, An?” 
“Never mind, Cim. Just thinking out loud.” 


Okocim Lech-Sa leapt out of bed. Naked save for a pair of boxers, the Sphygian stretched to 
his heart’s content before a rapt Lozada, who nearly slapped herself back to reality. 


Flustered as she was before the former deity’s back, the Tien-Shin pupil had enough self- 
possession to get out of bed, head to the nearby bathroom, and lock the door behind her. She 
was a young adult, after all. That draconic ocean of hormones called “adolescence” was quite 
behind her, after all... right? 


“Anise?” 


“Yeah?” 

“PII be dressed in a flash, then I’ Il tidy up a bit and see myself out.” 

“Ok. You alright?” 

“Define ‘alright’.” 

“Cim...” 

“Just kidding... woke up in such a good mood today. Save ya a seat at the mess hall.” 
“Sure.” 


With that, the fallen Destroyer saw himself out. Outside, the artist formerly known as Beerus 
stared into the skies above. 


“[What a lovely day to be alive...].” 
“Morning...” 


The man once known as God of Destruction Sidra waved, followed by Lavender and Basil 
Mead. 


“Morning, guys. Ready for your trial?” 

“As we’ ll ever be.” 

“You don’t have to do this, Sidra.” 

“I have to, Basil. I want to remember... I must. You two, on the other hand...” 
“Dream on, old man! Yov’re not going in there by yourself, and that’s final.” 
“Lavender... you know what’s inside...” 


“Can’t be any worse than my nightmares... ‘sides, chances are we’re gonna run into that 
fucking snake again, anyway. If I’m gonna panic, I’d rather do it now than later, if you catch 
my drift.” 


“Catch your drift?” 
“If you see where I’m coming from...” (Brief pause). “If you know what I mean.” 
“Oh.” 


The mutated Heranian ventured a look at the late Lord Beerus. The late Lord Sidra was about 
to speak, only to hold his peace as Basil stepped forward. 


“Let’s go. The sooner it begins, the sooner it ends.” 


Thus, the trio from the Improvised Universe went on their way. 

“Yeah... good luck.” 

Okocim took to the mess hall. It’d be some time before Anise would join them, so— 
“Lanson...” 


Sparing a disdainful glance at his twin, the disgraced Hakaishin from the Universe of 
Challengers picked up his tray and sat some three or four tables away. The late Lord Beerus 
caught himself just when he was about to speak. No sense making a scene in front of Zen-Oh 
and the rest. 


“[No sense making a scene in front of Zen-Oh and the rest. Damn, third time this week...].” 
An hour and a half later... 

“Gather the ki around the palm of your hand.” 

Okocim and the others followed suit. 

“(Lanson... whats going on? Why’re you—].” 

“Lech-Sa!” 

“AH-Huh!?” 

“Concentrate.” 

“Apologies, Your Eminence.” 

The Sphygian sought his center. 


“[Calm down... relax... focus... c’mon, you little fuckup, FUCKING FOCUS! Forget about 
Lanson, Anise, whatever! You have to get this right! You have to... you... you have—].” 


“Lech-Sa!” 


The fallen deity came crashing down back to the real world. The Omni-King and the others 
were a good six meters farther away than he remembered. 


“Get ahold of yourself! You’re doing it again!” 
“Doing wha—” 


Another day, another explosion. Once more covered in soot, the artist formerly known as 
Beerus fainted, much to the vexation of a facepalming King of All. 


“We need him, I said... he’s one of the chosen, I said... we can train him, I said...” 


Having ordered Grand Priest to take the other three Failures and continue training elsewhere, 
Zen-Oh summoned his healing magics anew, while giving the late Lord Beerus yet another 
stink eye. 


“Your Eminence... I’m so sorry. I’m so stu—” 

“Lech-Sa... no. Don’t go there.” 

“T-[’m sorry, I-I—” 

“And stop apologizing! It’s freaking annoying!” 

A knock on the door. The chief deity and the Sphygian turned to the entrance. 

“What do you want, Musgrave?” 

“Everything alright, Sir? We heard an explosion and—” 

“Oh, you heard it too, huh? Whoop-dee-freaking-doo.” (Brief pause). “Well? You got 
something to say, or are you just gonna stand there all day, like an idiot?” (Brief pause). “I 
need a break from all this... we’ll try again after lunch, Lech-Sa. Get some sparring done or 
something till then. Make yourself useful for once in your stinking life.” 


“Sir...” 


“Think before you open that huge maw of yours, Ciroc. I’ve had my fill of bullshit for 
today.” 


“Sir, ’ve been thinking... why don’t you let me and the others supervise Okocim’s training? 
Me, ‘Patia, Noilly, Krup, we’re experienced enough. You said so yourself.” 


“This isn’t a game. Lech-Sa and that pesky problem of his have vexed us for far too long. If 
me and Grand Priest are having trouble with him...” 


“Sir, please... if a meathead like me can master the Sil—Gen Ki, so can he.” 


“You sure you’re up to this?” (Brief pause). “Fine... have it your way. I don’t care how you 
do it. Make it happen. Don’t let me down, Musgrave.” 


The King of All warped out of the room. A bewildered Okocim nearly slapped himself back 
to the waking world. 


“Let’s get going, kid. We’re burning daylight.” 
Later... 
“This is the place. I’ll give you a coupla minutes to get reacquainted with everyone.” 


Ciroc Musgrave made himself scarce. Okocim failed to repress an anxious gulp. 


“| These people... Mule, Jerez, and Vermoud’s predecessors! They... they died eons ago... and 
yet...].” 


Grinning sheepishly, the late Lord Beerus barely managed a timid wave. 
“Uh... h-hi.” 
“Son of Lech... it has been a long time.” 


One of the group, a vermillion-brown, black-spotted skinned humanoid male who spoke with 
a thick Russian accent, advanced towards the feline warrior. This 2.13 meter-long fellow 
sported a warrior’s build underneath sweat-drenched military training fatigues. 


The disgraced Hakaishin from the Universe of Trust discreetly gaped as he removed his shirt, 
then discarded it after wiping himself with it, paying little mind to the halo above his head. 
Taut rugged arms, pectorals, and abdominals in full view, the warrior’s clicking mandibles 
reminded Okocim of ants, spiders, scorpions, and sundry creepy crawlers. No doubt about it. 
This fellow, this (Yautja, was it?) was no other than... 


“L-Lord Haku...” 

“Address me as Krupnik, young one. God of Destruction Haku perished eons ago.” 
“O-ok... Krup.” 

“Krupnik. Musgrave alone may use that other name.” 

“R-right... s-sorry... I-I...” 

“Merciful gods, Sobieski, lighten up already! You’re making the boy nervous.” 
“He is no boy, Aguirre. He is nearly as old as us.” 


“Well, I still see him as that sweet little boy from back in the day. You’ve made quite a name 
for yourself, Okocim.” 


The Sphygian barely had the presence of mind to sheepishly wave before the new arrival. 
“R-Right, right... l-long time no see, Lady Riccadonna.” 
“Call me Noilly. No need for formalities, sweetie.” 


Once known as Goddess of Destruction Riccadonna of Universe 11, Noilly Aguirre, herself a 
Tarokian like her successor, stood a respectable 1.5 meters, give or take a couple of inches. 
Bun-tied ebony hair frizzed after a long night and day of training, lean athletic build 
accentuated by military fatigues similar to Asahi’s, Vermoud’s antecessor flashed a saucy 
smile as the third member of the group approached. 


“Enough prattle. We have several tasks to carry out.” 


“Would it kill you to lighten up, Hypatia?” 


“It most certainly wouldn’t kill you to take things seriously from time to time, Aguirre. Gods 
know how someone so lackadaisical proved worthy of ascending.” 


“Don’t get snappy with me, sweetheart. My universe outranked yours during my reign. Still 
does, if Zen-Oh’s standards are to be believed.” 


The former deities bickered for a good five or six minutes. Groaning out loud, Krupnik bid 
Okocim to sit down with his legs crossed. 


“Clear your mind. Block out all chatter.” 

Best efforts notwithstanding, the Sphygian’s performance left much to be desired. 
“How does he eat with that mouth!?].” 

“Find your center.” 

“| How is he not drooling all over himself!?].” 

Nothing. 

“Do not concern yourself with the world around you.” 

“| Those pecs... I wonder what it’d feel like rubbing th—FOCUS, OKOCIM, FOCUS‘.” 
Still nothing. 

“The power is already yours. You need only bring it forth.” 


Nothing still. Grumbling to himself, Krupnik Sobieski headed towards the duo. The former 
Lord Haku was about to shout when Hypatia’s rebuke forestalled all others. 


“We have no time for this nonsense, Aguirre! My daughter is imprisoned in the Void Realm! 
Every minute we waste prolongs her suffering!” 


“Worrying and fretting won’t help anyone! We need to keep a clear head if w—” 
“Don’t tell me what to do, you vexatious strumpet!” 
“Don’t take your anger out on me, you self-righteous pornocrat!” 


Ears twitching under litanies of vile epithets and recriminations, the artist formerly known as 
Beerus gaped before Jerez’s mother as he’d done eons before. Skin tone a few shades darker 
than her daughter’s, Hypatia al-Shedeh bristled before her fellow former deities. Holding on 
to her mace-axe, the ex-goddess’s tense posture further accentuated her athletic rectangular 
build as a newly arrived Ciroc turned to Krupnik. 


“Fuck’s goin’ on, man? Why haven’t y—” 


Mule’s predecessor glanced behind in the direction of Noilly and Hypatia. 
“Theirs is not my fight. Besides, I know better than to anger Spear-Wielder Doza.” 
“Fair enough. You two might wanna cover your ears...” 


The moment Sobieski and the son of Lech complied, the Asurendran yelled at the top of his 
lungs. 


“QUIET! BOTH OF YOU SHUT THE FUCK UP RIGHT NOW!” 

And so they did. Doza and Riccadonna were not amused. 

“Now that I got yer attention... let’s get started on Okocim’s training, shall we?” 
Hours later, at dusk... 

“Concentrate...” 


Voice carried by the evening breeze, Ciroc Musgrave stole a side glance at his new pupil. The 
artist formerly known as Beerus seemed at ease. 


“(I’m doing it! I’m really doing it!].” 

“That's it... relax... focus...” 

“Gotta stay calm... focus... focus...].” 

“That’s how it’s done. Little more...” 

“TC’mon... almost there... al—shit-oh-shit-shit!]. Ah... ah... ACHOO!” 


Another day, another explosion. When the dust settled, an unamused, zoot-stained Ciroc 
blinked a couple of times. Having cleaned himself up with a nearby towel, the Asurendran 
glowered before the shamefaced Sphygian. 


“Think we should call it a day. Go get some grub at the mess hall. We’ll spar after dinner.” 


Gargantuan frame aloft, the warrior once known as God of Destruction Bonak began to head 
out, only to stop near the threshold. 


“You're getting better, kid. Took me ages to master the Silver Ki. Hardly a day went by when 
Zen-Oh and the others didn’t go home with soot and crap all over them... hell, I’d say you’re 
doing a helluva lot better than me.” 


Okocim rose to his full height. 
“Do you really mean that?” 


Musgrave turned around. 


“Trust me on this one. I don’t give praise if it ain’t earned.” 


Sorrow etched upon his visage, thumbs awkwardly touching, the former Destroyer from 
Universe 12 vainly looked away. 


“Ciroc? A-Are you ok?” 


“Sorry “bout that... let my mind wander. Bad habit of mine. Nolet, guy who came before me, 
he’d give me hell fer it.” (Brief pause). “So how you’ve been doin’?” 


“Me? Hangin’ on, I guess. Been struggling with Gen Ki somethin’ fierce... of course, you 
already knew that.” 


One graceless grin later, the Sphygian frowned as well. 


“Tve always been terrible at manipulating energy. Mother and Father tried their best, but they 
couldn’t get anywhere. Wasn’t till Whis took over that I began to improve. It’d become 
second nature to me by the time I was a god. When Zen-Oh made me mortal, he undid all 
those eons of work in a matter of seconds.” (Chuckles). “Pathetic, isn’t it? All this time, all 
those eons, and I’m still struggling with it. Whole Universe is at stake, and I can’t stop 
fucking up. I—” 


“That’ll do, kid. I know where you’re coming from. I’ve fucked up too, much more than I’d 
care to admit. Comes with the territory. Nobody goes through life without screwing up one 
way or another... but you can’t let it get to you. You can’t fall into that trap: hating yourself, 
calling yourself stupid, torturing yourself for what you did, what others did to you... surefire 
way to waste your life.” (Brief pause). “Heard you took a trial at the Roof of Dissemblance.” 


“Come again?” 
“Y’know... that place you were in with that cat lady friend of yours.” 


“O-Oh, you mean the Hall of Remembrance. Y-Yeah, about that... all I did was keep Anise 
company.” 


“Don’t sell yourself short. Putting yourself through that took guts.” 


“T-It was nothing, r-really. Anise handled it a whole lot better.” (Brief pause). “I was scared 
the whole time. Anise, she... she saw me, at my worst, my lowest point. I... I saw her at her 
worst. I’m still surprised she doesn’t hate me.” 


“There’s more to it than that... you love her, don’t you?” 


“W-Well, yeah... she’s amazing, Ciroc. I saw the shitstorm (pardon my language) she went 
through back at the Hall. She’s so brave, so strong... the opposite of me.” 


“Bullshit.” 


“Eh?” 


“You should be proud of yourself, Okocim. Not many people can pick themselves up after 
suffering the way you and Lozada did. That takes guts... no... somethin’ more’n guts. Same 
reason not just anybody can be a God of Destruction. Takes someone like you, me, Krup, 
Noilly, ‘Patia... someone... uh...” 


“Evil?” 
Musgrave sternly shook his head. 
“No, not evil... damaged... broken.” 


“So you know, huh? How I fucked up royally the whole time I was a god? If only... if only I 
could... gods, I’m so fucking stupid!” 


“None of that! Don’t fall into that whole shoulda-woulda-coulda crap. Just a fucking waste of 
time and energy. Believe me, I can vouch for that.” (Brief pause). “Got my own regrets, too. 
Salmer... I made so many mistakes with him.” 


“W-What are you talking about? Geene’s an excellent Destroyer! His universe was spared 
from the Tournament and—” 


“That’s not what I’m talkin’ about.” 


Just then, Ciroc’s expression soured with a regretful grief Okocim hadn’t thought him 
capable of feeling, let alone articulating. 


“I let him down, Okocim. Salmer... he went through hell and back way too many fucking 
times. He lost people he loved, screwed them over without meaning to. He... he was hurting, 
heartbroken, and I... I wasn’t there for him when he needed me.” 


“Ciroc...” 
“I... I wish I’d handled things differently... I—” 


Sparing not so much as a breath, Musgrave slapped himself hard, much to the Sphygian’s 
concern. 


“Sorry you had t’see that. Had to get my shit together somehow. Let’s get you some grub alr 
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“MURDERER!” 


A series of explosions rocked the Absolute Space-Time Realm. The former Destroyers didn’t 
have to look for ground zero: two columns of seething silver ki led the way. Much to the 
feline’s horror, within those columns were— 


“SIDRA! QUITELA!”’ 


Okocim and Ciroc fly to the area. Son Goku, Earth’s warriors, their pupils, and the 
Predecessors make their way as the mutated Heranian and the Naatsusian tear the heavens 


and each other asunder. 


The artist formerly known as Beerus steals a glance: Sidra has assumed the form he unlocked 
on the day the Z-Fighters confronted Conium Marathos. However, rather than a powered up 
version of himself, the fallen Hakaishin from the Improvised Universe resembles a demonic 
wild boar meshed with a humanoid leonine creature. Tusks grown nearly the size of his head, 
Sidra’s silvery bristling fur crackles with electricity. 


For his part, Quitela’s fur now shimmers like flaming argent. Eyes alight as galvanized white 
amethyst, the Naatsusian’s Channel Ducts furiously blaze an ominous gold as he fires... two 
Special Beam Cannons? 


Almost, but not quite. Instead of straight energy beams, the rodent summons chain-shaped, 
spiked ki tendrils with which he lashes out against a bellowing Sidra. The mutated Heranian 
stops hollering long enough to catch the chains with both hands and violently jerk the 
devious mouse towards himself in time to blast him with a Mouth Energy Wave. 


In the blink of an eye, Riazul Sauza manifests a platinum-toned ki construct resembling a 
gigantic circular shield. The impact splits the wave into several smaller ones, all of which fall 
to the ground, scattering the Z-Fighters and other onlookers. 


Okocim barely stops himself from yelling at the pair. Son Goku and the others finally reach 
them. Once everyone’s present and accounted for, Anise and Okocim exchange a short-lived 
glance as Goku looks to the clash at the skies above. 


“Sidra and Quitela are gonna kill each other! We have to stop them before it’s too late!” 
“Out of the question, Kakarot.” 

“But Raditz—” 

“Sidra’s gone berserk. None of us are strong enough to restrain him. We need a plan.” 
Nappa speaks his mind. 

“I say we gang up on him! We’ll stand a chance if we go in with Super Saiyan Blue!” 
Vegeta shakes his head. 

“That won’t be enough. I can’t believe I’m saying this, but we’re going to need help.” 
“That’s where J come in.” 


The group turns toward Rumush. Lance in hand, clad in full armor, the Gajan resolutely faces 
the group. 


“T have a plan. It’s risky, but it just might work. Listen up: Ciroc, Noilly, Krupnik, Hypatia, I 
need you to engage Sidra directly. You four have already mastered Gen Ki, so you have the 
best chance of surviving long enough for me to step in.” 


A bemused Sobieski preps his weapons and gear. 
“What is your intent, son of Apo?” 


“T know a technique that can weaken Sidra long enough for us to subdue him. Problem is, 
I’m gonna need at least five minutes to get it ready.” 


“F-Five m-minutes!? W-We d-d-don’t h-have f-five seconds, let alone f-f-f-five m-m- 
minutes!” 


“We’ll have to make do, Lanson. Here’s the plan: Noilly, Hypatia, Krupnik, Ciroc, power up 
as much as you can and intercept Sidra. Goku, Vegeta, Raditz, Nappa, Tien-Shin Trio, 
Okocim, Lanson, I’m gonna need you to get Quitela to safety. After that, you’re to disorient 
Sidra, make him waste energy. Do whatever it takes to stall him. In the meantime...” 


To the wonder of all involved, Bael splits his lance into two equal halves and bids them float. 


“PII need to sit this one out. Jayantha here will have to pick up the slack. I’Il divert as much 
of my own strength as possible to aid you, but my focus must remain on the technique. You’ll 
hear from me soon.” 


Okocim steals a glance toward Quitela’s direction as the group heads to the fray. The fleeing 
ex-Destroyer from the Universe of Conspiracy is drenched in blood. Having assumed the 
form he unlocked after grafting Android 21’s ki, Riazul Sauza devotes his remaining energy 
to mending his battered body. The healing seems to be going fast, but it’ Il all be for nothing if 
his opponent catches him. 


Earth’s warriors intercept Sidra just as he’s about to grab Sauza. The Z-Fighters see to the 
bludgeoned mouse as dark clouds slowly gather. 


“OUT OF MY WAY! PLL GUT THAT FUCKING BRAT IF IT’S THE LAST THING I 
DO!” 


Bonak is not amused. 
“STAND DOWN, KILKEN!” 


Nearby, the mother of Jerez aims a silvery energy blast at the son of Bantam. Stance 
attentive, Musgrave keeps going. 


“Now take a deep breath and tell us: what the hell’s going on? Why’d you attack Sauza?” 
“HE’S A MURDERER!” 

“NO, PM NOT!” 

“YOU KNOW WHAT YOU DID! DON’T DENY IT, YOU LITTLE PISS-STAIN!” 


“Kilken, enough!” 


Noilly Aguirre has taken over. Energy Cards ablaze, Vermoud’s predecessor stares into the 
eyes of the rogue warrior. 


“You called Riazul a murderer. Who did he kill?” 

The lip of the mutated Heranian quivers. Demonic eyes tremble for all of one second. 
“Everyone...” 

In tears by now, the late Lord Sidra gazes upon his bloodied claws. 


“He... I... I killed... everyone. H-He... he lied to me... before the Tournament. He told me 
Universe 7 was plotting against us, so he talked me into having their best warriors 
assassinated so they would be disqualified and erased. After that failed, I had my team hound 
Team Universe 7 during the Tournament... under his advisement.” 


“T see... no matter the outcome, you would have your obstacles removed for you. Isn’t that 
right, Riazul?” 


Visage twisted under a scowl, Quitela keeps silent, much to Sidra’s indignation. 
“Step aside! I was a fool to listen to him! PI make certain he’ll dupe no one else!” 
Fists ablaze, Sidra rushes his quarry, only for Ciroc to stop him dead in his tracks. 
“Don’t even think about it, Smithwick.” 

“Out of my way! Damn parasite’s only out for himself! Either he dies or we all do!” 
“That’s not your decision to make. Final warning, Kilken: stand down.” 


Sidra chuckles. Glowering before the late Lord Bonak, the Heranian-turned-Satyan flashes a 
horrific rictus. 


“That is not my name.” 

That voice! It sounds wrong, much too low-pitched, little to no growling! 

Bael (speaks telepathically): “[Can everybody hear me?].” 

Goku: “[We hear you, Rumush].” 

Bael: “[/ sense extremely powerful magic at work. I also detect darkness within Sidra].” 
Vegeta: “[Darkness!?].” 


It’s not long before the group connects the dots: like Beerus and Quitela, the Presence 
slumbering within Kilken Smithwick has awakened. Unlike Zivek and Zunia, however, this 
jerk is not in a particularly chatty mood. 


That sickening grin tells Okocim and the rest all they need to know: the man formerly known 
as God of Destruction Sidra of Universe 9 is in thrall to hostile powers, whose purposes they 
must thwart if their ally is to be saved. Should they fail, their own lives will be forfeit as 
well. 


The artist formerly known as Beerus gazes up at the heavens. Midday light grows strangely 
dim. 


Okocim: “[ Those clouds... they weren t there before. Is this your doing, Bael?].” 
Bael: “[I’m working as fast as I can. Get ready for a difficult fight].” 
Nappa: “[We’ll buy you as much time as we can. Just hurry up.” 


Okocim thinks fast: he and the others must stall “Sidra.” Perhaps they can coax some answers 
from this creep, sweet-talk him into spilling the beans long enough for those clouds to form. 
Swallowing hard, the Sphygian makes to speak, only for Anise to beat him to it. 


“Who the hell are you?” 

The being in control of Sidra spares a derisive grin. 

“That is none of your business, mortal.” 

Lozada is not impressed. 

“You made it our business when you hijacked someone else’s body, asshole.” 
Flying over to the Tien-Shin pupil, Okocim strikes a fighting pose. 

“She’s right, pal. How about you tell us why before we beat it outta you?” 


“Sidra” gathers their mind: the cheek of that overgrown feline! Yet... there’s something... 
unusual about him. 


“Hmm... you are him... the vessel of Artois.” 
“The what?” 


Okocim thinks back to that fateful day at the Lookout, when Quitela (or rather, Zunia) 
addressed him (or rather, Zivek) as such. The Sphygian tries to speak again, only for “Sidra” 
to overtake him. 


“Strange... the Scion is awakened, and yet...” (Brief pause). “No matter. You have betrayed 
the Maker, Scion: in His name, I shall rid you of that flesh that so deludes you!” 


Before the group can take in the revelation, the possessed Heranian slams, shoves, punches, 
kicks his way to Okocim, only for Ciroc and the Predecessors to cut him off. Without further 
ado, the former deities unleash the Energy of Origins, bidding it to clothe them alike battle 
garb. 


Yelling at the top of his lungs, Bonak’s flesh shifts from carmine to blazing argent. At the 
same time, Haku’s dreadlocks burn an ashen white as the rest of him takes on a hue 
resembling ivory. Unable to bear the strain, the rope tying Riccadonna’s hair burns away as it 
shifts to alabaster. Doza’s own hair takes on ivory tones as she readies her mace-axe. 


Eyes smoldering like minute supernovas, Musgrave’s six arms seize their opponent and slam 
him into the earth at the speed of a falling star. It takes less than a breath for Musgrave and 
company to dogpile the son of Bantam. 


Having managed to break free, Sidra lands a granite punch square on Ciroc’s visage, then 
knocks the air out of Krupnik with a leaping scissor kick to the right of the ribcage. The 
fallen Destroyer from Universe 9 makes to scratch out Hypatia’s eyes, only for Noilly to 
deflect the blow and retaliate with ki sword slashes as the clouds roar into life. 


The odds are against him... “Sidra” knows as much. Thinking fast, the Presence pushes the Z- 
Fighters away with Heaven-seizing roars. By the time Earth’s warriors and their allies regain 
their bearings, they find themselves separated from one another, imprisoned within energy- 
fueled force-fields, as a distraught Anise screams. 


“OKOCIM! LANSON!” 
The twin ex-deities have been cut off! They’re alone... with him! 


Lozada wastes no time. One power-up later, the Tien-Shin pupil unleashes a series of Tri- 
Beams against the barriers. The Z-Fighters follow suit. 


“KAMEHAMEHA!” 
“BIG BANG ATTACK!” 
“DOUBLE SUNDAY!” 
“BREAK CANNON!” 


Aided by the Predecessors, the Z-Fighters unleash practically their whole repertoire of 
techniques whenever they’re not kicking and pounding at the constructs, with help from the 
halves of Jayantha. 


Bael: “[Keep it up, everyone! I'll replenish your strength! Unleash your full power!].” 
Once he wipes the blood from his eyes, “Sidra” laughs loud enough to wake the dead. 
“You waste your time, mortals. Not even gods can break through my barriers.” 
Wicked grin upon his visage, The Presence turns to the late Lord Beerus. 

“You wanted to know my name, vessel of Artois... Trumer. My name is Trumer.” 


Okocim assesses the situation. 


Okocim: “[We have to keep Trumer busy long enough for Rumush to finish whatever the hell 
he’s doing. Those clouds... we’re fucked if this guy figures it out. Better keep ‘im 
distracted...].” 


The Sphygians must fight together if they are to survive. Okocim’s eyes brim with resolve. 
Having discarded his shirt and boots, the late Lord Beerus turns to his sibling. 


“Ready, Lan?” 
New determination takes over Lanson’s gaze as he palms his own fist. 
“Ready, Cim.” 


The pair has little chance of prevailing in a conventional scuffle. Kilken Smithwick, once 
known as God of Destruction Sidra XV, son of Bantam, of House Blackthorn, is easily 
among the strongest beings in the Multiverse. Rather than weaken him, losing his divine 
powers has made him stronger... enough talk! 


A zooming Okocim aims a series of kicks at his opponent’s visage. Playing it cool, 
Sidra/Trumer blocks whenever possible, yet still takes quite a bit of damage when Lanson 
joins in with the strongest punches he can muster. Laughing off the offensive, Sidra/Trumer 
fights back with fists, scratches, kicks, whatever it takes to power on through. Brimming with 
hitherto unknown might, the felines gradually gain advantage over The Presence. 


Four, five minutes go by. The clouds are almost there... 


Something clicks with Lanson and Okocim. Without sparing so much as a side-glance, the 
twins attack and defend in perfect synergy: Okocim parries blows meant for Lanson. The late 
Lord Champa shields his twin to the best of his abilities. 


Taking advantage of his thicker frame and greater constitution, Lanson Brulle-Sa tanks 
injuries that would’ve downed a lesser warrior. Nevertheless, the once and future Champa has 
his limits. It’s in everyone’s best interest to defeat their opponent before he and his sibling 
reach theirs. 


The onslaught goes on for over ten minutes... now’s their chance! Okocim connects more 
than a hundred jumping spinning crescent kicks on Sidra/Trumer’s head and neck in a couple 
of microseconds. If the fallen Hakaishin from the Improvised Universe wasn’t the living tank 
he is, the blows would've snapped his neck into powder. 


Lanson Superman-punches the enemy’s gut just as many times. The spurts of warm blood 
Sidra/Trumer spits all over tells the brothers what they need to know: they’re winning... but 
not for long. 


Trumer warps behind the pair. Body aflame in ki, he flies towards them. 
“RAGING TORPEDO!” 


Palms held in front, the Heranian-turned-Saiyan gyrates like a spinning drill, repeatedly 
swiping at Okocim and Lanson. The Sphygians respond with salvos of energy blasts, but it’s 


no use: Sidra/Trumer takes every single shot in stride! The joint attack doesn’t even slow him 
down! 


Glancing at his twin, Lanson seems to speak without saying a word. Okocim nods: the time 
for games is over. 


“KAMEHAMEHA!” 
“G-GALICK GUN!” 


Merged into one, argent energies instantly find their target. The impact slows down the 
attacker long enough for Lanson to speak. 


“C-CIM, HE’S NOT BLOC-C-KING! W-WE HAVE T-TO THROW EVERYTHING W-W- 
WE’ VE GOT!” 


“DOIN’ MY BEST HERE, LAN!” 
“QUAD SUNDAY!” 


Executing a four-pronged version of Raditz’s technique, Sidra/Trumer aims straight at 
Lanson. 


“LOOK OUT!” 
Okocim shoves his twin over ten feet away, in time to take the full brunt of the blasts. 
“OKOCIM!” 


Goku, Anise and Lanson’s joint cry shatters the stillness. Smoke and dust blocking the way, 
Lanson Brulle-Sa fears the worst. Though everything roars at him to fight or fly, Lanson can’t 
move: something throbs within him... something snaps within him. 


Temples blazing like geysers, the once and future Champa screams like a demon cloaked in 
blood. Heavens roar as an all-devouring silver radiance overtakes him. Ciroc and the other 
Predecessors look in awe. 


“Brulle’s boy did it! He unlocked Gen Drive!” 


An astonished Vegeta stops attacking the force-field for a millisecond. Words elude the 
Prince of All Saiyans by the time he resumes the assault and thunder echoes throughout the 
field. 


Sidra/Trumer has no time to digest what’s going on. Raging Torpedo ablaze, he crashes into 
the hefty feline. The sheer impact combusts the air around them. 


Fur seething with wrathful argent, the brother of Beerus catches “Sidra” in midair, with a 
single hand. No matter how much Trumer spins and roars, the former Lord Champa doesn’t 
budge an inch. 


“Fuck off.” 


Lanson swats The Presence away, like an irritating gnat. Zooming in front of the demon 
multiple times, the Sphygian punches, kicks, intercepts him again and again and again and 
again and again... 


Sidra/Trumer loses concentration. The invader slips up long enough for the Z-Fighters to 
break through the barriers and rejoin the fray. 


Anise and Goku rush to Okocim: though heavily wounded and bleeding all over, the 
Sphygian is alive... just barely. Disoriented as he is, the artist formerly known as Beerus 
can’t make out what his teacher and lover are saying. 


Just then, a minute object enters his mouth: the cat man chomps it down without a second 
thought. The Senzu Bean brings back the ex-Destroyer from the brink of death, replenishing 
his stamina and healing his injuries, yet the mind of the fallen god is altogether elsewhere. 


“Lanson!” 


The brother of Beerus wails on the Presence. Once Lanson breaks through his opponent’s 
rhythm, the once obese feline repeatedly punches and kicks the mutant’s sides. The son of 
Brulle goes out of his way to break or otherwise damage ribs, muscles, tendons, inflicting as 
many nonlethal injuries as he can. 


Sidra/Trumer gets a second wind. Rushing through another Raging Torpedo, the Presence 
lands a good twenty hits on Lanson. Parrying and blocking shield him from the worst of it, 
yet the late Lord Champa is clearly struggling. 


With warlike howls, Ciroc, Krupnik, Hypatia and Noilly intercept the possessed warrior, 
resuming their beatdown long enough for the clouds to finish forming. An overwhelmed 
Sidra/Trumer makes to blast them, only for both halves of Jayantha to dive through his legs, 
cutting bone, tissue, whatever it takes to keep the fiend pinned down. 


Roaring thunder bears away Trumer's demonic howling. Floating with his legs crossed, the 
warrior once named Rumush opens his eyes. 


“SABLE DELUGE!” 


The echoes of Bael’s scream linger by the time a pitch-black liquid rains upon the land. 
Drenched to the bone, Sidra/Trumer screams as if he were being eviscerated, skinned alive, 
and dunked headfirst into acid all at once. The argent that clothes Lanson, “Sidra,” Quitela, 
and the Predecessors peters out, then vanishes altogether, much to their consternation. Goku 
and company’s Super Saiyan Blue follows. 


Bael’s eyes gleam for an instant. Warping in front of Sidra/Trumer, the son of Apo summons 
another set of thick energy chains. Massive hands grasp the impostor’s visage as he repeats 
the ritual that saved Lavender Mead. 


(Translated from Hebrew). “{PURIFY!}.” 


Sidra’s screams tore through the wind. Zen-Oh, Grand Priest, Whis, Vados, and Cognac had 
arrived by then. Goku and company filled them in as Bael gave instructions to Piccolo, 
Raditz, and Nappa. Once the halves of Jayantha were removed, Nappa hanged the 
unconscious Smithwick over his shoulders and expedited him to the Hall of Refection, with 
aid from Basil and Lavender. 


Okocim Lech-Sa slapped himself back to reality. Drenched in that black substance, the dazed 
Sphygian turned to Anise, then to Lanson. Hesitant at first, the once and future Champa 
spoke at long last. 


“C-C-Cim... a-a-are y-you alright?” 


“Lan... you... you were amazing! You were incredible! How’d you do it!? How’d you get 
this strong!? You gotta tell me your secret! I—” 


“Whoa, whoa, whoa, c-calm d-d-d-down! I-It was no b-big deal, r-really! You did g-g-great t- 
t-too, bro.” 


“My sons!” 


Brulle Féverte-Se and Asahi Lech-Se at last reached the site. The former Destroyer from the 
Sixth Universe all but threw herself upon her youngest children. 


(Translated from Standard Sekhmetian). “{Lanson, Okocim! Thank the gods you are both 
alright! }.” 


“You should’ve seen it, Mother! Lanson was on fire the whole time!” 
“{O-On fire!? And you did nothing to aid him!?}.” 

“{No, I-I meant t’say...}.” 

“It’s alright, Mother}.” 

Asahi stepped in at last. 


“It’s an expression. Okocim was just trying to say Lanson fought exceptionally well. Isn’t 
that right, Lan?}.” 


“*W-Well, I... y’see...}.” 


“{That’s not even the best part! He did it! Lanson unlocked Gen Drive! Show them, Lan, 
show them!}.” 


Lanson shut his eyes. Recalling over a thousand lifetimes worth of lessons, the ex-Hakaishin 
bade the Energy of Origins to overtake him: nothing happened. 


“{J-I d-d-d-don’t-t-t-t u-u-underst-t-t-tand! I c-c-can’t d-d-do it anymore! }.” 


“Lanson...” 


The warrior once known as God of Destruction Rumush landed. Once he wiped Sidra’s blood 
off Jayantha, the Gajan bowed before the former Lady Afsnath. 


“It’s quite alright. The effect should wear off in a coupla hours.” 
Once more, Okocim’s curiosity got the better of him. 
“Bael? What kinda technique was that?” 


“Sable Deluge, or Dark Storm, a powerful spell that temporarily disrupts magic and nullifies 
all power increments beyond base states, including transformations, as you’ve already found 
out. It also deals a hell of a lot of damage to divine and magical beings. Apologies for the 
delay, everyone: I needed a surefire way to weaken Sidra and loosen the demon’s hold over 
him long enough to conduct the Rite of Purgation.” (Brief pause). “Now if you’ ll excuse me, 
I believe some inquiries are in order.” 


Taking his leave, the son of Apo made for the area where Piccolo, Desmond, 21 and Shu 
fussed over Quitela’s wounds, much to the rat’s annoyance. The artist formerly known as 
Beerus only caught snippets of their conversation, which ended when all parties went their 
separate ways in a huff. 


“T Yeah... won t be opening that can of worms...].” 
“C-Cim?” 

The artist formerly known as Beerus peeked behind. 
“Lan? Everything ok, bro?” 


“I... 1-l-look... I-I w-w-wanna ap-p-pologize. The th-things I s-s-said... the way I-I’ve b-been 
a-a-a-avoiding you I-lately... that w-w-wasn’t c-c-cool.” 


“S’ok, Lan. To be fair, ’ ve kinda neglected you myself, with all that’s goin’ on and whatnot. 
Plus, I’m seeing Anise and—” 


The gears of Okocim’s mind ground to a screeching halt. 
“Lan... do you like Anise?” 
“O-Of c-c-c-course I d-d-do! S-She’s a g-g-good f-f-friend and—” 


“You know that’s not what I mean.” (Brief pause). “Can we talk somewhere more private? 
Pd rather we didn’t air our dirty laundry in front of everybody.” 


“I k-know a p-p-place. Grab my hand.” 


Once his twin did so, Lanson shut and reopened his eyes in an instant. Barely a second in, the 
Sphygians warped away from the area, reappearing on top of the sleeping quarters’ roof. 


““W-What just happened!? Since when do you know Instant Transmission! ?” 


“V-Vegeta taught me. His v-v-version is dif-f-ferent from Goku’s.” 

“R-Right... never mind. So... about Anise... how long?” 

“W-Weeks ago, w-w-when I b-b-began t-t-training. S-She... s-s-she’s amazing, C-Cim.” 
“No argument here...|. What’s going on with you and Bess?” 


“S-She w-w-was st-st-starting t-to show b-b-belly when we g-got here.” (Frowns). “She h- 
hates me, Cim. She’d f-finally g-g-gotten h-her l-l-l-l-life t-t-together, and I r-ruined it-t-t.” 


“Meaning?” 

“Y-You k-know what I-I m-mean.” 

“No, I don’t.” 

Another brief silence followed. Sweat began to drip from the brow of the late Lord Beerus. 
“Lan... did... did you force Bess to sleep with you?” 

“W-WHAT!?” 

“Did you take advantage of her?” 


“N-No, 0-0-of c-c-course n-n-not!” (Brief pause). “W-Well... t-to b-b-be honest... w-w-we 
kinda took a-advant-t-tage of e-e-each o-other. L-L-Let m-m-me re-ph-ph-phrase that: we b- 
both g-g-got p-p-plast-t-tered that night. I... I d-d-don’t-t-t r-remember m-m-most of it. It’s 
all a b-blur, l-l-like w-w-we w-w-were out swim-m-ming I-late at n-night. W-We w-were b-b- 
both there, b-but... w-we couldn’t s-s-see anything... n-n-not even e-each other.” 


“T see...” 
Still more silence. 


“Tf that’s the case, then I think you’re wrong. You didn’t ruin Bess’s life, Lan: she fucked up 
as much as you did (no offense, y’know).” 


“None t-t-taken.” 
“Is... is she gonna keep it? The cub, I mean.” 


““S-S-She t-t-t-told me s-she’d r-r-rather n-n-not g-get an abortion. D-Didn’t s-say w-why. S- 
S-Something a-a-about it m-makes her unconf-f-fortable. I’ve s-s-seen the faces s-s-she m- 
makes w-w-when p-people bring up b-b-birth c-control and similar t-t-topics around her. S- 
Something h-h-happened to her, O-Okocim, but s-s-s-she w-won’t talk t'me a-about it.” 


“Well... I don’t think I can help you there, Lan. Part of me wants to tell you to talk to Bess. 
The other part, though, thinks you oughta give her space. If she wants to talk, she’ll come to 
you... when she’s ready.” 


“F-Figures... I-I’m n-not g-gonna t-t-tell Anise or anyone else a-about our convo. S-She... 
she m-makes you happy, Okocim. Y-You d-d-deserve it, bro, t-to be h-happy. She d-d- 
deserves it, t-t-too.” 


“Lan...” 


“P-Promise me y-you w-won’t t-t-tell anyone: not h-h-her, n-not B-Bess, n-not M-Mother... 
n-not Asahi.” 


“Ok, ok, I promise! They won’t hear it from me.” 
“G-Good...” (Brief pause). “C-Cim... w-w-what d-did you s-see b-back at-t-t the Hall?” 
The artist formerly known as Beerus frowned. 


“I... I saw everything: Sahi’s death... the day I destroyed Karasa... Planet Bastet... when 
Father made me his heir...” 


Okocim’s tears had yet to dry by the time Lanson’s hand rested on his shoulder. 


“C-Cim... i-i-it’s ok... y-y-you’re n-not alone... a-a-all of us... w-w-we did things I-l-like 
that, t-t-too.” 


“She... she was... my whole world, Lan... my everything. One of the few good things I had 
left, and I lost her, because I listened to Father.” 


“Y-You h-had no s-say in the matter. Y-You didn’t h-h-have a-a choice.” 
“Bullshit.” 
“H-Huh?” 


Anger twisted the visage of the late Lord Beerus by the time Lanson next blinked. The once 
and future Champa made to speak, but his twin wouldn’t have it. 


“There’s always a choice. I had no business doing any of those things: beating up Goku and 
the others, slapping Bulma, destroying Bastet... but I did them anyway. No matter how you 
slice it, Lan... I made all those choices: I own them. I’m gonna spend the rest of my life 
making up for it. Nothing I do will come even remotely close to being enough, but—” 


“There you are!” 


The felines glanced behind. Vados and Whis made the scene. The Guide Angel from 
Universe 6 picked up from where her twin left off. 


“Summons from His Eminence. Everybody’s waiting for us in the main hall.” 


The brothers bade the Attendants to lead. Before the Sphygians next blinked, they found 
themselves at the area in question, right in front of Zen-Oh and Grand Priest, as the Z- 
Fighters and Predecessors looked on. The Omni-King spoke. 


“Good of you to join us. We have an announcement to make.” 


Okocim stole furtive glances at his sides: back in full training garb, Quitela avoided 
everyone’s stares. The cat man sensed disgust, disapproval, outright contempt from Piccolo 
and his pupils, as well as the Tien-Shin Trio and the rest of Earth’s warriors. 


Sidra was absolutely miserable. The mutated Heranian awkwardly scratched his fur as he 
looked on to the ground. Hands held by Lavender and Basil, Kilken Smithwick barely 
acknowledged Ciroc’s hand on his shoulder, and seemed to pay still less heed to Krupnik’s 
words. 


A few seconds of silence had gone by. At long last, Zen-Oh cleared his throat. 


“Okocim Lech-Sa, Lanson Brulle-Sa, Riazul Sauza, Kilken Smithwick, Bael ka beta Apo... 
step forward.” 


“Strongbow.” 

The group stopped dead in its tracks. Next thing everyone knew, all eyes were on Sidra. 
“You have something to say, Smithwick?” 

The Heranian-turned-Saiyan turned a stern glance upon the King of All. 


“Strongbow. My name is Strongbow Mead. My father... he... look, just call me Strongbow 
or Sidra from now on.” (Frowns). “Everyone... I-I’m sorry for—” 


“Save that for later, Kil—Strongbow. The five of you... step forward.” 
The fallen deities did as they were told. 


“The time has come for you to assume your new roles. You are no longer the Five Failures: 
from this day forth, you’ll be known as the Five Heralds, our first line of defense against the 
Void Realm.” 


The King of All had yet to finish speaking when a blinding blue light emanated from his 
hands, engulfing the five. When Okocim opened his eyes, he found something out of place: 
instead of the tattered replica of Son Goku’s gi, the Sphygian was clad in a form-fitting 
uniform ensconced within a flexible suit of armor, much like Vegeta’s. Colored in opaque 
greens and blacks, this new outfit had the Omni-King’s sigil emblazoned on the rightmost 
lapel. The accompanying footwear was something to gawk at as well. 


“Uh... Your Eminence... don’t mean to be rude or anything, but... I think you forgot 
something.” 


Pointing downward, Okocim directed attention to his bare forefeet. Unlike the hind and 
midfeet, the former were unprotected by the new half-boots he and Lanson now wore. 


“I didn’t forget a thing, Lech-Sa. We couldn’t help but notice you have this... annoying habit 
of misplacing footwear. This should put a stop to that...” (Brief pause). “So what do you 


think?” 

Bael uncomfortably scratched his head. 

“I... I don’t know what to say...” 

“Sir? Please forgive my bluntness, but it feels... odd. I... well...” 


“Go ahead and say it, Mead: you think the armor’s weak and flimsy. I assure you, it’s as 
strong as it can possibly be.” (Smiles). “However, I can’t take the credit this time around. 
Your wife is quite remarkable, Vegeta.” 


The Saiyan Prince nodded once. At last Riazul Sauza dared look upon the King of All. 
“So it’s official: we’re really gonna fight those Void Realm bastards.” 

“Not yet, Sauza. We still have two and a half years’ worth of training to go through.” 
“G-Good. I-I’m having t-t-trouble with G-G-G-Gen D-D-Drive...” 


“You'll be fine, Lan. You already cleared the first stage. I, on the other hand... c’mon bro, 
let’s get some training done! It’s just a matter of time before I unlock it myself!” 


“First things first. Bael, son of Apo... step forward.” 
Having done so, the Gajan knelt before the Supreme Benefactor. 


“Your quick thinking saved all our lives today. You’ve come a long way since your godhood. 
In keeping with this, I hereby appoint you Leader of the Five Heralds. Guide your allies 
well.” 


The Gajan solemnly bowed. 
“PI give it my all, Your Eminence.” 


Following the usual cheers, the group went their separate ways. Once the others had gone, the 
former Lady Afsnath struggled to speak. 


ranslated from Standard Sekhmetian). y sons... | am so proud of you both}. 
(Translated from Standard Sekhmetian). “{M I d of both}.” 
“You two were amazing out there. The training’s really sinking in}.” 


“*Sahi... I... I still haven’t unlocked Gen Drive. I really need to step up my game, stop 
holding everyone back. I—}.” 


“Okocim... y.” 
Lanson had spoken, cold stare gradually softening into a smile. 


“{W-We d-d-d-don’t have t-t-t-time for that... m-m-moping around, f-f-f-feeling s-sorry for 
ourselves. L-Let’s g-g-get some t-t-training d-d-done, a-a-all of us!}.” 


The son of Lech cracked a warm smile. 

“fLan... you’re right, bro}.” 

Brow furrowed, the late Lord Beerus looked ahead. 

{Father and I need to have a word}.” 

Brulle walked on ahead for a bit. 

“*There will be enough time for that later, Okocim. Lead the way, my sons}.” 


With that, the Sphygians saw themselves out... 
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The Absolute Space-Time Realm... 


Three Earth years came and went in what seemed like an instant. Son Goku, the 
Predecessors, and Earth’s warriors waited nearby. 


Kneeling before Grand Zen-Oh, the Five Heralds were lost in thought. Bael ka beta Apo 
awaited orders; Strongbow Mead mustered all of his willpower to keep from nibbling on his 
own fingernails; Riazul Sauza questioned each and every single life choice that led up to this 
moment; Lanson Brulle-Sa steeled himself for an imminent reunion with the future mother of 
his child; Okocim Lech-Sa had his plate full keeping negative thoughts under control. The 
lean Sphygian was just about to speak when the Grand Priest appeared. 


“Bael ka beta Apo, Riazul Sauza, Okocim Lech-Sa, Strongbow Mead, Lanson Brulle-Sa... 
rise.” 


The disgraced ex-gods soon were up and about. Hands behind his back, the King of All 
turned to the five. 


“Your training is complete, Heralds. All of you have applied yourselves, sweated, bled for 
this moment. These past years have been rife with heartache, tears, triumph... and failure.” 


“| Keep it together, Okocim. He Ùs not referring to you... hopefully].” 


“Though each of you besmirched the title of Hakaishin, the growth and change you have 
achieved here is undeniable. Now, your training may have concluded, but we still need to 
make sure you are ready for the battles ahead. You have trained long and hard, both 
individually and as a unit, yet before you lies one final test you must pass.” 


Grand Priest stepped forward. 


“The terms are thus: you will undergo an individual trial of your own. No outside assistance 
is allowed.” 


“Your Excellency, Sir? What do the trials consist of?” 


“That is for you lot to learn, son of Apo. Not to worry, though: the nature of your trials will 
become clear the moment you undertake them. Now if you would be so kind, don your 
uniforms and head to the Ziggurat of Trials. You have exactly ten Earth minutes to comply. 


With that out of the way, the King of All and company made themselves scarce... 
Ten minutes later... 
“Maybe this was a bad idea...” 


“Don’t think that way, Cim. You’ve come too far to give up now.” 


“But Anise... what if I fail my trial? I haven’t even unlocked Gen Drive, for fuck’s sake! 
Three years! Three fucking years, and I still haven’t mastered it! I’m holding everybody back 
‘coz I can’t stop fucking up an—” 


“Okocim... that’s enough.” 
Brulle Féverte-Se had spoken, much to the alarm of the late Lord Beerus. 
“TOh shit, Mother s hands are behind her back! She's done screwing around!].” 


“The Omni-King and the rest didn’t make this decision haphazardly. The two of you have 
poured every bit of yourselves, every tear, every drop of blood and sweat into this training. 
You have suffered and sacrificed much along the way, and...” 


Silence. Thirty seconds went by. 
“M-Mother?” 


Lanson had spoken. Eyes shut for all of five seconds, the late Lady Afsnath switched to 
Standard Sekhmetian. 


“{My sons, my daughter... your father and I have very much wronged the three of you from 
the day you first opened your eyes. His Eminence and His Excellency have often said that 
Tusker, son of Lager, and Afsnath, daughter of Desclan are among the best Gods of 
Destruction Universes 6 and 7 have had in eons. However, they seldom elaborate on how we 
became the so-called best... or the prize we paid for it. 


Throughout my lifetime, I poured my time and energy into sustaining House Marnier. Like 
my mother before me, like her mother beforehand, once I ascended, my concerns shifted into 
safeguarding Universe 6. I... I thought little of shedding blood whenever I deemed it 
necessary. I wiped out entire races, millennial civilizations, while saying to myself ‘I am 
doing the right thing. This is what must be done’. You may ask Vados later on, if you wish to 
know the full particulars. 


Much as I loathe to admit it, your father and I are similar in that regard. Both of us wasted so 
much time looking over the horizon, plotting how to best bring about that bright and shiny 
future our parents and their parents conned one another, us, and you into coveting above all 
else. I learned the lessons of my forefathers well, and it cost me everything... what is truly 
important}.” 


Visage awash, Brulle forestalled her children’s embrace. She had to go on. Nothing more, 
nothing less would suffice. 


“{Lanson... I was so hard on you when you were a cub, so determined to make you into what 
I thought you ought to be, I lost sight of what you were becoming... what I was turning you 
into. I taught you to harden your heart, to steel yourself against so-called softness and 
weakness, as I myself learned... yet I neglected to teach you what truly mattered. 


I was much too angry, too embittered by the time you ascended. I lost my temper that day, 
when Vados brought tidings of your doings. I allowed anger and bitterness free rein, falsely 
believing I could set you on the right path by way of the lash... fool that I was: you were only 
walking the path I had placed you in. I made so many terrible mistakes with you, and I was 
much too stubborn, much too prideful and bitter to acknowledge it. 


You have come a long way since then, my son. You have become a greater male than I 
thought possible... no... than even you have thought possible. I offer you this wisdom: forget 
what you think you know. You are not your brother, any more than you are your father, your 
sister, or me. Learn your own lessons, walk your own path. Work out your life on your own 
terms, and no one else’s. As for me, I vow I will not abandon you... never again}.” 


Still weeping, Brulle set sights on her daughter. 


“{ Asahi... I have sinned against the gods and against you. I saw what your father was doing, 
how he oppressed you... and I allowed it to happen. Lech nearly twisted you into a monster 
in his own image and likeness, much as I nearly twisted Lanson into a fiend of my own 
creation. Had you lived beyond that day at the oasis... I shudder to think what might have 
happened. I was so furious at your father, I made light of my own part in all that transpired. 
The gods were right to take you from us, beloved daughter. We were utterly unworthy of you. 
Shame it took eons for me to realize it...}.” 


“{Mother, stop... you don’t have to—}.” 


“{To you I offer this wisdom: you owe nothing to Lech and me, to our ancestors, not even the 
gods themselves. All of us, we failed you, your brothers, and the universes, in each and every 
possible way. Live for yourself first and foremost. Think well and hard before you give 
yourself to others. Aid them, uplift them if you can, yet do not live for them, to please them, 


or to serve them. Just as importantly... live in such a way that your mere existence leaves all 
you meet better off than they were}.” 


The former deity turned to her oldest son. 


“*Okocim... I have wronged you most of all. I knew what your father was doing, how he 
nearly killed you on so many instances, the things he did, the things he said... and I did 
nothing to stop him. I allowed obedience to divine law, fear for the future of House Marnier 
and House Artois, and countless other petty concerns keep me from doing what was right. 


My son... I am as much to blame for your suffering as Lech himself, if not more so. I... I left 
you at the mercy of that fiend after Asahi’s passing. When you became a man, I left you to 
your own devices. I kept telling myself: ‘My sons are fully grown. It’s up to them to carve the 
path they’ll walk’... yet I was only deceiving myself. The truth is, I lived in fear of facing 
what you had become... what your father and I turned Lanson and you into}.” 


“*Mother, please...}.” 


“Lech and I... we were both so stupid. Lanson and you were not ready to ascend. The Omni- 
King, Grand Priest, Vados, Whis, our fellow Destroyers, they all said the same... but we 
wouldn’t listen. We prized our houses, our honor, our bloodline, so many other baubles above 
all else, and we were justly punished for it. 


I am aware of everything that has transpired since your undeification: terrors of night and 
day, the tears you have shed, the hate and bile you have poured upon yourself, your suing for 
pardon and absolution, all those times you nearly lost your life for the sake of others. Make 
no mistake, Okocim: your sins and all that followed were your own doing, yet your father 
and I allowed you to slip so far. Therefore, our guilt far outstrips your own. 


To you I offer this wisdom: you don’t have to go on like this, my son. Your sorrow, your 
shame, your wrath... pour it out on they who deserve it most. Hold nothing back... do not be 
afraid to injure. Compared to the harm we did to you, it’s far less than we deserve... what 

I deserve. 


My sons, my daughter... nothing I can say or do will come anywhere close to atoning for my 
sins. I will not ask you to forgive me. All I ask is for you to allow me to aid in mending what 
Lech and I ruptured. It is much too late for your father and I, yet the three of you can still 
become something altogether different, better, greater than anything Lech and I could have 
accomplished. Okocim, Lanson, Asahi... no matter what happens today, you will always be 
my children. I will love the three of you forever and beyond. Be strong... all of you. I'll be 
with you every step of the way. My sons... good luck and Godspeed}.” 


Bosom soaked, Brulle Féverte-Se turned away. Anpurion and her children had nearly reached 
her by the time the Omni-King made the scene. 


“Okocim Lech-Sa, Lanson Brulle-Sa... step forth.” 


Though doubtful at first, the twins did as commanded, having made sure the former Lady 
Afsnath wouldn’t be left by her lonesome. Zen-Oh All-Sovereign was tapping his foot by the 


time the brothers began to bow. 
“Don’t bother. The time for pleasantries is at an end.” 


The King of All pointed to one of sixteen ziggurats behind, gargantuan door emblazoned with 
the sigils of Universes 6 and 7. 


“Your trial awaits beyond this gate. Remember your training; use all we have taught you. 
Much as I hate to put even more pressure on you, it bears repeating: our fate and that of the 
Multiverse lies in your hands, so make sure you pass at all costs. Any questions?” 


The artist formerly known as Beerus timidly lifted his right hand. 


“Sir? I... I mean no disrespect, and I certainly don’t mean to question your wisdom, but... 
are you sure I’m ready for this? I mean... I haven’t even unlocked Gen Drive yet. I think I 
need more trai—” 


“Not another word, son of Lech.” (Brief pause). “I meant it when I said your training is 
complete. Trust me... no... trust yourself. You know everything you need to. Now is the time 
to put it to the test.” 


Zen-Oh’s words lingered as the gate creaked open before the fallen deities. Looking back, 
Okocim vainly sought Anise’s face outside. 


“Strange... I don t see Goku or the others, either... focus, Okocim, get your shit together! No 
more fucking up...].” 


“May luck be with you.” 
In they went. Once the twins were inside, the gate hastily shut behind them. 


Okocim opened his eyes. A coarse, rough, and irritating sensation underneath his bare 
forefeet prompted him to glance downward. 


“Sand... this place...” 
“W-W-W-We are in S-Sekhmet... or is it-t-t Dawon?” 


The barren landscape before them seemed to stretch beyond time and eternity. Unsure as to 
how to proceed, the brothers wandered aimlessly for a good hour and a half. 


Sun ablaze, the sons of Brulle and Lech sweltered by the time they reached an oasis. Much to 
their relief, it happened to be the real thing, so the pair drank their fill. 


“T wouldn’t overdo it if I were you.” 
Ears twitching, Okocim and Lanson looked skyward to the source of that voice. 


“Negroni? What are you—” 


Clad in military fatigues, the Destroyer-in-training crossed both arms behind his back. 


“Took you two long enough. If I’d known I’d be stuck here this long, I’d brought a book or 
something.” 


Nose stinging amidst the sandy inferno, Lanson eyed Beerus’s successor with suspicion. 
“W-W-W-Why a-a-are y-you here? I-Is this p-part of our t-t-t-trial?” 
“You might say that... old man?” 


Gazing to the heavens, the trainee Hakaishin and his deposed counterparts winced as desert 
heat gave way to deathly cold. It wasn’t long before the Sphygians recognized that thick-built 
figure, also clad in fatigues. 


“Father...” 


Okocim’s words had yet to fade by the time Hakaishin Emeritus Tusker made landfall. 
Marshalling all his fortitude, the artist formerly known as Beerus beheld the eyes of his sire. 


“You have a lot to answer for.” 

Tusker held his peace. The late Lord Beerus glowered before his sire. 
“We know about Blanton.” 

Spitting to his left, the father of Beerus didn’t deign respond. 

“Why did you do it? Why did you put that fucking thing on his face?” 
Silence. The Hakaishin Emeritus nonchalantly picked his ears. 

“Why did you banish him to the Void Realm?” 

Still silence. It wasn’t long before Lanson lost his patience. 
“A-Answer the q-q-questions, o-old m-man!” 


Silence still. Fists clutched, a teary-eyed Okocim ignored the blood on his hands, dripping 
and staining the golden sand underneath a fiery crimson. 


“How could you!? You told us he died! You... you lied to me, Father! You took Grandfather 
from me... like you took Karasa!” 


Tusker spat again. 


“Typical. All those eons, and you’re still the same soft-hearted disgrace I sired against my 
better judgement. Accidents happen, after all. Whis warned me time and again, but I didn’t 
listen.” 


Okocim glowered spitefully. Tusker, however, was far from impressed. 


“Spare the bleeding-heart spectacle. Sappora... she was born lucky... you two, on the other 
hand, were lucky to be born. Had I reacted a couple of seconds sooner, you fuckups would 
never have seen the light of day... worst mistake I ever made. The two of you aren’t just a 
disgrace to House Artois and Marnier. You are a blight upon the universes.” 


Okocim hissed. 
“The only blight I see here is you.” 


“You’re not fooling anyone, boy. Deep inside, you’re the same spineless coward you’ve 
always been... same goes for you, Lanson. Brulle, that stupid old man... you lot deserve each 
other.” 


“I am not your boy, Lech... not anymore. While we’re at it, it’s way past time me and Lanson 
gave you what you deserve.” 


The twin fallen Destroyer Gods struck fighting stances. Cackling by now, the Hakaishin 
Emeritus spat over his shoulder one last time. 


“So the fuckup finally grew a pair... fat load of good it'll do.” (To Negroni). “Take Okocim. 
Leave the other one to me.” 


“L-Leave Sakar o-out of this! Th-Th-This is b-b-b-between y-you and u-u-u-us, old m-m-m- 
man!” 


“That’s where you’re wrong, Lanson... VADOS, WHIS!” 


The Attendants emerged, about a stone throw away from the fallen Destroyers. There were 
two other persons with them. Rubbing his eyes in abject horror, Okocim’s throat dried up like 
desert wind at noontime. 


“Anise!” 


Arms, legs, and neck chained, the gagged Tien-Shin pupil barely had time to pleadingly 
glance at the late Lord Beerus before Whis forced her to look elsewhere. For his part, the 
once and future Champa had frozen stiff. 


“B-B-Bess!”’ 


Besserat Moines laid fettered and immobilized in Vados’s grip. Flustered beyond 
comprehension, it took a while before the fallen Destroyer from the Universe of Challengers 
managed to speak. 


“W-What’s g-g-going o-on, V-Vados!? L-L-Let th-th-them go!” 


Eyes shut, the Guide Angel of Universe 6 shook her head. In the meantime, Whis looked 
upon his former charge. 


“Orders from the Omni-King. We have no choice.” 


“WHAT!?” 


Okocim had screamed. The ex-Destroyer Gods unsheathed their claws as Tusker yawned out 
loud. Lanson was but a breath away from attacking their opponents. 


“D-Don’t you d-d-dare h-h-hurt them, n-n-not unless y-y-you w-w-wish to d-d-die h-h-h- 
horribly!” 


“Don’t make threats if you’re in no position to back them up, you two-legged chunk of 
nothing... now if you two can keep your traps shut for the next few minutes, I'll go over the 
rules of engagement.” 


“FUCK THE RULES OF ENGAGEMENT! YOU’RE NOT GONNA HURT ANISE AND 
BESS! I ABSOLUTELY FORBID IT!” 


“You are in no position to forbid anything, fuckup. Shut up and listen. I’m only going to say 
this once. The rules are as follows: the four of us will split into groups of two. Negroni and I 
will fight the two of you separately for exactly thirty minutes: no more, no less. If we defeat 
either or both of you or time runs out, Whis and Vados will execute Lozada and Moines, and 
you'll fail your trial. If you defeat either or both of us before time runs out, however, the 
females go free and you continue playing the Omni-King’s game.” 


“ABSOLUTELY NOT! YOU’RE NOT USING ANISE AND BESS AS BARGAINING 
CHIPS, OLD MAN!” 


“If you disagree with these terms, take it up with Zen-Oh himself. It was his idea, after all. 
Now before we begin... I believe Lieutenant Carpano has an announcement to make.” 


The murderous smile on Tusker’s countenance chilled the twins to their very core. Solemnity 
etched on his brow, Carpano shut his eyes as electricity crackled around him. 


Before Okocim and Lanson next blinked, the Lieutenant screamed at the top of his lungs, 
becoming engulfed in a flaming pillar of Destruction Energy that soon stole him from view. 
Barely ten seconds in, the Energy of Destruction dwindled, being absorbed into the younger 
male’s body, revealing the Destroyer-in-training. Fatigues gone, Sakar Carpano was now clad 
in the unmistakable garb of a God of Destruction, virtually identical to that of the late Lord 
Beerus. 


“Tt is finished. All hail God of Destruction Negroni XV, heir of Tusker, of the Noble and 
Distinguished House of Artois!” 


The echo of Whis’s proclamation lingered by the time the newly ascended Hakaishin flashed 
a malicious smirk. 


“What’s wrong, Okocim? Lost for words?” (Chuckles). “Well, ain’t that a crying shame? I 
prepped all this ‘specially for you... Dad.” 


Astonished as he was, the fallen Destroyer barely managed to speak. 


“WHAT!?” 


“Me and Sensei, we didn’t tell you the whole story, Pops... believe me, it’s a helluva doozy. 
You can ask him the full details once this is over.” (To Tusker). “We gonna fight or what?” 


The Hakaishin Emeritus gazed up at the sky. 

“Set the timer!” 

Fingers snapped, the Guide Angels manifested a gigantic hourglass, filled with purple sand. 
“You... you... DAAAAAAAAAAMN YOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO0O0O00U!” 


The first grain had yet to fall when Okocim rushed Tusker, resolute to scratch his eyes out, 
rip out his throat, force-feed him his own gonads, whichever came first. Negroni, however, 
had other ideas. Intercepting Okocim, the newly ascended Destroyer God pummeled his 

predecessor to his heart’s content, leaving Lanson at the mercy of the Hakaishin Emeritus. 


Negroni opens with a swipe from his claws. One hit becomes two, three, four, five, six, 
seven, a hundred, a thousand, a hundred thousand, a thousand-myriad. Focus all over the 
place, Okocim parries and retaliates as best he can. Those three years of training have 
certainly made him faster and stronger, but God of Destruction Negroni is in a league of his 
own. 


“[ANISE! CONCENTRATE, OKOCIM, CONCENTRATE! STAY CALM! DON’T FUCK THIS 
UP! NO. MORE. FUCKING. UP!].” 


The fallen Destroyer sends his successor flying into the air, then zooms after him, hands 
cupped in a familiar stance. 


“Ka... Me... Ha... Me... HA!” 


Screams echoing among the scorching heat, the warrior once named Beerus the Destroyer 
opens fire. Having regained himself, Negroni divebombs his opponent: rather than dodge or 
parry the blast, the new god takes it head-on, meeting little to no resistance! 


Okocim amps it up. Energy reserves on overdrive, his efforts pay off the moment Negroni’s 
blown off into the distance... for all of two microseconds. Yelling like the hell-sired demon 
he has become, God of Destruction Negroni is seconds away from overtaking his father. 


Focusing on his son, Okocim vanishes when Negroni is just about to strike. Caught 
unawares, the world of the young Hakaishin implodes when a blast of Gen Ki sears him from 
the neck to the waist. Negroni then warps right in front of Okocim and decks him square in 
the gut: blood spurting from his mouth, the late Lord Beerus can only watch as his successor 
breaks at least half of his ribs with an open-palm strike to the sternum. Though his very flesh 
and bones feel like they’re on fire, the son of Lech retains a kernel of lucidity. 


“l That blow could’ve killed me! He's definitely holding back. The power of a Destroyer, even 
one newly ascended, is far greater than this! I’d better wrap this up quickly! Gods know how 


Lanson’s doin’...].” 


Twenty-five minutes in... 


“GEN RUSH X20!” 


Drunk in a sudden rush of power, Okocim punches his son square in the jaw, sending him 
flying perilously close to the stratosphere. Thinking fast, Negroni dissolves into an 
afterimage just when his predecessor is about to land a flying sweeping kick to the neck. 


Grinning sadism through every pore, Lord Negroni apparates above Okocim, elbow-strikes 
him on the right collarbone, fades, reappears, repeats the process with the right arm. 
Screaming his figurative guts out, Okocim finds himself tumbling back to earth like a comet, 
at the same time the new god lands some forty yards away. 


“So much for Beerus the Destroyer... only thing left to do now is put you out of your misery, 
let the desert wind scatter your ashes and your overblown legend!” 


Right arm extended, the Hakaishin fires a massive blast of Destruction Energy from the open 
palm of his hand. Desperate by now, Okocim Lech-Sa shouts those familiar words. 


“KA-ME-HA-ME-HA!” 


Right arm limping uselessly, a gargantuan wave of argent ki explodes from the Sphygian’s 
left hand and crashes head-on into the wave of destructive ki, much to Negroni’s 
astonishment. 


“| Unbelievable! Just like that battle Sensei showed me! I can t let this go on!].” 


Though the advantage is still his, Negroni keeps his guard up. Brow creased, the new 
Hakaishin overpowers Okocim’s attack in less than one second. 


“GEN RUSH X50!” 


Drawing upon long forgotten power reserves, Okocim pushes back. Yelling at the top of his 
lungs, the son of Lech at last breaks through Negront’s attack, yet he has no time to celebrate. 
Rather than disintegrate into nothingness, the Destroyer God coolly walks towards his 
attacker! Shoving fear and panic down his throat, the artist formerly known as Beerus goes 
all out. 


“GEN RUSH X200!” 


Though Negroni keeps advancing, he’s clearly struggling. One false move, one moment of 
weakness, and his reign may well end before it begins. 


Twenty minutes in... 


Both fighters are almost evenly matched. Thoughts zipping around everywhere at once, 
something clicks in Okocim’s mind at that very moment. 


“[He 5 matching me move for move, taking each power-up like nothing! I'll kill myself if I 
keep this up! Think, Okocim, think! There has to be a way to—].” (Brief pause). “(Hold on... 
he... he called me ‘Dad’. What... what if hes...?]. NEGRONI! HEY, NEGRONI!” 


“THE HELL DO YOU WANT!?” 
“WHAT’S YOUR MOTHER’S NAME!?” 
“THAT’S NONE OF YOUR CONCERN, ASSHOLE!” 


“TELL ME HER NAME! THAT FACE OF YOURS... I COULD’ VE SWORN PVE SEEN 
IT SOMEWHERE ELSE!” 


“YOU’RE NOT WEASELING OUT OF THIS ONE! STAND AND FIGHT, BEERUS! 
FACE DEATH LIKE A MALE FOR ONCE IN YOUR DAMN LIFE!” 


“AT LEAST TELL ME WHO YOU’RE TRYING TO AVENGE!” 


Silence lingers a good fifteen seconds. The son of Lech is about to speak when Sakar 
Carpano beats him to it. 


“BENAVER... BENAVER BIXBY! YOU HAD YOUR WAY WITH HER, AND THEN 
YOU ABANDONED HER... LIKE YOU ABANDONED ME!” 


Okocim’s memory returns to that fateful night at Capsule Corp, when the Lieutenant told his 
story. 


“[Benaver... I... I remember now... his ki... he... he’s telling the truth! Then... I have to...]. 
NEGRONI, LISTEN TO ME! WE DON’T HAVE TO DO THIS! WE DON’T HAVE TO 
FIGHT!” 


“YES WE FUCKING DO! l VE BEEN WAITING ALL MY LIFE FOR THIS MOMENT! 
TODAY’S THE DAY I GET REVENGE FOR MY MOTHER AND WIPE BEERUS THE 
DESTROYER OFF THE FACE OF THE MULTIVERSE ONCE AND FOR ALL! NOW 
SHUT UP AND ACCEPT YOUR—” 


“GEN RUSH X300!” 


Negroni can’t finish his sentence. Still firing the silvery Kamehameha, his father and 
predecessor flies at him full speed ahead. 


Own giga-blast still blazing, the young God of Destruction matches his sire move for move. 
Father and son crash: the sheer impact envelops the desert with an ominous argent-purpure 
glow. 


Fifteen minutes in... 
“GEN RUSH X500!” 


Dismissing worries about Anise, Lanson, and other such thoughts, Okocim Lech-Sa palms 
his son’s blast, extinguishing it in a couple of microseconds. 


“FUCK DO YOU THINK YOU’RE DOING?!” 


“(Giving us a fighting chance... hopefully]. You’re absolutely right, Negroni. I am to blame 
for what you and your mother went through. I didn’t remember her name any more than I 
remembered her face, but I do recall bits and pieces of how we met. Benaver... she was just 
another one-night stand. I was a Destroyer God. I needed to blow off steam. She was willing 
and available. I don’t remember who propositioned whom, but I’m certain I didn’t force her. I 
paid her handsomely... she was just doing her job.” 


“AND NOW PM DOING MINE, YOU SONOVA—’” 


Without so much as a gesture, the late Lord Beerus punches the newly ascended deity square 
in the face, shattering his nose into powder. 


“Negroni... Sakar... listen to me. I meant what I said. No matter how hard I try, there’s no 
way I can ever make up for what you and Benaver went through. There’s nothing left to do 
now, other than help you move on so you can be the Destroyer God Universe 7 needs 

and deserves.” 


“THE FUCK ARE YOU TRYING TO DO!?” 


Stare congealed in absolute resolution, Okocim Lech-Sa speaks with a gravity he hasn’t 
recurred to since his time as Hakaishin. 


“Look at me... think on how much you hate me. Focus your will on me... think of nothing, 
other than destruction. Center yourself... say that one word...” 


“SHUT UP!” 


“Don’t you dare hesitate... before Creation there must come Destruction... once a Destroyer, 
always a Destroyer. Before we do anything else, though, I have a small favor to ask: spare 
Anise, Bess, and Lanson. Don’t hurt Goku, my friends, or Universe 7, and my life is yours to 
take.” 


“I WON’T BE BARGAINED WITH! PVE BEEN WAITING MY WHOLE FUCKING 
LIFE FOR THIS!” 


“The wait is over, Sakar.” 

“MY NAME IS NEGRONI!” 

“GEN RUSH X600!” 

Another power up. The newly ascended deity is starting to slip in more ways than one. 


“You want revenge? Go ahead and take it. All I ask in exchange is that you let Anise and 
Bess go free. You wanna beat me to a pulp and wipe me out from existence? Well, here’s 
your chance. All you have to do is swear before Whis and Vados you won’t harm anyone else 
but me.” 


“I don’t have to do anything you say.” 


“Yeah, that’s true... and you don’t have to do anything Tusker says, either. You are God of 
Destruction of our universe, not him.” 


A frown on the visage of Sakar Carpano tells Okocim his words are getting through. Sorrow 
bubbles up as well in the heart of the late Lord Beerus. 


“Sakar... Negroni... I’m not asking you to bury your anger. I’m only asking you to unleash it 
against the one who truly deserves it... nobody else. I’m also not asking you to forgive me... 
only that you give me a chance to make things right, to do right by you at least once in my 
stinking life. I... Pve been where you are, son. I know what it’s like to grow up like that, 
hating yourself, everyone, everything. I know how it feels, wanting to make your old man 
love you, and wanting to kill him for all the grief he put you through, and not being able to 
do either. The guilt, thinking you deserve all that pain and suffering... you don’t... simple as 
that. Do it, Negroni... end it. Make sure nobody else has to suffer the way you and I did.” 


After what seems like an eternity, father and son regain themselves. Much to their 
stupefaction, tears flow from both their eyes. Resolve sapped to the dregs, a forlorn Sakar 
Carpano shakes his head. 


“Okocim... I... I don’t know... what to do...” 


“Forget about me, about Tusker: do what you know is right. You can do better than me, 
Sakar. You can be better than me, than all of us.” 


Ten minutes in... 
Bloodied, tired, panting, father and son face one another. Sakar Carpano makes his choice. 
“SENSEI!” 


The echoes of the young Destroyer’s howl have yet to fade by the time Whis and Vados snap 
back into attention. Facing his father, God of Destruction Negroni steels himself. 


“I FORFEIT!” 
“WHAT!?” 


Tusker and Lanson cease fighting. Profusely battle-scarred, bleeding all over the place, the 
Hakaishin Emeritus dives into the ground with the force of a small meteorite. 


“What do you think you’re doing, fool!? You can’t forfeit now!” 
“T can and I did. Okocim and Lanson win. Release the females.” 


“This wasn’t part of the deal!” 


“T’m altering the deal. I am God of Destruction of Universe 7. My every word and act is final 
and binding.” 


“Ungrateful brat! How dare you turn against me!?” 


Arms crossed against the chest, Negroni glowers at the Hakaishin Emeritus. 
“All must submit... even you, Grandfather.” 


“T submit to no one! I answer to the King of All himself, not a buncha spoiled ingrates who 
had no business existing in the first place!” 


“So you lied to me... I’m not your equal, after all. Was everything else you taught me a lie, 
too?” 


“Don’t twist my words around, scum of a fuckup!” 


“That’s all you got to fall back on, old man? Name-calling? Gotta say, you’re not exactly 
making a good impression on your fellow Destroyers, Lord Tusker.” 


“YOU, MY FELLOW!? YOU THINK YOU’RE MY EQUAL, BOY!? PVE BEEN 
BUSTING MY ASS FOR MY UNIVERSE BEFORE YOU WERE A CUM SHOT IN 
YOUR WHORE MOTHER’S CUNT! / UNDID THE MESS MY FATHER AND OUR 
ANCESTORS MADE! ME! I DON’T ANSWER TO THE LIKES OF YOU!” 


Negroni glowers at the Hakaishin Emeritus. 


“That’s where you’re wrong, Lech. You know what the Omni-King’s laws state: ‘The God of 
Destruction has the final word when it comes to their universe’. You taught me well, for 
better or worse...” (Jo Whis). “SENSEI! END THE COUNTDOWN!” 


Five minutes left... 


With a snap of his fingers, the Guide Angel of Universe 7 turns the hourglass into dust, 
allowing the wind to bear it away. 


“WHIS!? WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU THINK YOU’RE DOING!?” 
“Apologies, Lord Tusker. I’m only following orders.” 

“MY ORDERS! RESTART THE COUNTDOWN!” 

“T will do no such thing.” 

“HOW DARE YOU DEFY ME!? I AM YOUR LORD AND MASTER!” 
Beerus’s former Attendant stares ire at the Hakaishin Emeritus. 

“Not anymore.” 


Tusker peers absolute hate into his son and grandson. Destroyer God or otherwise, it takes all 
of Okocim and Sakar’s willpower not to succumb before Lech Blanton-Sa. 


Tusker the Dread is not angry: he is anger itself. He is not filled with hate: he is hate given 
flesh. 


Spiteful eyes lit a corrosive purple, the Hakaishin Emeritus steals a glance upward. Anise 
Lozada... she is the cause of all this! That little fuckup ruined everything because of her! 
That so-called son of his poisoned Negroni’s mind and heart with stupidity and weakness, all 
because of that female! 


Without so much as a warning, Tusker zooms to Whis and Vados. Breaking the speed of light 
and sound in less than two microseconds, the Hakaishin Emeritus swats Bess and the twin 
Angels aside like the flies they are, then assaults the Tien-Shin pupil with every claw, every 
single punch, kick, and technique he’s learned. 


“ANISE!” 


Ignoring Negroni, Lanson, and the world around him, Okocim makes a mad dash towards his 
sire. Far as Tusker’s concerned, the screams of the son he hates might as well be a buzzing 
sound in his ears. Sparing a side-glance, the deity catches Okocim, Lanson, Negroni, Vados, 
and Whis, all ready to pounce. 


“GOD OF DESTRUCTION’S FORBIDDEN ART! ETERNAL DECAY!” 


With merely a glower, Tusker repels the would-be attackers and sends them crashing back 
down to earth. When the dust settles, Okocim, Lanson, Sakar, and the twin Angels find 
themselves immobilized within waves of corrosive destruction energy. 


Whis: “GOD OF DESTRUCTION’S DECAY! ONE OF THE SEVEN FORBIDDEN 
DESTROYER ARTS!” 


Negroni: “HOW DO WE FIGHT IT, SENSEI!? HOW DO WE BREAK FREE!?” 


Vados: “OKOCIM, LANSON, AND US HAVE TO COMBINE OUR ENERGIES! ONLY 
ANGEL OR GEN KI CAN REPEAL CORROSIVE ENERGY!” 


Whis: “THERE’S NO TIME! WE HAVE TO DO IT, VADOS! WE MUST UNLEASH OUR 
FULL POWER!” 


Vados: “BUT THE OMNI-KING’S LAWS—’” 
Whis: “THE OMNI-KING HAS NO JURISDICTION HERE! BEGIN THE PROCESS!” 


Tusker’s onslaught continues. Dead to the noise and aches around him, a bound, immobilized 
Okocim Lech-Sa can only watch as his father pummels the woman he loves into atoms. 


That’s it... it’s all over. Eons ago, he lost the first female he ever loved due to Lech’s 
intervention. Now, his father’s wrath will destroy someone else near and dear to him... again. 


Gazing in stunned silence, the worst moments in the life of the late Lord Beerus flash before 
his eyes: Asahi and Karasa’s deaths... the news of Blanton’s alleged demise... all those times 
Tusker abused him... the destruction of Planet Vegeta... that day at Kami’s Lookout, when 
Tusker bulldozed his way back into his and Lanson’s lives... the beating he gave him in front 
of Anise, Goku, and the others... 


“L-Leave... her... a... alone...” 

It comes out as a whisper at first. 

You are a disappointment and a failure. 
“Leave... her... alone...” 


The Angels and his fellow Sphygians can hear him now. Silver electricity crackles around the 
son of Lech. 


“O-Okocim?” 

A troubled Lanson speaks. His sibling pays him no heed. 

I disown you. You are nothing to me. 

“Leave her alone.” 

I hate you. 

Electricity gives way to an argent aura, searing to the touch. 
“Leave. Her. Alone.” 

I hate you! 

Sakar makes to speak. 
“What’s happening to h—” 
“Leave her alone!” 

I hate you! 

“LEAVE HER ALONE!” 
I HATE YOU! 

“LEAVE HER ALONE!” 
I HATE YOU! 

“LEAVE HER ALONE!” 


I HAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAATE 
YOUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUU 


“LEAAAAAAAVE HEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEER 
ALOOOOOQOQOOOOOOOQOOOOOQOOOOOOONE!” 


Lost in a draconic ocean of roaring and bellowing, Okocim Lech-Sa literally explodes into a 
Gen Ki-fueled column, reaching past Earth itself all the way into unknown space. Even 
Tusker takes notice, stopping his onslaught to look on in mirific awe. 


Washing over Whis, Vados, Lanson, Sakar, and Okocim himself, silver ki dispels the 
corrosive energy Tusker conjured, also healing whatever damage the Forbidden Art has done. 
Thinking fast, both Guide Angels erect barriers to shield the Sphygians and themselves from 
yet another explosion. 


Some six minutes later, the energy at last subsides. Tusker and the rest behold what has 
become of the former Lord Beerus. Fur burning in white hot energy, hateful, tear-stained 
stare piercing heaven, earth, and time themselves, the disgraced Destroyer takes flight as 
every atom in his body crackles with rageful resolve. 


“TSon of Lech... what is the meaning of this!?].” 
“(Not now, Zivek!].” 

“[Do you require assistance? |.” 

“[No. This is strictly a family matter].” 


The Sphygian realizes he can move his broken arm again. Much as he’d like to know how or 
why, now’s not the time to be asking stupid questions. 


Before Tusker next blinks, the fist of the son he loathes finds his visage. The impact alone 
shatters his nose into powder, cracking his sinuses and the rest of his bones, dealing near- 
infinite fractures. 


One punch becomes two... two becomes three... three becomes four... four becomes five... in 
less than half a minute, the former God of Destruction lands over a hundred thousand billion 
blows upon his sire, now forced to react rather than act. Back on the ground, Lanson Brulle- 
Sa can no longer contain himself. 


“H-HE D-D-DID IT! OKOCIM UNLOCK-K-ED GEN DRIVE!” 


Vados and Sakar are much too stunned for words. For his part, Whis allows himself to cry in 
front of everyone. 


“Welcome back... Lord Beerus.” 


Yet their joy is too short-lived. Self-possession regained, Tusker screams a hell-crushing 
scream, unleashing a power wave that repels Beerus several yards away as still more 
corrosive Energy of Destruction engulfs the Hakaishin Emeritus. Undeterred by the sight 
before him, Beerus the Destroyer focuses all of his murderous intent upon the monster he 
must vanquish. 


“Ka... Me... Ha... Me...” 


Warp! 


“HAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!” 


With the invaluable aid of Instant Transmission, the son of Lech teleports in front of the 
energy mound and fires the Kamehameha Wave right on Tusker’s face. 


“(This must work! It has to work! We’re completely and utterly fucked if it doesn t!].” 


It’s already too late. An enormous war-torn hand yanks Beerus by both wrists, completely 
immobilizing him as the corrosive ki disperses. Overflowing with hate-fueled might, Tusker 
Lager-Sa has unleashed his Destroyer Form. The transformation has transmuted what little fat 
he had into pure muscle. The fangs which constitute his namesake have grown almost to the 
size of daggers, as black and purple eyes drill death into the younger male. 


The pair teleports to the ground. Still holding Okocim by the wrists, the Hakaishin Emeritus 
slams him facedown into the sand, where he kicks, pounds, and mauls the younger male to 
his wicked heart’s content. 


“G-GET AWAY F-FROM HIM!” 


Just when Tusker is about to gouge out his son’s neck, a thousand myriad adamantine 
punches and kicks shatter whatever few bones Beerus’s predecessor has left. Gen Drive 
overflowing, Lanson’s fists disorient Tusker long enough for Negroni to kick what little 
remains of his ribs into chalk dust. 


Own Destroyer Form unleashed, the son of Beerus lands over ten thousand gut punches 
strong enough to make their target cough and vomit more than half the blood in his body. 
Irritated beyond belief, Tusker sends the Sphygians flying with a heaven-seizing roar. 


Stance fully straight, the Hakaishin Emeritus summons all the strength in his body and 
infuses it with corrosive Destruction Energy, which he then gathers into the core of his body, 
namely the areas where the heart and digestive system operate. Hollering like the fiend he is, 
Tusker Lager-Sa prepares to massacre his sons, grandson, pretty much everything that lives 
and breathes. 


“GOD OF DESTRUCTION’S FORBIDDEN ART! FINAL HECATOMB!” 


It’s all over. Just a few seconds more, and Tusker will manifest an explosion infinitely greater 
than a trillion supernovas, effectively obliterating well over ninety percent of life in the 
Universe. The end is near... 


“OH NO YOU DON’T!” 


Air knocked out of him yet again, Tusker barely has time to behold as the roaring Beerus 
disrupts his concentration with a multi-pronged, hyper-speed bicycle kick to the face. Dazed 
and disoriented, the Hakaishin Emeritus takes another lethal swipe at the son he loathes, only 
for Okocim to break through his offense and defense. 


Lech Blanton-Sa’s world spirals out of control. His son literally spins in midair while 
connecting several rapid gyrating kicks to the head and neck. If Tusker wasn’t the juggernaut 


he is, the sheer impact would’ve crushed his neck into atoms over nine thousand times over. 


Shifting back and forth between cadeiras, gingas, and breakdance-inspired moves, Beerus 
presses on his assault. The remnants of Tusker’s stamina deplete with every drop of blood 
lost, every chunk of flesh torn, every piece of bone destroyed... NOW! 


Breaking sound, speed, light, all barriers, Beerus the Destroyer slashes at Tusker the Dread. 
Next thing his opponent knows, both of his arms are cut right off their sockets. 


Wounds spurting scarlet oceans, the howling Hakaishin Emeritus has no time to take this in. 
Neck torn open, Tusker Lager-Sa at last collapses on his back. 


Blind, deaf, and mute to the world around him, Beerus wails on what little remains of his 
progenitor. The old voices return. 


You are a disappointment and a failure. 
One punch becomes ten. 

I disown you. 

Ten punches become twenty. 

You are nothing to me. 

Twenty become thirty. 

Useless! Worthless! Unteachable! 
Thirty become forty. 

What did I do to deserve you!? 
Fifty become sixty. 

SHE’S DEAD! 

Sixty become seventy. 

I hate you! 

Seventy become eighty. 

SHE’S DEAD! 

Eighty become ninety. 

I HATE YOU! 


Ninety become a hundred. 


SHE’S DEAD! 
A hundred become a thousand. 


I HAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAATE 
YOUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUU UU! 


A thousand become ten thousand. 
SHE’S DEAD! 


Ten thousand become a hundred thousand-million-billion-trillion-quadrillion-quintillion- 
sextillion-septillion-octillion-ninetillion... 


Howling like the stricken beast Tusker bludgeoned him into, Okocim Lech-Sa all but wears 
his father’s blood for a raiment. He could do this all day, far as he’s concerned, yet a familiar 
voice snaps him out of it. 


“Okocim!” 
“Anise!” 


Ignoring Whis, the fallen Destroyer thanked all the gods he knew. The females he and his 
brother loved were safe, doubtlessly healed by their former Guide Angels. Before anyone else 
spoke, the Sphygian practically threw himself on the Tien-Shin pupil, showering her with 
teary kisses as Lanson dotted over Bess. 


“Anise... I was so scared.” 
“Well, it’s all over now. Go back to kissing me while I prep your surprise for tonight.” 


Utterly dumbfounded, the artist formerly known as Beerus backed away from the flirty 
female. 


“Cim? Everything alright?” 
Eyes shut, Okocim Lech-Sa reaches for his lover’s energy. 


“Hey, Lanson... I think you should take a gander at Bess’s ki. Something ain’t quite kosher 
here.” 


“Y-You’re r-r-right! B-B-Bess... a-a-are you 0-0-ok!?” 
“Better than ever, Honey-Butt.” 


“H-Honey-Butt!? Okay, w-w-who are y-y-you and w-what have y-y-y-you d-d-done to B- 
Bess!?” 


Scowl on his face, the son of Lech turns to Whis and Vados. 


“Explanation. Now.” 


Back to her usual cheery mood, Vados allowed herself a chuckle or two. 


“Give us some credit, Okocim. Did you honestly believe we would risk Anise and Bess’s 
lives with the likes of that brute?” 


Just then, Whis turned to “Anise” and “Bess.” 

“You may drop your disguises. They have served their purpose.” 
“Disguises?” 

Negroni hadn’t finished speaking when Lozada’s form shifted to reveal... 
“KAISEN!?” 


Still dressed in his convict’s uniform, the Displacer Agent flashed a venomous smile before 
the fallen Destroyer. 


“Long time no see, dear boy. Magnificent pathos, glorious angst from beginning to end... 
your kissing could do with some work, however.” 


Lanson all but jumped away from the creature that had taken Bess’s place, an 
anthropomorphic praying mantis clad in dark armor, strange-looking cutlass strapped to her 
right. Green with revulsion, the late Lord Beerus pushed past Vados and Whis and vomited 
his figurative guts not far from where Tusker laid, then scraped every nook and cranny of his 
tongue with his claws and ate several handfuls of sand for good measure. 


“T-I’m not poisoned or anything, am I!?” 
Whis allowed himself a couple of laughs. 
“You’re fine, Okocim.” 

“Why didn’t you tell me that wasn’t Anise!?” 


“T was about to, but you ran off before I could.” (Brief pause). “Okocim... I’m so proud of 
you. You unlocked Gen Drive... you defeated Tusker the Dread. Only a couple of beings in 
the whole Multiverse have ever managed that. You are one of them.” 


“W-Wow... when you put it like that...” 
“Sensei...” 


A stern Negroni stepped forward. Whis took this time to heal the fallen deity and his 
successor. Vados saw to the late Lord Champa as the Sphygians resumed base form. 


“What possessed you to free this prisoner and rope him into our scheme? For that matter, 
who is this praying mantis?” 


“The Omni-King was quite adamant on this regard. He wouldn’t even consider using the real 
Bess and Anise. We definitely made the right choice, all things considered.” (Brief pause). 
“As for you, Lord Negroni... it pleases me to say you have passed your Trial of Ascension, 
with flying colors, I might add. Wouldn’t you agree, Your Eminence?” 


“Indeed.” 


In the blink of an eye, having warped out of the desert, Okocim and company found 
themselves back outside, at the entrance of the Ziggurat of Trials. The group next beheld as 
Zen-Oh, Grand Priest, the Predecessors, the other three Heralds, and Earth’s warriors made 
the scene. Much to Okocim and Lanson’s relief, two VIPs figured among them. 


“ANISE!” 

“B-BESS!” 

Another teary reunion, another warm embrace. 

“Y-You’re ok, right!? More importantly, you’re you, aren’t you!?” 
Lozada smiled her warmest smile yet. 

“T’m fine, Cim... you did amazing.” 


Tall and stout like a conquering hero, Okocim Lech-Sa locked eyes with the dancer. The 
victor was about to melt away into his beloved’s lips, only to be abruptly interrupted by yet 
another third party. 


“You did it, Lord Beerus! I knew you could do it!” 

“NOT NOW, GOKU!” 

Much to his own confusion, the Sphygian’s dour brow softened. 
“Yeah... I did it... thanks to you.” 

“Hey, I can’t take all the credit here. You did amazing, Okocim.” 
“Goku...” 


No other words were spoken. Joyful tears cascading downward, the artist formerly known as 
Beerus hugged his mentor. 


“Goku... thank you... for believing in me. I... I don’t know what else to say.” 


“You don’t have to say anything. This is your victory. I want you to know something else. No 
matter what happens from now on, you’ll always be Lord Beerus to me... the greatest warrior 
in the universe.” 


“Goku...” 


“Kid!” 
Ciroc Musgrave and his fellow Predecessors joined as well. 


“Ciroc, Krupnik, Noilly, Lady Hypatia... thank you. I couldn’t have done it without you 
guys.” 


Noilly Aguirre thought it fit to interrupt. 


“Don’t be so modest, Okocim. It’s not every day a mortal unlocks Gen Drive, and in less than 
a century, to boot.” 


“Less than a century?” 
Hypatia al-Shedeh advanced. 
“Sobieski, Aguirre, and I required two thousand years to do so. As for Musgrave—” 


“H-Hey, ‘Patia, let’s not bore Okocim with stories now! Let ‘im enjoy himself. Ain’t every 
day you put bad ol’ Lech in his place, after all.” 


The awkward laughter and beads of sweat on the Asurendran’s visage weren’t lost on 
Okocim as Mule’s predecessor made an observation of his own. 


“Indeed... a pity he did not fall by my hand. His head would truly tie my studio together.” 
“Morbid much, Krup?” 

Laughter was had by all. 

(Translated from Standard Sekhmetian). “{My sons! }.” 

““{Mother! }.” 

Flanked by Asahi and Anpurion, Brulle Féverte-Se all but flew to her youngest children. 


“{We watched everything. I... we are so proud of the two of you}.” (Brief pause). “{Asahi, 
Lanson, Okocim... pay no heed to what Lech said. Not a day goes by without my thanking 
the gods for giving me the three of you. Verily, you are the best thing to have come to pass in 
all my eons. You are my children, now and forevermore}.” 


“*{Mother...}.” 
Lanson made to speak, only to be cut off by another voice. 
“T You fools... did you really think it was going to be this easy?].” 


Whispers of fright and murmurs of terror filled the silence. Facing on ahead, bundled with 
each other to ward off deathly cold, the group watched as the crumpled remnants of Tusker 
Lager-Sa were enshrouded in Energy of Destruction. 


“(GOD OF DESTRUCTION’S FORBIDDEN ART! BURNING MEND’}.” 


The energies circling around what used to be the Hakaishin Emeritus oscillated in a frenzy, 
taking all of a few instants to repair the gravest damage Tusker sustained in battle. Sounds of 
groaning, screaming, broken bones becoming whole again, torn flesh regaining its former 
place, all of it seemed to stretch on forever. Barely ten seconds later, Lech Blanton-Sa stood 
once again, yet for all his storm and rage, Okocim and company could sense he was severely 
debilitated. 


“How the hell are you still alive!?” 
Son Goku had spoken thus. 


“T’d keep my mouth shut if I were you, Saiyan... though I suppose I should be thanking you, 
seeing how you people actually saved Universe 7 on more than one occasion. If nothing else, 
you lot did the job that idiot son of mine neglected.” (Brief pause). “Don’t get comfortable, 
you two. You’ve got nowhere left to hide.” 


“Don’t even think about it, Lech! Okocim and Lanson defeated you! They have passed their 
trials!” 


Tusker the Dread snorted smoke from his nostrils. 


“Long time no see, Brulle. Good to know you’re still that same meddlesome bitch I divorced 
long ago.” 


“That’s my mate you’re insulting, asshole!” 


Claws unsheathed, Anpurion struck a fighting pose, to the terror of Brulle and other 
onlookers. Tusker couldn’t help but laugh. 


“Your mate!? Oh please... damn woman-child always latched on to any simp who’d have her. 
You just happened to be available.” 


“Scum of a worm! Don’t speak to Mother and Anpu like that!” 
“Who dares!?” 


Irate eyes scouring the crowd, Tusker Lager-Sa soon found the source of that voice. All 
present beheld as the Destroyer’s expression seemed to... soften? 


“You... it... it can’t be... Sappora.” 
“It’s been a long time, Father... not nearly long enough for my liking.” 


“You... you still exist!? B-But I... I thought you’d been destroyed! I went all over Universe 
7, used so many different Wishing Spheres, even ones from other universes, an—” 


Stunned silence. Eyes meeting for the first time in thousands of years, it wasn’t long before 
Lech’s tongue caught up with the rest of him. 


“The dragons said they couldn’t revive you, but that wasn’t the case... you refused to come 
back. You ordered them to lie... why?” 


“It was the only way I could escape you.” 
“Escape me!? What nonsense are you talking about, Sappora!?” 
Standing tall and proud, the sister of Beerus summoned all the spite she could muster. 


“My name is Asahi. You almost ruined me beyond all hope of repair, Father. Had I continued 
living under your heel, I would’ve become like you: a selfish, pathetic, monstrous waste of 
life who loves no one and nothing but himself.” 


Lech Blanton-Sa required a few seconds to assimilate what he’d just heard. Afterward, what 
little gentleness there was in his visage faded like dew before the morning sun. 


“How... HOW DARE YOU SPEAK TO ME LIKE THAT, YOU UNGRATEFUL QUIM!? 
YOU WERE BORN FROM ME! YOU SHARE IN MY BLOOD! WHO ARE YOU TO 
REJECT ME, MY VISION!? WHO DO YOU THINK YOU ARE!?” 


“Who do you think you are!? We’re your children! We’re not tools for you to use as you 
wish!” (Brief pause). “You lost, Father. The day belongs to Okocim and Lanson. You ought 
to be proud. ‘Bout time at least two of us surpassed you.” 


“‘S-Surpassed me!? SURPASSED ME!? Y-You... YOU GODS-DAMNED TRAITOR! HOW 
DARE YOU TURN ON ME!?” 


“You brought that upon yourself.” 

“WHY Y—” 

“That’s enough out of you.” 

Stepping forward, Ciroc Musgrave stared rage into the Hakaishin Emeritus. 


“Long time no see, Lech... gotta agree with Sahi, though. Ain’t been nearly long enough for 
my liking, either.” 


“Musgrave... Sobieski... Aguirre... Al-Shedeh... the dearth of warriors throughout the 
universes must be severe indeed, if His Eminence dragged you parasites out of your tombs.” 


“Listen, you sonofa—” 
Scowl giving way to a hateful rictus, Tusker spat over his shoulder. 


“Did I offend you, Musgrave? Why don’t you go hide your puny little head between a 
female’s legs? It’s all you’re good for, anyway. Can’t say I’m surprised, seeing what became 
of that brain-damaged catamite you chose to succeed you.” 


“LEAVE SALMER OUT OF THIS!” 


“Geene the Annihilator... don’t make me laugh. The boy failed, Musgrave. Universe 12’s 
under Void Realm control, thanks to the two of you. So much for Bonak the Devastator...” 


“That boy is more of a male than you'll ever be.” 
“You say the same thing to them fuckups, too?” 
“Tlomibles K ublepty!” 


Krupnik Sobieski had spoken. Battle claws out, the Yautja flashed several rows of sharp, 
jagged teeth with a warlike roar. 


“Got something to say, Sobieski?” 
“You are absolutely despicable! Verily I have beholden gulag filth worthier than you!” 


“Like your successor, that jittery little piss-stain who needs a hunk of junk to do all the 
fighting for him?” (Brief pause). “Y’know Krupnik, I never pegged you for much of a 
thinker. Didn’t think you’d be that stupid, though...” 


“TpaxHu Teos!” 


Two silvery energy blasts erupted from within the group. Visage stone-cold, Tusker the Dread 
shielded himself within an energy shield fashioned from Energy of Destruction, which he 
then dispelled with nary a gesture. 


“Noilly, Hypatia... really? Thats the best you can do? Then again, what else can you expect 
from low-tier trash?” 


“You will remain silent!” 
Another day, another demonic smile. 


“Truth hurts, don’t it, Doza? Have you finally accepted the fact your death was absolutely 
deserved? If you’d put as much effort into training that airhead daughter of yours as you did 
laying on your back, maybe Universe 2 wouldn’t have fallen.” 


“Don’t speak of my daughter, you kin-devouring swine! You have no right to upbraid me!” 


“Whatever... something wrong, Aguirre? Y’ know, seeing that sleazy wastrel you picked, I’m 
not surprised your universe crumbled the way it did... twice.” 


“Sous-merde! You know something, Lech? I don’t understand it... how is it possible a 
bottom-feeder like you sired someone as amazing as Lanson, Okocim, and Asahi? All these 
eons and I still can’t wrap my head around it... the fact a waste of space like you got to have 
children, while I and so many others didn’t.” 


“You done? Don’t you and that bitch of yours have some pimps to chew out or something?” 


“Ecoutez, salope—” 


“LECH!” 

Turning to their left, the crowd spotted a hooded figure heading their way. 
“So everything I’ve heard is true... you are as vile as everyone says.” 
Tusker was not amused. 

“Watch your mouth, filth. I won’t tolerate disrespect.” 

“We’ve tolerated yours for far too long.” 

Pupils constricted, the Hakaishin Emeritus spoke with a growl. 


“I’m in no mood for games, old man. You’d better speak plainly before I smite you for such 
blasphemy.” 


“You dare speak of blasphemy when you have sinned against the gods and your kin, 
against me!?” 


It took all of two seconds for Lech to gather his thoughts. 


“I understand now... you’re descended from someone I Hakai’d, aren’t you? If that’s the case, 
then your quest for revenge is at an end... your end, that is.” 


“Unreal... perhaps some visual aid is in order, after all.” 


The new arrival discarded the hood, allowing the wind to bear it away. Before Lech and the 
rest stood a bipedal creature, profoundly scarred visage resembling that of a Sphygian-like 
insect/amphibian bearing a fowl-like beak, clad in a uniform similar to the one issued to 
Okocim and Lanson. Aggravated by now, Lech Blanton-Sa searched for the blasphemer’s 
energy signature, only for his rage to peter out in all of an instant. 


“You...” 
“Good of you to remember me... my son.” 


“You’re... no... no... NO! HELL FUCKING NO! You’re dead! I killed you with my own 
hands!” 


“You defeated me in combat, yet you didn’t give me a warrior’s death. You tortured me to 
your heart’s content, then cast me out beyond the universes. You doomed me to wander in 
darkness, unable to recall my own name, my own face! The reprobates who captured me 
forced that vile contraption upon my face, twisted me into the creature you now behold, but 
you might as well have done it yourself.” 


“H-How... How. Dare. You!? HOW DARE YOU CRAWL OUT OF YOUR GRAVE, OLD 
FOOL!? WHATEVER MADE THE GODS THINK THEY COULD DISRESPECT ME 
AND GET AWAY WITH IT!? I LOST MY HEIR AND GOT STUCK WITH THOSE TWO 
FUCKUPS, AND NOW YOU’RE HERE, TOO!? NO! NO FUCKING WAY!” 


It happened in a literal flash. Tusker Lager-Sa fired a volley of destructive blasts at his sire, 
only for his family to ignite Gen Drive and parry and/or dispel them with ease. Fur pulsating 
searing argent, Okocim struck a fighting pose. 


“Don’t even think about it! You’re not laying another finger on him!” 
“Step aside, fuckup!” 

Okocim glowered. 

“Make me... old fool.” 

“WHAT!?” 

“What are you, deaf?” 

“T’m warning y—” 


“You can take your warnings and shove them down your asshole... now pipe the fuck down. 
‘Bout time you heard what J have to say.” 


“Don’t get cocky, boy. This victory doesn’t mean shit. The Energy of Origins defeated me, 
not you, not the other one, certainly not Negroni.” 


“You never get tired of the sound of your own voice, do you?” 


Anise Lozada had spoken. Having warped right next to Okocim and Blanton, the hissing 
Tien-Shin pupil and her adopted siblings struck fighting poses. Next thing Tusker knew, 
everyone else was doing the same. 


“Get away from them, Tusker. First and final warning.” 
The Hakaishin Emeritus spitefully spat to his left. 


“Broken little bitch... you dare threaten me? Feh... what did I expect? You’re the fuckup’s 
concubine. Making good choices isn t your area of expertise.” 


Moving in front of Lozada, the late Lord Beerus struck a fighting pose. 


“Shut your trap, old fuck! Hating me’s one thing, but you don’t get to disrespect my 
girlfriend, ‘specially after you nearly killed her... sorta.” 


“Your concern is duly noted, m’ lord.” 

“Not now, Kaisen!” 

“Bold of you to believe lightning will strike twice, fuckup.” 
Beerus the Destroyer glowered at his predecessor. 


“My name is Okocim. There’s only one fuckup here... we’re lookin’ at “im.” 


“T’ve had enough of your disrespect, boy.” 
“Too bad. I haven’t even begun.” 
“The fuck’s your problem!?” 


Hissing at intervals, the late Lord Beerus drilled his most hateful stare yet into Lech Blanton- 
Sa. 


“You really think it’s that easy, old man? You think I’ Il just forget what happened between the 
two of us?” 


Yawning out loud, Hakaishin Tusker rolled his eyes. 
“Not this crap again... get over yourself, boy. Your life wasn’t that bad.” 
Okocim hissed loud enough for everyone to hear. 


“You wanna know what my life was like, Lech Blanton-Sa? There wasn’t a day when you 
didn’t insult me, humiliate me, threaten me, punish me to ‘teach me a lesson’, ‘toughen me 
up’, or whatever other bullshit excuse you’d come up with. I used to wake up every morning, 
dreading the moment that gods-damned lackey of yours Radler would barge into my quarters 
and roar at me to get out of bed. I’d be looking over my shoulder every time I took a bath, 
praying that asshole wouldn’t barge in and yell at me ‘coz I didn’t make my bed right or 
some shit. Not that you’d care, but did you know he once dragged me out of the springs butt- 
naked in front of everybody, took me to my room, stripped my bed and forced me to tidy up 
all over again ‘coz he saw a wrinkle? Sick sonovabitch didn’t even let me cover my junk or 
nothing!” 


Tusker was not impressed. 


“You should be thanking me. You gave me every reason I needed to annihilate that shit-sired 
parasite. Real shame, too. Unlike you and the other one, he was actually useful.” 


“Yeah, yeah... when you and me did anything together, I’d avoid looking you in the eyes. I 
was so scared you’d scratch me in the face so I’d ‘learn my place’... that is, if you didn’t just 
order any random lackey to ‘teach this little fuckup some respect’, as you used to say. While I 
was cooped up studying in the castle library, I’d hear our slaves’ children, jumping, running, 
yelling, laughing, roughhousing, having the time of their fucking lives, while I was stuck in 
that musty room, cramming so one day I would take over your damn job I didn’t even want.” 


The Hakaishin Emeritus still was not impressed. 
“Spare the outrage, boy. You never said anything.” 


At that moment, Okocim allowed himself to chortle, then snicker, till he erupted into full- 
blown laughter. 


“You’re right, Father, I didn’t! Wanna know why? Because one of two things would’ve 
happened. If you were in a good mood, you would’ve dismissed me: ‘hush, boy’, ‘don’t be 


impertinent, boy’, ‘don’t bother me, boy’, the list goes on. If you were in a bad mood, you’d 
pound the living cat shit outta me and say you were gonna go tell the Omni-King to erase 
me.” (Brief pause). “You have no idea what it was like, spending the rest of the day looking 
over my shoulder, having nightmares about that... that blue fiend chowing down on me and 
Lanson, while you just stood there, laughing your ass off. And that was on a best case 
scenario. Worst case, you’d shove me aside and have your lackeys give me forty lashes ‘for 
good measure’.” (Facepalms hard). “Gods, I was so stupid! Here I was, this dumb little shit, 
pissing myself ‘coz dear ol’ daddy made a threat he couldn’t have followed through even if 


he’d wanted to!” 
“The point... get to it.” 


“Know what else I realized growing up? Our slaves and their children could move around 
freely, eat pretty much whatever they wanted whenever they wanted, be with their families 
when they wanted... but J couldn’t. Years would go by before I’d see hide or hair of Mother 
and Lanson. Hell, I barely remember Asahi before she died, seeing how she’d stay away from 
the manor long as possible... can’t say I blame her.” 


“Careful how you talk about my daughter, boy. Even without ascending she was more than 
twice the Destroyer you and that gutless blob ever were. You don’t deserve to speak her 
name.” 


“Well, you don’t deserve to speak my name, or Lanson’s. You also don’t deserve Asahi, or 
Sakar... just like you never deserved Mother.” 


“WHY yY—’ 


“Oh, blow it out your ass... back to the slaves. You were always nice to them. You’d be all 
like ‘hi, how y’all doin’?’, ask about them kids, give them whatever they needed. Being such 
a wonderful master, you allowed a few of ‘em to buy their freedom, even married a couple off 
to our ‘lesser relatives’, as you called everyone in the family you thought wasn’t worth a 
damn. How magnanimous of you.” 


“Yes, and I still stewarded Universe 7 far better than you ever did. Once a fuckup, always a 
fuckup.” 


“You just don’t get it, do you? Let me put it this way: I wouldn’t have grown up to be such a 
‘fuckup’, such a ‘disappointment’, if Pd been one of your slaves!” (Brief pause). “That’s 
right, Father. I wouldn’t have wasted so much of my life hating myself, my brother, the job I 
threw my youth away training for, all those innocent beings I destroyed, if I’d been anything 
other than your son!” (Brief pause). “Wanna know something else? I used to feel sad for you 
after Asahi died... turns out I was wrong. The gods did her a good turn, just as they did 
Mother a good turn when Zen-Oh made her mortal and allowed her to divorce you, same as 
when he undeified me, Lanson, Strongbow, and Sauza. Better late than never, I guess.” 


“You done bitching about yourself?” 


“That’s rich, coming from the self-important asshat who tried to turn me into the daughter he 
lost and blamed me when he failed miserably. Add that to your stinking memoirs, old man.” 


“Yeah, keep blaming me for your screw ups, boy. That’ll make ‘em go away.” 


Eyes awash, Okocim Lech-Sa flashed his fangs for all to see. 


“I. Am. Not. Your. Boy... not now, not ever.” 
Having said thus, the fallen Hakaishin pointed to his successor. 


“Look at this male; he’s my son. I barely even know him, and I can already tell he’ll be a 
billion times better than any of us. I’Il spend the rest of my life helping him, guiding him, 
being the father I should’ve been all along... the father you never were. Again, not that you’d 
care.” (Brief pause). “Let me put it in a way you can understand, Lord Tusker: you are a 
disappointment and a failure... J disown you... I wash my hands off you... you are dead to me. 
I’ve wasted too much of everyone’s time already, so I’ Il cut to the chase: if you ever come 
anywhere near me, my girlfriend, my brother, my son, my family, my friends, or my planet 
again, not even the Omni-King will be able to put you back together. I have spoken. Get out 
of my sight.” 


Visage frozen in an unholy scowl, Tusker the Dread spat over his side. 
“This isn’t over, boy. This lucky streak of yours won’t hold forever.” 
“I don’t need luck to put you in your place. None of us do.” 


“Shame I didn’t put the whole damn lot of you in yours when I had the chance. Now if you’re 
done with your whining, I’m going to resume my duties. I’d sooner marry an eunuch than 
entrust this war to the likes of you.” 


Okocim scowled. 
“Whatever. Don’t let the door hit you on the way out... Lech.” 


Growling vehemently, Tusker Lager-Sa surrounded himself with crackling Energy of 
Destruction. Once he formed an explosive bubble around himself, the Hakaishin Emeritus 
warped away to parts unknown, leaving a zoot-stained crater where he once stood. 


With Lech gone, an eerie stillness overtook all present after Okocim and company resumed 
base form. Some ten or eleven seconds in, a single clap broke the silence, followed by 
another, then another, another still, still another... 


“Magnificent! Truly magnificent! ‘Bout damn time somebody told that damn cat off!” 


The King of All had spoken. Floating on ahead, the Supreme Benefactor turned to the 
deposed ex-deities. 


“Congratulations on passing your trials, Heralds. I’m so glad to see we made the right choice. 
Now, I suggest you rest and put some food in your stomachs. We’ll proceed with briefing 
tomorrow morning.” 


The group dispersed immediately afterwards. Anise Lozada and God of Destruction Negroni, 
however, had other ideas. 


“Okocim... Dad... I... P 


“Sakar... I'd rather we talked in private later on. I need some time to get my shit together 
(pardon my language).” 


“I understand. There’s some folks I’d like you to meet, though.” 
“We can do that, too. Just... gimme a chance to catch my breath, ok?” 
Nodding once, Beerus’s successor walked away, stopping not far from where Lozada stood. 


“Anise, right? Apologies for the scare. I’d like to make your acquaintance, if that’s ok with 
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you. 
“Sure... Negroni, right? Okocim’s son...” 


“Don’t be too hard on him. He didn’t know, either... not till a coupla moments ago, anyway.” 
(Smiles). “Gotta say, Pops couldn’t have picked a better mate.” 


“Thanks... I guess.” 

“PII see you both later.” 

With that, the Hakaishin made himself scarce. 
“Anise... l-look... about what happened...” 


“T need to gather my thoughts too, Cim. Just so you know, though, I’m not angry, at least not 
at you. I’m gonna grab some grub. Wanna come with?” 


“Be right there.” 


The Tien-Shin pupil took off. Okocim was just about to head after her when the Omni-King 
called after him. 


“Lech-Sa... Okocim... congratulations.” 
The cat man at last allowed himself to smile. 
“Thank you, Sir... ‘bout time I started pulling my weight around here.” 


“Don’t sell yourself short. You’ve been doing more than that from day one. We witnessed all 
the trials at once. It’s safe to say yours took the cake.” 


“Yeah...” (Frowns). “I owe you an apology, Your Eminence... y’ know, for that ‘blue fiend’ 
remark of mine?” 


The King of All shook his head. 


“Perish the thought. I’m just glad you got it out of your system.” 


“Right... I also have a question. Tusker said Whis and Vados took ‘Anise’ and ‘Bess’ prisoner 
under your orders. Is that true?” 


“Yes and no.” 
Following Zen-Oh’s lead, Okocim stifled himself when he was about to speak. 


“Apologies for the subterfuge. I had to present the right incentive for you to give yourself 
completely to the Energy of Origins. You needed to break through all those mental barriers 
you’d been setting up ever since I deposed you, and what better way to do it than using your 
significant other as bait? Worked helluva lot better than I expected, to be honest. As for 
Tusker... he needed to participate if the ruse was to work, so I baited him with the juiciest 
carrot I could think of.” 


“Getting even with me and Lanson, AKA ‘the fuckups’ (pardon my language).” 


“Pretty much. Tusker... damn fool didn’t need much persuading to join in, as you likely 
surmised. Negroni, on the other hand... please don’t hold it against him. He was only 
following my orders. Much as he hates you (or used to, at least), deep inside he’s a good 
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man. 


“(Never mind the fact he’s related to me...]. Still, you used Kaisen and that other Displacer 
Agent.” 


“Would you rather we’d used the real Bess and Anise?” 
“O-Of course not! It’s just... I didn’t think you’d... well...” 


“You didn’t think I’d do what? Give a damn? Hey, I actually like Anise. As for Lanson, he’d 
be impossible to live with if anything happened to Bess and that daughter of his.” 


“Daughter?” 


“Yep. You got a niece on her way, son of Lech.” (Sotto-voce). “(Just don’t tell Lanson, ok? 
Don’t spoil it for him. I’d also keep your mother and sister in the dark, least for the time 
being. Don’t worry about Tusker, either. We’ll be keeping an eye on him. I’m putting the 
finishing touches to that epic tongue-lashing I’m gonna be giving him in a coupla hours. 
Luckily for the son of a bitch, he makes a far better Destroyer and commander than he does 
anything else).” 


“Okocim! C’mon over, man! There’s people I want you to meet!” 
“Be right there, Sakar!” (Brief pause). “With your leave, Your Eminence...” 


Having bowed before the Supreme Benefactor, the former Hakaishin went on his 
way... 


Chapter End Notes 


Feeling pretty good about this chapter. What do you guys think? 


Tomsen k ubrepty! = “Poshyel k chyertu!” / “Go to hell!” (Russian — Source: 
Jumpspeak.com). 


Tpaxuu Teo! = “Trakhni tebya!” / “Fuck you!” (Russian — Source: Jumpspeak.com). 


Sous-merde! = “(Sub-)shit!” / “lower/less than shit!” (French — Source: 
Talkinfrench.com). 


Ecoutez, salope = “Listen up, bastard / scumbag / dirtbag /sonovabitch, etc.” (French — 
Source: Talkinfrench.com). 


Chapter 24 revised (9/XI/2022). 


Journey to the Void 


Chapter Summary 


Okocim and the Five Heralds head to the Void Realm, where new enemies and allies 
await... 


Chapter 25 revised (9/XI/2022). 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Dragon Ball Super: Twilight of Gods, by Chronos-X 
Saga I: On Mortality and Consequences 
Book One: Beerus 


Chapter 24: Journey to the Void 


Two days later... 


The day of truth was here at last. Following two days of briefing and further instruction, the 
Five Heralds were set to begin their mission. 


“(So we’re finally gonna go through with it... we ’re really headed to the Void Realm].” 


Okocim Lech-Sa didn’t know how to feel about this. Spear in hand, a stout Bael ka beta Apo 
awaited orders; Riazul Sauza held hands with Desmond Jimador, and Strongbow Mead 
incessantly palmed his own fists, much to the annoyance of Vegeta and others. It wasn’t long 
before Okocim found Lanson. The stalwart figure who chatted with Brulle and Anpurion was 
a far cry from the selfish, immature man-child who once feuded with the fallen Destroyer of 
Universe 7. 


“Gather ‘round, guys, and be quick about it. We don’t have all day.” 


Zen-Oh All-Sovereign had spoken. Accompanied by the Guide Angels from Universes 2, 3, 
4,5, 6, 7,9, 10, 11, and 12, the Omni-King bid the Grand Priest to begin. 


“Good morning, Heralds. With your training and trials passed, you are now ready for your 
first mission.” 


Zoning in and out notwithstanding, the late Lord Beerus got the gist of what was expected of 
them. The Heralds would travel to the Void Realm through a portal already programmed with 


the right coordinates. Once there, they’d head northeast till they came across the ruins of a 
dilapidated town, where Zen-Oh’s contacts awaited with further instructions and 
information. 


Half an hour later, headed by the Universal Benefactor and his retinue, Earth’s warriors quit 
the Absolute Space-Time Realm. Briefly seized by disorientation, the artist formerly known 
as Beerus felt a familiar hand on his shoulder. 


(Translated from Standard Sekhmetian). “{You ok, Cim?}.” 
“Pm fine, Sahi. Just felt kinda queasy for a moment}.” 


“{That’s to be expected. We’ve just returned to the mortal world, after all. You sure you’re 
alright?}.” 


“{T’m ok. Otherwise, I’d be spewing my breakfast all over the place, like on my first day 
back there... not exactly my proudest moment}.” 


Asahi Lech-Se barely managed to stifle a chuckle. 


“fT needed two or three weeks just to learn how to walk all over again when I first set foot at 
the Absolute Space-Time Realm. Poor Ciroc could only eat chicken broth through a straw for 
almost half an Earth year. The less I say about Mother and the others, the better...}.” 


“Yeah... so it’s only been three days back here, huh? Three days ago... we were training at 
Kami’s Lookout. I was a nervous wreck. I’d start crying and fall apart at the drop of a hat. If 
not for Anise and the others, I...}.” (Brief pause). “ {Four weeks ago... I was a Destroyer 
God, sleeping whole centuries away, lounging around in my palace, treating Universe 7 like a 
glorified all-you-can-eat buffet. Zen-Oh did the right thing by removing me. Gods know why 
he didn’t do it sooner}.” 


“{That’s all in the past, Cim}.” 
“Easy for you to say. Everything would’ve been better if—}.” 


“{Okocim... no. Don’t go there. What happened to me wasn’t your fault. As for everything 
else... what’s done is done, out of our hands. Remember what we talked about}.” 


“**What matters is who we choose to be here and now’... sorry, sis}.” 
“{Don’t apologize, either}.” 


“{ Annoys you too, don’t it? If I had a zenni for every single time the others told me to knock 
it off, I'd be richer than Hercule Satan}.” 


“£Who?}.” 
“{Gohan’s father-in-law. Bit of a blowhard, but otherwise harmless}.” 


Roughly two minutes of silence followed. 


“{Okocim... I’m so proud of you. You’ve overcome so many obstacles, risen far beyond 
what you once were. I’m kinda jealous, to be honest}.” 


The artist formerly known as Beerus nearly threw out his neck turning to his sister. 


“{ You, jealous? Of me? Y-You were always best at everything, Sahi! You’d have become an 
excellent Destroyer if things’d gone differently, an—}.” 


The sister of Beerus shook her head. 


“{That’s not what I meant. Cim... if things had gone the way you said, I... I don’t know what 
I would’ve done, what would’ve become of me, Universe 7, all of us. I had so many 
opportunities to come back to life, and I passed them all up just to get away from Father. I 
already told you about it, how I took Zen-Oh’s offer the day he popped over at Other World. 
There were so many things I wanted to do, so many things I wanted to be, and I... I let them 
all get away from me because I didn’t have the guts to confront Father... then he went and 
made you his heir and... I’m sorry, Cim. Your life would’ve been so much better if I hadn’t 
been so selfish, so... cowardly}.” 


Okocim shook his head. 


“{No, Asahi. Father’s the one who fucked up (pardon my language), not you. I don’t blame 
you for not coming back. J wouldn’t have, either}.” 


“You were only a child}.” 
“{So were you}.” 
“fTt’s not the same}.” 


“{Maybe it is, maybe it ain’t... let’s leave it at that, ok? I’d rather we talked about literally 
anything other than bad ol’ Lech}.” 


“{Cim... y.” 
“Here we are.” 


Gesturing at the Heralds and Earth’s warriors to stay away, Zen-Oh, Grand Priest and his 
children approached yet another gargantuan gate, guarded by Future Zen-Oh. 


“Finally! I was beginning to wonder if you guys would ever show up.” 
“Apologies, Future Me. You may take a rest now.” 
Once the second King of All took his leave, Zen-Oh addressed the group. 


“Listen up: opening and shutting the gates to the Void Realm is no easy task, even for us. It’ Il 
take every last bit of our power to keep them open long enough for you five to enter, so I 
suggest you say your goodbyes ASAP.” 


Floating in the air, the King of All took his place as the Father of Angels and Attendants 
began chanting in the language of the gods. In the meantime, the Heralds exchanged parting 
words with friends and significant others. 


Tears flowing, Okocim Lech-Sa sank his fingernails into the palms of his hands, much to the 
worry of Son Goku and friends. 


“I’m so glad I got to meet you. I... gods dammit...” 

“Cim... don’t speak that way. This isn’t goodbye... not now, not yet.” 
“You're the best thing that’s ever happened to me. I mean it.” 

A brief pause later, Okocim turned to the Z-Fighters. 


“Goku, Piccolo, guys... thank you. You helped me even though I wasn’t worth it. I... Pm 
sorry... for everything... I... I wish we... we could’ve met under diff—” 


“Okocim...” 


The Sphygian turned to Son Goku. Warm smile on his visage, the strongest warrior in the 
Multiverse offered the cat man a handshake, which the latter readily accepted. 


“I forgive you.” 


Dumbstricken before the group, the son of Lech vainly strove to gather his thoughts. It took a 
good fifteen seconds before the artist formerly known as Beerus became articulate again, by 
which time Goku and company were heading Quitela’s way. 


“Guys... I...” (Brief pause). “Mother... Anpu... Asahi... Ciroc... thank you... th-thank you 
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“Okocim... it’s ok.” 


Brulle and Asahi each took one of the Sphygian’s hands and gently opened them, applying 
bandages once the blood was cleaned and the wounds disinfected. By the time Brulle and the 
rest turned to Lanson, the warrior once named Beerus returned to the one he loved. Rather 
than speak, the former Hakaishin and the Tien-Shin pupil shared a warm embrace and kiss. 


“Anise... be careful.” 
“You too.” 
“NOW?!” 


Screams still echoing, Grand Zen-Oh and his fellow deities jolted the gates open. The 
Heralds and company had no time to gawk at the veritable oceans of polychromatic energy 
struggling to escape. 


“HURRY, HERALDS!” 


Without further delay, the Five Heralds flew towards their destination. Okocim could barely 
see Anise and the Z-Fighters out of the corner of his eye by the time the gates shut behind 
them. 


Though the journey only took a few minutes, it dragged on for ages far the group was 
concerned. Fearful he’d lose his breakfast yet again, Okocim Lech-Sa took the hand of his 
twin brother and shut his eyes, futilely seeking to drown out endless noise, unceasing 
Voices... 


The Void Realm... 


At long last, the Heralds were greeted by solid ground. Rumush was the first to regain his 
bearings. 


“Ts everyone alright?” 
Quitela: “I’m ok.” 
Sidra: “Same here.” 
Champa: “Ditto.” 
Rumush: “Beerus?” 


Following a round of heavy breathing, the lean Sphygian hesitantly opened his eyes. The sky 
(or what seemed to be the sky) overflowed with more of that polychrome energy from before. 
For some reason or other, Okocim likened it to a giant octopus, tentacles reaching out 
everywhere at once. 


No doubt about it. That energy was “alive”... in a certain kind of way. It took notice of the 
new arrivals for all of 0.1 microseconds before resuming its eternal wandering. 


“Beerus? You feeling alright?” 

“I... ve been better...” 

Riazul Sauza was not amused. 

“Get a grip, Lech-Sa! We can’t waste time dawdling!” 
Strongbow palmed his own fist. 


“Sauza’s right (snort). We ought to make ourselves (grunt) scarce before Mate’s goons come 
snooping around.” 


“Sidra... sorry “bout that, guys. What’s our next move, Bael?” 


A quick search later, the son of Apo produced a device resembling an ornate compass. 


“Cosmic Astrolabe’s working fine. According to Zen-Oh’s instructions, we’re supposed to 
head northeast. We should come across a ruined old town some twenty-five miles from our 
current position. All we gotta do is follow the needle and we’ II—” 


Unable to finish his sentence, the late Lord Rumush and his fellow Heralds looked ahead. 
Before them yawned a seemingly unending expanse of earth, littered with corpses in varying 
states of mummification and/or decomposition, much to Lanson’s trepidation. 


“N-No... n-n-n-not ag-g-g-gain...” 
“Everyone... follow me. Watch your step.” 


Gripping Jayantha with the right hand and the astrolabe with the left, the fallen Destroyer 
from the Macho Universe kept a steely gaze ahead. Riazul Sauza constantly felt around for 
stray energy signatures, vainly seeking any sound or scent other than pure, undiluted nothing. 
Strongbow Mead scouted ahead not far from Bael, guarding the frontline. Lastly, the twin 
fallen gods from Universes 6 and 7 watched over the rear. 


Try as he might, Lanson Brulle-Sa couldn’t keep his gaze on the horizon. Shaking his head, 
Okocim Lech-Sa uselessly sought to escape all those dark, empty eyes staring back. 


Corpses... pretty much all of them were clad in armor, shields, spears, swords, bows, maces, 
and sundry weapons lying broken in their hands. No... not broken... all flesh and metal as far 
as the eye could see appeared to be somewhere in-between melted and vaporized. It didn’t 
take Zen-Oh to connect the dots. These soldiers most likely were caught unawares by a 
sudden massive explosion, allowing them no time to so much as scream. The artist formerly 
known as Beerus swallowed hard. 


“Beerus...” 

Poorly smothering a gasp, the son of Lech turned to the source of that voice. 
“Yeah, Sauza?” 

“Keep your wits about you. You can’t let it get to you.” 

“Meaning?” 

Riazul scowled. 

“You know exactly what I mean.” 

The warrior once known as God of Destruction Quitela pressed on ahead... 
Two hours in... 


Bael ordered the group to stop. Eyes shut, the elephant took a prolonged sniff, then 
marshalled his heightened senses. The Gajan was about to speak when a gelid dark wind 
blew over the area. It had yet to fade when veritable legions of strewn carcasses rattled back 


to their feet. Weapons out, rotting maws gnashing rotting teeth, the army of the undead 
rushed their foes. The son of Apo thought fast. 


“KEEP YOUR DISTANCE! DON’T USE KI ATTACKS!” 


Okocim sidesteps in time to dodge a swipe from a gigantic human. Lanson pounds into 
mulch any ghouls foolish enough to approach him. The late Lord Quitela decapitates his 
targets with well-placed jumping karate chops. Roaring like the man-beast he has become, 
Strongbow Mead slashes his way out of an ambush. 


The artist formerly known as Beerus is about to prep a Kamehameha, only to stop himself in 
the nick of time. Battle against Tusker fresh in his recollection, Okocim Lech-Sa slashes at 
the monsters from afar, sharpening the swooshing air enough to tear several zombies clean in 
half. 


Jayantha runs a sickly brownish green, fiends’ blood cascading nearby as Bael warps in and 
out of view for a fraction of a microsecond, reemerging in time to maim and decapitate scores 
of undead. Lance split in twain, the Gajan transmutes both halves into the same whips that 
defeated Favonius and his fellow Therian Agents. Black-hot chains tear the air asunder at the 
same time the former Lord Rumush throws to the ground a couple of ampules containing 
pitch-black liquid. It explodes into dark, ocean-like conflagrations, devouring all creatures in 
its path. 


Maimed and burned as they are, the undead legions keep advancing. Previously slain 
monsters shamble back to their feet. Torn limbs become whole, crushed heads repair 
themselves, shattered weapons are ready to see further action, all in a matter of seconds. 


“FALL BACK! FALL BACK!” 


Once his comrades have a running start, Bael casts several more ampules into the enemy’s 
path, incinerating more than half of their myriads. Spears once again, both halves of Jayantha 
return to their master as he takes after the others. 


Okocim: “THIS ISN’T WORKING! THOSE THINGS WON’T STAY DEAD!” 


Strongbow: “DON’T YOU HAVE MORE OF THAT LIQUID!? IT’S THE ONLY THING 
THAT CAN DESTROY THEM!” 


Bael: “I CAN’T WASTE IT ALL ON THOSE THINGS! KEEP YOUR ENERGY 
SIGNATURES HIDDEN! WE CAN’T LET MATE AND COMPANY DETECT OUR 
PRESENCE!” 


Riazul: “THAT’S THE LEAST OF OUR PROBLEMS NOW! WE NEED TO VAPORIZE 
THOSE THINGS BEFORE THEY HAVE US FOR LUNCH!” 


Lanson: “L-LOOK, UP-P AHEAD!” 


The exclamation of the former Lord Champa brings the group’s attention to... a flaming 
circle? 


Bael: “A PORTAL!” 
Strongbow: “IT’S CLOSING!” 
The son of Apo looks on with determination. 


Bael: “LISTEN UP! I NEED ALL OF YOU TO IGNITE GEN RUSH X10 ON MY 
SIGNAL!” 


Okocim: “BUT WHAT ABOUT—’” 

Bael: “FORGET WHAT I SAID! ON THREE!” 

The Five Heralds are roughly thirty yards away from their goal. 
“One...” 

Twenty yards. 

“Two...” 

Fifteen yards. 

“THREE!” 

“GEN RUSH X10!” 


Flesh ablaze, the Heralds clear the remaining distance in less than two seconds. Riazul goes 
in first, followed by Okocim, then Strongbow, Lanson, and Bael. The Gajan makes it just 
before the portal shuts behind him. Barely allowing himself to catch his breath, the late Lord 
Rumush gets back up as hastily as his lumbering frame allows. 


Bael: “Everyone alright!?” 
Lanson: “I-I’Il live.” 
Strongbow: “Same here.” 
Riazul: “I’m ok.” 

Okocim: “Ditto.” 


Peering ahead, the group beheld a series of ruins extending for miles. Cosmic Astrolabe in 
hand, the Gajan could only blink in utter perplexity. 


“We’re here... this is the place.” 
“Good of you to come.” 


The leader of the Five Heralds turned to the source of that voice. It took a good ten seconds 
before Bael managed to speak. 


“Father...” 


Clad in a uniform similar to that of the Heralds, halo over his head, Apo ka beta Sunil, 
formerly God of Destruction Kapil of House Hartya, approached the leader. Though now 
dwarfed by his son, Apo still stood a good eight feet taller than everyone else. The muscle- 
gutted frame and darker terracotta skin of the older Gajan made him stick out like a sore 
thumb within the Void, a fact that wasn’t lost on the group as deathly silence seemed to 
bounce off the olive eyes of Rumush’s predecessor. 


(Translated from Hindi). “ {It’s been too long, my son. Let us embrace}.” 


The other fallen Hakaishin spotted several haloed others coming their way. Ahead of them 
marched a tall gaunt figure, who addressed the late Lord Beerus. 


“Hi... Okocim, right?” 


A mishmash of orc and goblin, ashy yellowish skin peppered with sporadic black spots 
throughout, the figure’s jagged teeth subtly distorted his smile, turning a friendly gesture into 
a threat of violence that would never materialize. Noseless countenance besmirched by a 
universe’s worth of scars and blemishes, the son of Lech was loath to meet those glassy 
purple eyes blinking within the silence of the Void. 


“(Now theres a face only a mother could love... and that’s already a stretch]. Uh... hi?” 


“You don’t recognize me, do you? Not that I blame ya... been ages, after all. To think you 
barely reached to your mom’s knees when I last laid eyes on you...” 


“Right... who’d you say you were again?” 
“Apologies. Keep gettin’ ahead of myself. Edinburgh Mill, at your service. Call me Ed.” 


Both figures stood in awkward silence for a couple of seconds. Luckily, Mill saw fit to clear 
his throat. 


“T trust you met Ciroc and the other Predecessors?” (Brief pause). “Amazing teacher, ain’t 
he? Helped me learn the ropes back in the day, when we were both students under God of 
Destruction Nolet. Ciroc... if not for him, I’d have dropped out, gotten myself killed or, gods 
forbid, actually gone ‘n killed myself.” (Scowls). “Nolet... wicked strong, smart as a whip, 
but damn, he was one evil sonovabitch! All those times he broke our bones, pounded us into 
hamburger just for disagreeing with ‘im... I was overjoyed when Ciroc Hakai’d him. Good 
riddance... our universe deserves better than the likes of him.” (Brief pause). “What about 
you?” 


“Beg your pardon?” 
“What was your harrowing of Hell like?” 


Still more awkward silence... 


“You have the Energy of Origins. You must’ve gone through Hell and back to master it. I 
needed five thousand years to do so. Ciroc, on the other hand...” 


“Mill...” 


A male anthropomorphic fox with a warrior’s built had made the scene. Expression neutral, 
the newcomer turned to the half-orc. 


“T wish to speak with Okocim.” 
“T understand. I need to finish setting things up, anyway. Nice seein’ you again, kid.” 


Edinburgh Mill took his leave. The late Lord Beerus subtly glanced at a lean-muscled 
Varupian standing in the manner of a God of Destruction. Endowed with dark red-orange fur, 
black tufts around the snout, chest, elbows, hands, and perhaps elsewhere, golden eyes 
similar to Liqutir’s (albeit leaning more towards ochre), the uniformed fox man played 
around with a short tuft of fur underneath his chin. 


“Lord Nebbiolus...” 
“You may address me as Righetto, young one.” 


Curtness notwithstanding, the predecessor’s reply came across as comforting... in a certain 
kind of way. Further silence... 


“L-Look... Lord Righetto, Sir... about Liquiir...” 


“You need say nothing else. Rugato... Hypatia’s daughter... Sobieski’s heir... Musgrave’s... 
Aguirre’s... Riise’s and Haddad’s sons... their fates are known to us.” 


Silence. Resolution carved upon his brow, the fallen Destroyer faced Liquiir’s predecessor. 
“Lord Righetto... we'll bring them all back. You have my word.” 

Righetto shook his head. 

“Do not make promises you cannot keep.” 

“I mean it, Sir. The five of us, we have the power to save them, an—” 

“Hush.” 


Whatever else Okocim had meant to say lied stillborn in his tongue. The Sphygian made to 
speak again, only for the stern Varupian to forestall him. 


“We have made peace with the very likelihood of being forced to slay our children and heirs. 
For all his shortcomings, Rugato proved a worthy Destroyer, just as he proved a worthy son. 
Nevertheless, I can’t ignore what those reprobates have turned him into... the wickedness 
he’ ll perpetrate on their behalf.” 


“W-What’re you saying!? You’re just gonna abandon him!?” 


“Don’t misconstrue me. Knowing my children may perish in this war is already nerve- 
wracking, yet to think they might die by my hand... believe me, young male, such prospect 
affords me no joy or pleasure.” 


Slack-jawed, numb to the world around him, the cat man all but forced himself to face the 
fox man. 


“My fault... it’s all my fault...” 

“Son of Lech?” 

“Rugato... the others... I screwed them all over.” 

Visage awash, the son of Lech shook as if he were made of jelly. 


“T was a lousy Destroyer. I... I was stupid, selfish, lazy... the Tournament of Power, 
Zamasu... it all happened because I—” 


“Enough!” 


Weighing his next words with utmost care, Righetto caught sight of an approaching Riazul 
Sauza. 


“Beerus, Lord Righetto... we’re needed at the...” (Brief pause). “Gods dammit, not this 
again... get over yourself, Lech-Sa! You’re hurting, you feel bad about everything... so 
fucking what!? We have a mission to fulfill!” 


“B-But I —” 

“We don’t have time for your bullshit! You need to get a grip before y—” 
“Riazul Sauza...” 

A solemn Righetto turned to the Naatsusian. 


“Tell the others we’re on our way. I need to have a word with Okocim beforehand. We’ll be 
there in roughly five minutes.” 


“As you wish.” 

Scowl upon his visage, the former Lord Quitela took his leave. 
“Son of Lech... I want you to promise me something.” 

“What is it?” 


“Don’t do anything that might endanger our mission. We are not fighting for our own sake, 
but for all life across the All-Cosmos. Remember that.” 


“That doesn’t mean we should turn our backs on them!” 


“Tf that is how it must be, then so be it. If Rugato and the others were in our place, they 
would do the same.” (Brief pause). “Gods and ancestors know I would lay down my life if 
doing so would save my son and the other captives, but this is infinitely bigger than you and 
me... than all of us. The outcome of these battles could well mean the difference between life 
and death for all. Promise me, Okocim Lech-Sa: the Multiverse above all else... above 
everyone else.” 


“I... I can’t do that, Sir. Liquiir and the rest are in trouble because of me. I have to save 
them...” 


“or die trying?” 

The Varupian’s gesture precluded all other words. 

“Just as I thought. Altruism is not what motivates you... it’s guilt. More specifically, fear.” 
“Yeah, it’s true... I’m scared of failing, letting everyone down.” 

“What makes you think we aren’t?” 


“But you guys... you guys were good at the job... still are.” (Brief pause). “I’m not worthy, 
Sir; never was, never will be. I’ve learned so much, experienced so many things during these 
past few weeks, good and bad. I don’t deserve them... the good ones, I mean. I —” 


“That is enough.” (Brief pause). “I would be lying if I claimed not to comprehend your way 
of thinking, young one. I myself did questionable, terrible things during my reign; so did 
Rugato, Sauza, Musgrave, practically everyone who has taken on the mantle of Hakaishin. 
That’s the way it is, son of Lech: for better or worse, our actions have far greater reach, far 
greater consequences than those of mortals and other gods... but you can’t let that stop you. 
You can’t let fear get the better of you. You can’t allow anger to dominate you, just as you 
can’t allow hatred free rein. Falling into either extreme could spell not just your doom, but 
also that of all beings spread throughout the Multiverse. That’s what being a God of 
Destruction entails: using such emotions and desires, rather than being used by them, using 
them for the benefit of others, even to the detriment of oneself. Our duty is to fight for the 
salvation of all, even if it should cost us our very lives, our very selves, those nearest and 
dearest to us... yet regardless, even that is but a part of something greater still.” 


“I don’t quite follow.” 


“No matter how powerful you become, what you accomplish, what you do or fail to do, 
you’ll never stop being yourself. To pretend otherwise, to believe titles and achievements can 
make you worse or better than you already are, that’s utter folly. Power itself neither corrupts 
nor cleanses, neither debases nor exalts, neither dooms nor saves. Above all else, power 
reveals, yet even this truth is contingent on other factors.” (Brief pause). “Young one... make 
sure to always keep this in mind: your fear is yours, but you are not your fear. Your hatred is 
yours, but you are not your hatred. Your sense of justice, your compassion, everything you 


feel, everything you desire, everything you dread, all of these are yours... but you are none of 
them.” 


“What am I, then?” 


“Though mortal, deposed, and disgraced, you remain a Destroyer, same as I and the others. 
So it has been, so it is, so it shall be. It’s part of you, of who you are... but it is not 

who or what you are. We are not our duties, just as we are not our triumphs, our failures, our 
utmost, our lowest, what we fear, what we desire, what we think, what we believe... what we 
do. Your lord father lost sight of that simple truth eons ago. Lech Blanton-Sa can no longer 
discern himself from the role he assumed. Rather than make it a part of himself, he has 
allowed himself to become a part of it. Your sire remains in thrall to fear, wrath, hate, 
everything I just described. I am all too glad his kith and kin saw better.” (Brief pause). “Do 
you know why Mill, Apo, Riise, our allies, my children, and I are here?” 


“Youre fighting the Void Realm, Sir.” 
“True, yet have you given any thought as to why we’re doing that?” 
“You said it yourself, Lord Righetto: it’s our duty as Gods of Destruction.” 


“Again, true, but that is only part of the reason.” (Brief pause). “One way or another, you, 
your fellow Heralds, all of us, we are broken, terrible people. Whether by error or design, we 
have injured others, stolen from them, taken their very lives... their very existence. Son of 
Lech... we are not doing this because deep down inside we’re decent, heroic, altruistic souls. 
Similarly, we are not fighting merely out of duty or obligation, let alone loyalty towards the 
King of All. We fight because even after everything we have done, everything we have been, 
everything we have experienced, we are no different from everyone else. Despite our sins and 
lapses, we remain bound to others, to the universes. After all is said and done, we are still 
capable of love, of reaching out to others. Just as we abused our power, we can use it to 
protect, to nurture, to ensure the beauty and goodness that exists everywhere, in everyone, 
survives and thrives, mingled as it is with so much hideousness and wickedness. Don’t you 
see, dear boy? You’re here, battling on behalf of beings you will never meet, or even concern 
yourself with. You are worthy. The fact you and I are having this conversation proves it.” 


Still slack-jawed, eyes upon the palms of his hands, the Sphygian allowed himself to cry. 
“Lord Righetto...” 


“That being said, allow me to thank you for being such a steadfast friend to Rugato in his 
time of need.” 


At that moment, the artist formerly known as Beerus drifted into remembrance laden with 
long forgotten voices. 


C’mon Ruga, lets go swimming! 


Okocim... Lord Tusker... did he hurt you again? 


You gotta try this dessert, Ruga! Asahi... used t’be her favorite. 


Lord Tusker, Sir? Would you allow me to train with Okocim and you? I... I’m the only one left 
in all my house... 


Hell’s the big idea, Beerus!? Three whole centuries asleep!? You have any idea how many 
times I’ve been trying to reach you!? 


THE FUCK’S YOUR PROBLEM, AMARONE!? YEAH, SO WHAT IF YOUR UNIVERSE'S 
MORTAL LEVEL’S HIGHER THAN MINE!? WHAT DO YOU WANT FROM ME, A 
FUCKING MEDAL!? 


I DON’T FUCKING BELIEVE YOU! YOU FELL ASLEEP, LECH-SA! YOU HAVE ANY 
IDEA WHAT IT TOOK FOR US TO CALM ZEN-OH DOWN!? THE WHOLE MULTIVERSE, 
ALL OF US, WE ALMOST GOT ERASED BECAUSE OF YOU! 


BECAUSE OF ME!? I’M NOT THE ONE WHO TALKED HIM INTO PLAYING THAT 
STUPID GAME! 


FINE! KEEP GOING THE WAY YOU ARE! GET ERASED FOR ALL I CARE, YOU 
FUCKED UP WASTE OF SPACE! 


SAME TO YOU, SIDESHOW FREAK! COME BACK WHEN YOU’VE GOTTEN THAT 
HUGE STICK OFF YOUR ASS! 


“Steadfast? Sir... Rugato and I haven’t spoken in ages... not since the hide-and-seek 
incident.” 


“T am aware of that. My dear Rugato... he suffered so much due to the Purpure Scourge that 
claimed me, along with nearly all of House Amarone. The time you spent with him when 
your lord father hosted him at Castle Artois... it saved him. Had you not been there, Rugato 
could well have fallen into despair, perhaps even taken his own life. I’m well aware of your 
circumstances, young one. Even in the midst of that, you had it in you to reach out to Rugato, 
to help him find joy and purpose in life, when he had none. You saved my son, Okocim Lech- 
Sa. That is a debt I will never be able to repay.” 


Okocim shook his head. 


“All due respect, Lord Righetto... I can’t let it end like this, with Rugato dead, or enslaved to 
those sons of bitches (pardon my language). I can’t speak for Rumush and the others, but I’ Il 
do everything in my power to bring him home. Rest assured, though, I won’t let Mate and 
company have their way, either. That much I can promise you.” 


“That is all I ask. Rugato himself would not accept anything less.” (Brief pause). “Let’s go. 
Wipe your tears away.” 


Fox and feline took to the place of gathering without further word. A stoic Edinburgh Mill 
greeted them upon arrival. 


“Good of you to join us. Let’s get started.” 


If there was any recrimination in Ed’s words, it was superbly veiled. On the other hand, the 
acrimony in the visage of the Lord Quitela admitted no ambiguity. 


A hand found its way to the Sphygian’s shoulder. Eyes meeting those of his twin, Lanson 
Brulle-Sa shook his head, then bade Okocim pay attention as Mill, Bael and Apo took their 
places. Once everyone was present and accounted for, the half-orc cleared his throat. 


“Apologies for the delay, everybody. Now that Bael and the other new recruits have arrived, 
the time has come for us to strike...” 


For the first time since his undeification, Okocim Lech-Sa found himself listening with rapt 
attention. As Ed and company explained, their objectives were as follows: 


1. Led by Mill himself, Apo, Righetto, and Riise were to conduct a multi-pronged attack 
on Mate’s palace, making sure to cover all four main entrances (North, South, East, and 
West). This skirmish would distract the enemy, allowing Bael, Okocim, Lanson, 
Strongbow and Riazul to slip inside undetected, through a secret subterranean passage 
uncovered by their scouts. 

2. Once inside, Bael’s group would make their way to the Audience Room at the center of 
the palace, where Mate and his generals resided. The Heralds were to kill the Grand 
Numen and his highest-ranking subordinates before they could summon 
reinforcements. Having done this, they would slay all other Numina they came across, 
then route all enemies left inside. 


“Pretty tall order... gods, I sure hope we’re—|.” 
“Excuse me...” 


The son of Lech and the rest turned their sight to a hairy humanoid male who spoke with a 
thick German accent. Whole body (save the eyes) concealed within veritable infinitudes of 
black hair, the uniformed speaker wore an ornate version of the sigil of Universe 1 on his 
chest. 


“(Lord Riesling... Iwan s father].” 


Having taken his place among Mill and the other leaders, former God of Destruction Riesling 
addressed all present. 


“Apologies, comrades, yet I have serious misgivings about this plan. Allow me to remind you 
that sightings of the Grand Numen have been sparse as of late. According to our latest 
intelligence, Numena Chifir has effectively taken over leadership of the enemy forces, with 
Mate himself amounting to little more than a figurehead. Chifir hardly ever leaves his side, 
and her shinobi are posted everywhere, which makes conducting a sneak attack extremely 
difficult, if not impossible. For my part, I find it hard to believe Chifir and her men haven’t 
already learnt of our presence. At any rate, it would be suicidal to underestimate her.” 


The crowd began murmuring among themselves. Apo was about to speak, only for his son to 
cut ahead. 


“You make several good points, Riise von Bundaberg. Your suspicions are anything but 
groundless. Lucky for us, the training I received back in Forsian could make all the 
difference. Long story short, I know a series of techniques that might give us an edge in 
sneaking past Chifir and her men. Apologies, but I can’t go into too many details. I swore a 
sacred oath of secrecy, after all.” 


“Are you certain of this, Bael? Can such techniques bear you and the others safely to your 
destination?” 


“It’s hard to say, Father. I learned my lessons well, but this is no ordinary foe we’re facing.” 
“Uh, Bael?” 
Hand raised, the late Lord Beerus held his peace till the Gajan signaled for him to speak. 


“L-Look, I know this is kinda a bad time, but... about the captured Destroyers and 
warriors... what should we do if we run into them?” 


Silence. Words seemed to elude the son of Apo... for all of two seconds. Expression resolute, 
the warrior once known as Rumush flashed a steely glare upon the Sphygian. 


“If we encounter our former comrades, we’ll fight them as we would any other foe. We 
should strive to recapture as many of them as possible. With my powers, I can help them 
come to their senses. Should that option prove unfeasible, however...” 


Swallowing hard, the son of Lech took a quick glance around. Scowl upon his face, Riazul 
Sauza looked like he had half a mind to slap the Sphygian silly. Strongbow Mead blinked in 
utter bemusement. Own saddened expression meeting that of his twin, Lanson shook his 
head. Lower right arm gripping Jayantha, Bael crossed the upper ones against his chest whilst 
the late Lord Beerus spoke again. 


“Bael... remember what Zen—the King of All said: beings who die in the Void Realm cease 
to exist... forever. Nothing, absolutely nothing can bring them back... not even the Super 
Dragon Balls.” 


“I’m aware of that. Still, we’ll probably have to kill Jerez, Vermoud, Mule, Arak, Geene, 
Liquiir, Iwan, and the others. It’s our lives or theirs. I don’t like it any more than you do, but 
if it must be done, then so be it.” 


The rest was silence. Whatever else Rumush and the other higher-ups said went right by the 
feline’s head. Having convened to meet back in one hour, the commanders dismissed their 
troops. Alone in the hall, the artist formerly known as Beerus dejectedly faced the darkness 
before him. 


“Lech-Sa...” 
The former God of Destruction turned around. 


“Quitela...” 


“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” 

“I-I... w-well...” 

“What the fuck were you thinking? You have any idea what you just did?” 
ns reg 


“Well? What do you have to say for yourself? When did you become such a fucking 
coward?” 


“Quitela... I...” 


“Listen and listen good: don’t even think about choking when we’re out there. Dying in 
battle’s one thing, but I don’t plan on getting killed because of your stupidity.” 


“B-But I...” 


“You're not the only one who lost someone to the Void. Ganos and Monna are also working 
for the enemy. You think I’m eager to fight them?” 


Okocim glared into the mouse. 
“Don’t talk to me like I’m an idiot. Those two mean nothing to y—” 


Too little, too late did the gasping Sphygian cover his maw. Quitela’s quivering eyes told the 
disgraced warrior all he needed to know. 


“Sauza, I... I’m sorry, man. That didn’t come out right. I-I” 


It took some four seconds for Riazul to regain himself. The youth’s eyes of steel met those of 
his U7 counterpart. 


“Finish it.” 

“What?” 

“Your sentence. Finish what you were going to say.” 

“Sauza...” 

“Don’t make me repeat myself.” 

Another short-lived silence. Clearing his throat, an emboldened Okocim did as he was told. 


“Monna and Ganos... they don’t mean anything to you. You wouldn’t give a flying fuck 
whether they lived or died... or am I mistaken?” 


“No.” 


“Huh!?” 


“Shut up and listen.” (Brief pause). “Think about it: if Goku and his friends had gotten 
captured instead, do you think they would have wanted us to save them if doing so meant 
dooming Universe 7, Earth, and their families?” 


“O-Of course not! Goku and the others would rather sacrifice themselves than let that 
happen! They’ ve done it many other times before, because of—” 


“Don’t start that shit again." 


Stepping forward, former God of Destruction Quitela of Universe 4 all but drilled into his 
teammate with that stare of his. 


“Your whining and fretting... your self-pitying... your cowardice... your constant screw- 
ups... I’m sick and tired of it all, Lech-Sa. Is this who you really are? This is the same Beerus 
I used to hate, who destroyed Zamasu and beat that asshole old man of his to a bloody pulp?” 
(Brief pause). “Look... it’s no secret I don’t give a rat’s ass about my warriors, or anybody 
else, for that matter. I’d be lying if I said I’ve ever felt so much as a twinge of concern for any 
of my Agents throughout the eons. God or mortal, I’m an asshole, Beerus. Nothing’s ever 
gonna change that.” 


“I didn’t say that.” 
“No need to state the obvious.” 
“Sauza... I don’t get it. If that’s true, then why are you here? Why’re you fighting with us?” 


“Haven’t you been paying attention? Zen-Oh conscripted me, like he did with you and the 
others.” 


A stern Okocim shook his head. 
“Bullshit.” 

“Pardon?” 

“That’s a reason, not the reason.” 
“Believe whatever the hell you want...” 
The Naatsusian started to walk away. 
“It’s because of Jimador, isn’t it?” 

The rodent faced behind. 

“Hell’re you talking about?” 


“Monji. You’re doing it for him. Ain’t fooling me, Sauza. You don’t just have feelings for the 
guy. You love him.” 


“You couldn’t be more off base.” 

“Your energy says otherwise.” 

“It’s none of your gods-damned business.” 

“T’'d have to disagree... Ri-Ri.” 

“Call me that again and Pll feed you your testicles.” 

Silence. 

“Sauza... it’s ok. Nothing to be ashamed of. I’m just glad you... y’know...” 


“That I’m fighting for someone I love?” (Brief pause). “(Kekeke!). Hell, J couldn’t believe it, 
either... not at first.” (Scowls). “That doesn’t change a thing. Okocim... it’d be great if we 
could save Ganos, Monna, and everybody else, if we could all just bury the hatchet and sing 
Kumbaya, but chances are that’s not going to happen. When we meet Ganos and the rest, I'll 
fight with everything I got. If I kill them, fine... if they kill me, that’s fine, too. We can’t 
afford to do any less. That’s war. That’s the way it is.” 


“Quitela...” 

Cat and mouse glanced behind. The former Lord Rumush made the scene. 
“I need to speak with Beerus. Mind giving us some privacy?” 

“Not at all.” 


The fallen deity from the Universe of Conspiracy scurried away. Arms crossed against the 
chest, the son of Apo all but compelled the cat man to speak. 


“Bael... l-look, about what happened... I’m sorry, man, it’s just... I’m not scared of dying. I 
wanna fight, but I don’t know if I have it in me to do that... go out there, kill our comrades, 
all those people...” 


“You do. You used to be a God of Destruction.” 


“That’s different. I was somebody else back then.” (Brief pause). “Look... I don’t like feeling 
like this, either. I wish I could just turn off my brain and follow orders, but... I can’t.” 


“That’s not how it works. That’s not what I’m expecting of you.” (Brief pause). “Okocim... 
Beerus... you’re really something else. It’s been ages since I came across someone like 
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you... 
“A whiny piece of cat shit who needs to grow a pair?” 
A scowling Bael shook his head. 


“Someone so brave... courageous... selfless.” 


The artist formerly known as Beerus could only blink in visible confusion. 


“Uh, Bael? Are we on the same page? You sure you ain’t talking about someone else? Where 
are you seeing all those qualities?” (Frowns). “I’m scared, downright paranoid most of the 
time. I keep fucking up. I’m the reason we didn’t get here sooner.” 


“Bullcrap.” 
“B-But I...” 


“Not another word.” (Brief pause). “Okocim... you’ve been central to all of this. Apart from 
saving our collective bacon on more than one occasion, you’ve kept us honest. I wish I had 
half your courage. It’s no coincidence you’re from Universe 11, after all.” (Brief pause). 
“Look... back in Forsian, my master once said this to me: ‘You cannot excise fear, just as you 
cannot purge away doubt. To do away with all weakness, to wipe away all doubt, to know 
without an iota of uncertainty... only fools strive for such delusion. Those who eschew fear 
in others fester all the worst underneath its yoke. Those who mistake doubt for indecision and 
dismiss reservation for cowardice are the first to yield to them’. Youll do the right thing 
when the time’s right, Okocim. I’m sure of it.” 


“Bael...” 

“Let’s go. We need to go over some things with the others.” 

Having spoken thus, the fallen Destroyers continued on their way... 
Meanwhile, at Mate s Palace... 


Seated on the dilapidated throne, with Beinwell by his side, Numen of Deletion Mate looked 
on ahead as the massive doorway yawned open. Chifir entered, followed by Caron, Sencha, 
Kocha, Baimao, Ruanzhi, and a throng of Therian Agents. 


“Good of ye to grace us with your presence.” 


The dragon goddess didn’t see fit to return the Archangel’s greeting. Snorting smoke, the 
Grand Numen peered into his sister’s visage with a forbidding scowl. 


“Thou hast kept me waiting long enough. I expect mine patience hath not been vainly used.” 


“Apologies, Grand Numen. Now is the ripe time to reap our harvest. Thou wilt be most 
pleased.” 


Expression stern, the shinobi signaled for Ruanzhi and Baimao to approach. Having taken 
their bows, the plague doctor addressed the court. 


“Lord Mate, fellow Numina... I thank ye for your forbearance.” 


Ruanzhi ventured slightly ahead. 


“Now we shall present what our joint endeavours have accrued. Adepts of Light... step ye 
forth!” 


Led by a tall humanoid wholly dressed in whites and reds not dissimilar to Ruanzhi’s, the 
masked Light Adepts tapped into Kyma, summoning their laser-sword hilts from their waists 
to their hands. The Adepts ignited their blades, filling the Throne Room with a pallid white, 
offset only by the light blue emanating from the leader's sword. 


Mate, however, didn’t seem all that impressed. 

“These warriors... is their training complete?” 

Baimao politely approached. 

“It is, Grand Numen. Master Helel Auror hath been most diligent in this regard.” 


Bowing once, the tall humanoid remained silent. In the meantime, Agent Siddhar stoically 
looked on ahead. 


“[My... my name... Z... Zum... my name is...].” 
“Very well. Let us proceed.” 


Bows taken, Sencha and Kocha beheld the greatest among the Sakujoshin. Hood removed, 
Sencha addressed all present. 


“Grand Numen, fellow Numina... through eons of painstaking effort, mine sister and I have 
perfected the creation of Dual Adepts. Building upon the research of our father Lord Chamat, 
we have brought forth the utmost among Kyma Adepts: warriors capable of calling upon both 
the Aspect of Light and the Aspect of Dark. Wouldst thou do the honours, dearest sister?” 


Mechanical footfalls echoing throughout the chamber, Numena Kocha turned to the first 
among the Adepts. 


“APPROACH, MASTER JANUS PORTUNUS.” 


The leader, an anthropomorphic canine figure dressed in greys and blacks, signaled their 
subordinates: the Dual Adepts ignited their laser-swords, tinting the room a dreary gray, itself 
headed by the purpure light of Portunus’s blade. As this occurred, Agent Enki subtly looked 
to his sides. 


“[Z... Zu... mot... Pa... pa... my... my name is... B... Bo...k...ma. Sage No... chi... ra... Su... 
your... training... will... will it be... enough?].” 


“Enough!” 


Sencha was about to speak when Caron shoved her aside. All Adepts made to attack, only to 
stand down when faced with baleful peridot and amethyst reptile eyes. 


“These silly pageants vex me so! DAIJA MAINYU!” 


Striding ahead, the dark-clad leader of the Dark Adepts made a fist with the left hand. All 
other Adepts and Therian Agents found themselves levitating. Vehemently gasping for 
breath, Caron’s pupils could only watch as their laser-swords floated off their belts and 
activated as if on their own, inundating the room with a seething scarlet. 


Mainyu bade his own laser-sword float and activated it without grasping it. The moment its 
bronze light emerged, the serpent filled the air above with black-red lightning emanating 
from his hands, much to Mate’s satisfaction. 


“Impressive... release them.” 


Fist unclutched, Mainyu paid little mind as his would-be victims fell back down, weapons 
landing nearby as Caron extinguished the lightning and the dark leader deactivated his blade. 


“Ye have borne witness to the Galvanic Sanction, the truest manifestation of 
Tedchicahualiztli, God-Might itself. Thou mayest send these fops packing, m’lord. Mine 
Adepts and mineself shall surely prevail against the King of All and his band of sots.” 


“Nay, Lord Caron. “Twould be foolish to belittle the enemy.” (Brief pause). “Lastly, our 
comrades have yet to account for Project Fell Star.” 


Beinwell allowed himself a wry smile. 


“Agreed, milord. ‘Tis past time Lords Maofeng, Biluo, Houkui, Congou, Nilgiri, Sanpin, 
Tieguanyin, and Tielouhan presented the fruits of their labour.” 


A leonine male figure stepped front and center. Muscle-gutted frame exuding might and 
confidence, the new arrival was clad in a white uniform girdled with the stole of a Hakaishin. 


“Mine respects, Grand Numen. Though Agents Sabaudius and Dolichos are lost to us, our 
newest recruits shall more than make up for these failures. Thus, it pleaseth me to unveil our 
latest creations.” 


Following Maofeng’s signal, a roaring dark figure dressed in blood-red armor swooped down 
from the parapets with the aid of draconic wings, followed by a howling lion-like wolf clad 
in azure. An odd whistling tune filled the area afterwards. Looking up, Mate and company 
beheld a muscular avian figure resembling a cross between a reptilian bald eagle and a stag. 
Hanging upside down from the roof, this creature uniformed in yellow flapped feathery 
dragon wings all the way down, slowing its descent. 


Mate, however, still seemed far from impressed. 
“Strange... the reports state there were eight of these warriors. Where be the remaining five?” 


“Please accept our sincerest apologies, mine Lord. Paladin Belias, Ashen Baldur, Dauntless 
Geraltus, Grim Garthamus, and Abyssal Lykos oversee the final steps prior to the invasion. 
We thought it more beneficial to—” 


“That will suffice, Lord Biluo. Tell of these three.” 


The dragon deity had barely fallen silent when a hooded anthropomorphic male skink in a 
uniform similar to Ruanzhi’s took his place next to the three warriors. Head uncovered, Biluo 
bowed before directing attention to the warrior in red. 


“Grand Numen, fellow Sakujoshin, this is Aquilian Adrastus, codename Dark Emperor. His 
reputation as the strongest mortal in his universe is well deserved. Not even his own 
Hakaishin could prevail against him. His is the leadership of the Crimson Roc Division, the 
highest ranked among our elites. The peerless power of the dragon courses through him.” 


Snorting contemptuously, Adrastus unfurled his wings for all to see and breathed a plume of 
black fire before manifesting a bizarre-looking axe brimming with unimaginable power. 
Having strutted his stuff, eyes solemnly shut, the Dark Emperor knelt before Mate as Biluo 
turned to the canine in blue. 


“Behold Leonid Fargolant, codename Azure Monarch. Easily the mightiest warrior in his 
universe, suffering and tribulation imparted lessons he learnt all too well. Shameful as it was, 
his failure in the Tournament of Power will soon be but a distant memory. He is head of the 
Indigo Manticore Division, second in rank only to the Crimson Roc. His is the pitiless 
strength of the manticore.” 


Fargolant’s roar caused nearby walls to crumble. Boar-like tusks glimmering beneath sparse 
light, the Azure Monarch manifested a glaive reminiscent of Adrastus’s weapon, then bent 
the knee along with the Dark Emperor. 


“Lastly, regard ye Cervid Laegrecan, codename Amber Duke. Skill and cunning compliment 
his vast might and indomitable will. The Auric Ram Division claims him for their leader, and 
thus hath naught to envy its counterparts. The harrowing speed of the wyvern is his to 
command.” 


Web-like wings unfurled, Laegrecan’s horns shone as he produced a pair of short, curved 
swords. Once he finished a brief kata, the Amber Duke connected the blades through their 
pommels, forming a composite bow missing its string. To the wonderment of all, energy 
emanating from the warrior’s horns soon coursed through the weapon, following which 
Laegrecan fired an energy “arrow” at a nearby ruined wall, blowing it to smithereens. Mate 
and Beinwell were well intrigued by the time the horned wyvern knelt alongside Fargolant 
and Adrastus. 


“Splendid... thou and thine’s have acquitted yourselves well, Lord Biluo.” (Brief pause). 
“Hearken all: I will have words with Lady Chifir, Lady Sencha, and Lords Baimao, Caron, 
and Maofeng. Proceed with operations.” 


Once all others did thus, the aforementioned deities looked upon the Grand Numen with 
appraising eyes. Following a brief, awkward silence, Beinwell cleared his throat. 


“Well? What think ye?” 


Maofeng flashed a pleased smile. 


“An uncanny resemblance, indeed. Had I known no better, I would have thought him the real 
thing.” 


Hissing to his heart’s content, Caron made to approach Mate, only for Chifir to hold him 
back. 


“Thou wouldst impede me, sister? Verily, I have suffer’d much for thine importunity.” 
Chifir was not moved in the slightest. 


“Thou shalt endure worse shouldst thou forget thy place, Chinokiba Dhejava. Harm him not, 
lest thou shouldst incur the wrath of the Exalted Ones.” (Brief pause). “Thou hast done well, 
Lady Sencha.” 


“Thou hast mine thanks, milady. The Sphere of Distillation hath done its work. Every last bit 
of the Grand Numen’s power now courses through this construct. Lord Baimao is to be 
commended as well. None of this would have come to pass barring his chirurgies.” 


The Torikanian pensively scratched his chin. 


“I learnt mine craft well. With thy leave, Lady Chifir: there are still other duties I must 
fulfill.” 


Caron hissed another laugh. 

“And I must have still finer sport with mine apprentices.” 

Chifir and the rest were not amused. 

“Never mind.” 

“Take your leave, mine Lords. The final battle approacheth.” 

The other Numina saw themselves out. Afterwards, Chifir turned to Beinwell. 
“Ts everything ready?” 


“Aye. That one shall perform the Song of Resurgence at thy command. Thy handpicked 
sacrifices will compensate for whatever else we lack.” 


“Proceed as planned.” 


Words faded into the silence of the Void, the shinobi, Archangel, and construct took their 
leave... 
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Okocim, the Heralds and their allies storm the citadel of the Sakujoshin. However, 
putting their plan into action proves far more difficult than anticipated as they face 
former allies-turned-enemies and the final struggle against the Void Realm begins in 
earnest. 


Back on Universe 7, the Z-Fighters are set to route the invaders, only to discover their 
leaders are two other fighting comrades lost to the Void and Anise learns yet another 
terrible truth in the midst of battle... 
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Having stepped outside onto the ruined balcony, Okocim Lech-Sa spotted his twin brother 
looking over the horizon. Though the late Lord Beerus detected no abrupt changes in 
Lanson’s energy, he thought fit to say something. 


“Hey.” 

Ears twitching for all of one second, the once and future Champa turned to face his sibling. 
“O-Okocim? Everything 0-ok?” 

“Just needed some fresh air... or what passes for it in this place.” 


Gazing up into the sky, the Sphygians spotted the same polychrome energy from before. 
Thirty seconds went by before Okocim managed to speak. 


“You’ve seen it too, haven’t you? That octopus thing...” 


“O-Octopus thing?” 


“See those strands over yonder? They kinda look like tentacles, least from where I stand.” 
Following his sibling’s finger, the former Lord Champa squinted for a good ten seconds. 
““Y-Yeah, I-I s-see the resemb-b-blance... k-kinda creepy, if y-you a-ask me...” 

“Lan... do you... you think that... that thing is... alive?” 

Swallowing hard, Lanson Brulle-Sa dried the sweat on his brow. 

“G-Gods, I hop-p-pe n-not. W-We alr-r-ready have our w-work c-cut out f-for us...” 
“Yeah... no kidding.” 

Silence. Five more seconds had gone by when the lean feline remembered something. 
“Hey, Lan?” 

One quick search later, the son of Lech produced a pair of Potara Earrings. 

““W-Where d-did y-you g-get those?” 

“Shin gave ‘em to me way back when, day after you showed up, if memory serves.” 
Lanson couldn’t help but scowl. 

“What! ?” 

“Lan?” 


“I-I d-d-d-don’t b-believe you! Y-You had them a-all al-long, and you d-didn’t th-think to u- 
use them!?” 


“W-Well... y’see, the occasion never arose, an—” 


“‘N-Never arose!? W-What a-a-about when we went t-to Nanthus’s lab!? The t-time S-Sidra 
w-went berserk!? O-Or when we f-fought Father and...” (Brief pause). “Never mind.” 


Okocim awkwardly scratched his head. 


“Guess it slipped my mind. I was saving ‘em for an emergency. Things got crazy real fast... 
then there was that ‘no outside help’ clause from the trial.” 


“Not m-my point... y-you left m-me out o-of the l-loop, O-k-kocim.” 
The lean Sphygian frowned. 
“No argument here. I fucked up royally, didn’t I?” 


Three more seconds of silence. The late Lord Champa allowed himself to smile. 


“A-Actually, I’m s-s-sorta g-glad you d-d-didn’t s-say anything: it f-felt s-s-so g-good, o- 
overcoming a-all those ch-challenges on o-our own. B-B-Beating F-Father and S-Sakar w- 
wouldn’t h-have been a-as rewarding if w-we’d been fused... know w-what I m-mean?” 


“Yeah... I still should’ ve told you, though.” 


“D-Don’t d-dwell on that, b-b-b-bro. W-We’re both a-alive, w-we h-have them h-here and n- 
now: that’s what m-m-matters. I th-think w-we s-should t-take o-one each.” 


“My thoughts exactly. Think P11 wear mine on the right ear.” 

“Then m-mine g-g-goin’ on the I-left. M-Make s-s-sure n-not t-t-to f-f-forget.” 
“I won't.” 

Still further silence. 

“Okocim... thanks. Y-You’re a-always |-looking out f-for me.” 

“Least I can do, bro. There’s no taking back all that lost time, but...” 
“C-Cim... it’s ok. N-None of that m-matters anymore. W-We—” 
“There you are.” 

The twins looked back to the tower: Riazul Sauza stood at the threshold. 
‘Bout time I caught up with the two of you. We’re needed outside.” 
“I-I s-see... b-be r-right there, Q-Quitela. W-We—” 


“Just a sec, Lanson. I need to have a few words with your brother. Mind giving us some 
privacy?” 


The once and future Champa glowered at the Naatsusian. 
“W-Why? So y-you can b-berate him again?” 

“That’s none of your business.” 

“Th-That’s w-were y-you’re wrong.” 

“We don’t have time for this.” 

“Th-Then m-make the t-t-time.” 

“This doesn’t concern y—” 


“Y-Yes it f-fucking does! O-Okocim’s n-n-n-nervous enough as it-t-t is! G-Get o-off his b- 
back already!” 


“Well excuse me, tubby!” 

“Sauza!” 

“Zip it, string bean!” 

“Hey, d-don’t t-t-tell m-my brother to sh-sh-shut up-p-p, you s-s-sneaky little t-turd!” 
“The fuck’s the matter with you!?” 

“O-Okocim’s already a-a-a-a nervous w-wreck! Y-You’re m-making everything worse!” 
“I’m only trying to make sure we survive this!” 

Lanson Brulle-Sa was far from impressed. 

““W-We’? I w-wasn’t b-b-born yesterday, Sauza...” 

“Could’ve fooled me...” 

“Listen, y—” 

“Enough! Both of you shut up!” 

The artist formerly known as Beerus walked on ahead. 


“I know what you’re gonna say, Quitela: ‘don’t fuck up (pardon my language) when we’re 
fighting’, ‘don’t pull your bleeding-heart bullshit out there’... that about right?” (Brief pause). 
“You know how it is: I watch your back, you watch mine. In case you forgot, I didn’t get my 
name picked out of a hat when I got the job...” (Brief pause). “Look, forget I said anything. 
Let’s just go already.” 


“G-Grab on to m-me.” 
Lanson had spoken. Soon as Sauza and Okocim complied, the portly Sphygian shut his eyes. 


Barely a microsecond later, the trio warped all the way to the town entrance, not far from 
where Bael and the Void-bound Heralds awaited. With the obligatory there-you-ares and 
we ’ve-been-waiting-for-yous out of the way, Edinburgh Mill addressed all present. 


“Everyone... thank you for everything you’ve done, everything you’ve sacrificed to get us to 
this point. Ain’t no secret none of us wanted this war, but all of us wanted to fight. The fact 
we've stuck it out this long proves it. Whatever happens from now on, always remember: 
we’re the first line of defense for the Multiverse... all of us. Let’s make a better world than 
the ones we left behind!” 


Unanimous cheering echoed throughout the ruins. Ears still ringing, Okocim, Lanson, and 
Riazul took their places near Bael and Strongbow as a resolute Apo went to his group. 


Bael (sotto-voce): “You guys ready?” 


Strongbow (palms his own fist): “(I am).” 
Riazul: “(Me too).” 

Lanson: “(S-Same here).” 

Okocim: “(Ready when you are).” 


Eyes shut, Bael ka beta Apo mustered his inner dark power. Muttering what sounded like a 
prayer in an undiscernible language, Okocim and the rest could only watch as tendrils of 
black-hued energy surged and coiled around them with increasing rapidity. 


{“Veil of Shadows! }.” 


Bael’s exclamation had yet to die down by the time the Five Heralds vanished, much to the 
puzzlement of their fellow warriors. In the meantime, Mill, Apo, Righetto, Riise, and other 
Void Heralds commanded their men to grab ahold of each other’s shoulders. Soon after, Ed 
issued an order. 


“Dispel the barrier!” 


Energies combined into one, all present discharged a gargantuan ki blast, shattering the 
concealing barrier. Fragments were still fading at the same time Rumush’s group and the Void 
Heralds warped away to the skies above Mate’s Palace. Peering above the citadel, a stout 
Edinburgh Mill steeled himself. 


“ATTACK!” 


Silvery energy blasts swept the citadel. These first salvos destroyed nearly all of the outer 
walls, killing well over a hundred sentries keeping watch. 


Mill couldn’t help but smile. The enemy had no idea what hit them. 

Rumush (telepathically): “[LET’S GO!].” 

Initial blasts resounding, the Five Heralds zoomed all the way down to the parapets. 
Sidra: “[ We re surrounded!].” 


Rumush: “|The spell makes us invisible, intangible, and undetectable! Keep your voices and 
energy down!].” 


Much like the Gajan said, the five ex-deities fazed through entire legions as if they were 
made out of air. Roughly ten seconds went by before the Heralds found themselves inside. 


Quitela: “[J sense massive ki signatures up ahead!].” 
Rumush: “[Focus on the strongest one! Thats gotta be Mate!].” 


Champa: “[Grab on to me!].” 


Target on sight, the group warped all the way to their destination. Seated on his throne, a stoic 
Mate kept watch as his troops moved out. 


Beerus: “[That’s Mate!? His energy 5 off the charts !].” 
Rumush: “[/ts him, alright... on three. Ready... one... two... THREE!.” 


Together as one, the Five Heralds rush the Grand Numen. One flash of light later, in front of 
them stands no other than... 


“CHIFIR!?” 


Bael barely represses a gasp. With nary a gesture, the shinobi repels the attackers. The sheer 
impact rocks the crumbling palace as the illusionary Mate dissipates and Bael’s spell breaks, 
rendering the fallen Destroyers visible. A throng of soldiers mobilize, only for the dragon 
goddess to forestall them. 


“Aid ye our men-at-arms. We shall deal with these knaves.” 


The soldiers spread out without a word. Once they’re gone, Chifir bids the mammoth door to 
shut behind them, trapping the Heralds inside. 


“A noble effort indeed, son of Apo. Had I lacked foresight, thou and thine’s could well have 
triumph’d.” 


““Where’s Mate!?” 


“The Grand Numen hath most pressing matters to attend. Natheless, since you lot have 
traveled from afar, ‘tis only right for us to welcome ye.” 


CS T? 


Okocim’s question lingered by the time seven newcomers warped into the group’s field of 
vision. Masks notwithstanding, the group instantly recognized Favonius and Perun. 


The late Lord Beerus next took notice of a lightly hunched masked figure resembling a cross 
between a leopard, at least two different types of snakes, and a dragon-like aquatic creature. 
Flesh besmirched by galaxies-worth of poorly healed chemical burns and sundry scars, 
eroded fins on either side of the temples, telltale partition right in the middle of the head, the 
figure snarled at the Heralds as former Lord Beerus reached for the stranger’s ki signature. 
Sweat ran ice-cold by the time his stare met that of... 


“Geene!?” 
Next to him stood a masked amphibian creature with brown and black feathers. 


“Who the hell is this guy? He... he’s related to Geene... their energy signatures are similar... 
much too similar...].” 


The identity of the next Agent admitted no ambiguity. Standing on digitigrade feet, this cross 
between a kangaroo and some sort of flying mammal bore mottled, silver-brownish clammy 
skin, layered with countless minute black spots. Finned serpentine tail reminiscent of an eel, 
this fellow unfurled a pair of leathery wings on his back as he caused some sort of metallic 
wand clipped to the belt to levitate into his clawed hands. Much to his bewilderment, Bael 
took notice of a pair of heavy bracelets on each wrist, crowned by a weighty collar encircling 
the neck. 


“Arak!?” 


“Greetings. I am Light Adept 0462, codename Siddhar. You lot have strayed from the Light, 
and it is my sworn duty to restore you to it.” 


Eager hands gripping a larger hinged rod-like cylinder similar to Siddhar’s, the creature who 
used to be God of Destruction Geene flashed some kind of electricity from his fingertips. 


“I am Dark Adept 0461, codename Abzu. I’m gonna take my sweet time skinning you all 
alive... ‘specially you, rat.” 


Riazul Sauza was about to reply when the feathered amphibian on Abzu’s side took this 
opportunity to introduce himself. 


“I am Dual Adept 0429, codename Enki. Put your hands where we can see them and 
surrender peacefully.” 


“J-Jerez!?” 


Lanson had spoken. Following the stare of his twin, Okocim spotted a tall, broad-framed 
winged being, a crisscross between an eagle, at least two different sorts of canines, and some 
bizarre creature resembling a greenish ape. All but her beak concealed by a mask, the avian 
screeched at the Heralds, nearly rupturing their eardrums. 


“I am Therian Agent 0459, codename Montu. You would be wise to surrend—” 


Montu’s next words were lost within her partner’s fits of manic laughter. Next to the avian 
stood a masked amalgamate, resembling a crudely built anthropomorphic Chinese fu dog 
combined with some kind of piranha. Though dominated by greens, the Agent’s scaled skin 
took on a bright red-orange hue beginning at the neck and continuing downward, further 
complimented by sparse faded white remnants. Body layered with numberless spikes, all eyes 
briefly focused on this Agent’s webbed, humanoid hands and feet, then on the finned top of 
the head as it came alight with a dark orange flame, much to Sidra’s horror. 


“No... Vermoud...” 


“Name’s Dajbog, Therian Agent 0460. I could go for sashimi, but I guess you guys’ll have to 
do.” 


The artist formerly known as Beerus nearly spoke when Rumush cut him off. Vehemently 
gripping Jayantha, the leader of the Five Heralds was but a breath away from gutting Chifir. 


“Fucking bitch! What have you done to them!?” 


Dajbog’s laughter bounced in the silence of the Void as the Agents turned to the shinobi. 
Abzu, Enki and Siddhar ignited their laser-swords, tinting the Throne Room a mixture of 
baleful scarlet, foreboding gray, and pale silver. The late Lord Beerus took special notice of 
the Dark Adept’s dual blades as Enki directed another glance towards the sister of Mate. 


“ATTACK!” 


Roaring unto heaven, Abzu dashes towards Beerus and Quitela, who apparates an energy 
pavise in time to block the blood-red blade yearning for their necks, as their fellow Heralds 
tackle the other Agents. With nary a thought, the being once known as God of Destruction 
Geene pushes the cat and mouse away by means of some uncanny power. Quitela barely has 
time to rub his aching head before he finds himself levitating. 


“SAUZA!” 


Trapped by Kyma, eyes rolling to the back of the head, Riazul Sauza gasps for breath as the 
Sphygian rushes Abzu. Bloodthirsty smirk on him, the mutated Kualuan fires a barrage of 
Galvanic Sanction, fixing the cat man in place. So intense is this energy, it sets Beerus’s 
skeleton alight. 


Agonizing screams notwithstanding, the disgraced ex-deity recovers his presence of mind. 
Staring resolve into the corrupted fish man, Beerus the Destroyer screams at the top of his 
lungs. 


“GEN RUSH X50!” 


Blazing with argent, the fallen Destroyer catches the lightning with both hands and rushes the 
Dark Adept, only for Abzu to reciprocate. The late Lord Geene seems not to notice as a fallen 
Quitela coughs his way back to life. 


“GEN RUSH X70! DUAL LIGHT OF DEATH!” 


Abzu barely manages to jump away from Sauza’s whip-like constructs. Seizing an opening, 
the brainwashed warrior casts his laser-staff at the mouse just as he’s recovering from a jump. 
Okocim’s sweat runs cold. Quitela’s fast enough to avoid that attack... right? 


“GEN RUSH X60!” 


The Sphygian intercepts the staff well before it approaches the Naatsusian. Beerus snaps the 
weapon in half like a twig, then immediately cups his hands behind the back. 


“KAMEHAMEHA!” 
“MASENKO!” 


Together as one, Quitela and Beerus’s attack crashes into its target... or so they think. Before 
everyone else blinks, Enki palms the blast with both hands. Though perilously close to being 


overwhelmed, the Dual Adept absorbs it, then redirects it against the attackers as a wave of 
Galvanic Sanction. 


The disgraced ex-deities escape in the nick of time. Grabbing Beerus by the arm, Quitela flies 
quite a distance before unleashing his next attack. 


“PHANTOM SHOT!” 


The fallen Destroyer of Universe 4 fires over three hundred semi-transparent energy blasts, 
practically invisible to the naked eye. Running on all fours, a fretful Abzu adroitly evades all 
but three. 


Rushing on ahead, Enki swats Phantom Shots away with his laser-sword. Faster than the eye 
can see, the Dual Adept shifts his weapon back and forth as needed, creating a nigh 
impenetrable “shield.” The deflected blasts harmlessly crash and explode for the most part, 
yet a few manage to find the rest of the Heralds, dealing slight damage. 


Having taken to the air, Enki discharges several minute spheres of “electric” ki through his 
hands. Beerus and Quitela go their separate ways in time for the projectiles to explode into 
the walls and roof above. 


Taking cover within the ensuing smoke, Beerus Instant-Transmits behind Enki. The Dual 
Adept has no time to turn around before the fallen Hakaishin slashes the laser-sword hilt right 
out of his hands and assaults him with a barrage of kicks and punches. Though the younger 
amphibian dodges, blocks, and parries as best he can, his defense falters before long. 


Still running on all fours, Abzu pounces on Quitela. The mutated Kualuan is instants away 
from tearing open the mouse’s neck, only to stop himself at the last minute to glance upward. 


“[BOKMA]].” 


Roaring like the animal he has become, Abzu dashes upward, set to slash that scrawny cat 
into ribbons. Sauza takes a chance. 


“COMPOSITE BLAST!” 


Quitela snaps his fingers. The energy wave he just fired splits into ten smaller blasts, all of 
which zero in on Abzu and Enki... for all of nine seconds. Apparating into view, Favonius 
effortlessly swats the shots away. At about the same time, a pair of black-hot chain whips 
strike Enki and Abzu. 


The being once known as God of Destruction Liquiir triplicates his furred lizard tails ninefold 
and readies to fire. Okocim Instant-Transmits behind Favonius, intent on biting him again, 
but the Therian Agent instead strikes the Sphygian with a jumping (or floating?) spin kick 
square to the back of the neck, sending him flying straight into a crumbling wall. 


“GEN RUSH X100!” 


Zooming to the center of the Throne Room, Beerus and Favonius get tangled in yet another 
hurricane of hands and feet. Stares meeting, the late Lord Liqutir addresses the hated Beerus. 


“YOU HAVE NO IDEA HOW MUCH [VE BEEN LOOKING FORWARD TO THIS! 
YOU’LL PAY FOR HUMILIATING US BACK ON EARTH!” 


“RUGATO, STOP! WE DON’T HAVE TO DO THIS! WE DON’T HAVE TO FIGHT!” 
“I DON’T TAKE ORDERS FROM YOU!” 

“THIS IS WRONG, RUGATO! YOU KNOW IT!” 

“MY NAME IS FAVONIUS!” 


“NO IT’S NOT! YOU’RE RUGATO AMARONE! I PROMISED YOUR OLD MAN FPD 
BRING YOU BACK!” 


“MY WHAT!?” 
Bewilderment upon his visage, Agent Favonius comes to a standstill. 
“B... Babbo... you’re—ARGHHHH!” 


A couple of screams later, the mutated Varupian is back in control. Once he strikes a fighting 
pose, Okocim realizes the time for talk is over. Claws alight with Energy of Origins, Beerus 
makes sure not to target the neck or any other weak spots as Favonius takes leave of what 
little restraint he has left. 


Tails multiplied, the Therian Agent repurposes them into tentacles, rendering his opponent 
immobile. Arms and legs trapped, Beerus the Destroyer can only watch as the mutant fox 
creates Energy Blades with both hands, all smiles at the evisceration that’s sure to follow... 


Driven by instinct, the son of Lech fires a Mouth Energy Beam right at the mutant’s face, 
knocking him several feet away. Already damaged by the blast, Favonius’s mask is 
practically destroyed upon impact with the crumbling walls. 


Okocim Lech-Sa steels himself. Following another Instant Transmission, the former Lord 
Beerus makes sure his opponent’s still breathing. 


“[Concentrate, Okocim... Rugato... everyone 5 lives depend on it...].” 


Once he’s certain Favonius’s half-shut eyes are meeting his own, the fallen Destroyer God 
musters his ki reserves. Pupils faded within silver light, a radiance stems from the Sphygian’s 
eyes and mouth, infiltrating the Varupian’s body through the same entry points. 


As this unfolds, a bloodied Abzu licks his lips. Lower half of his mask wrecked beyond 
repair, the gene spliced Kualuan allows his maw to water. 


“[Prey...].” 
Speeding on all fours, the former Lord Geene prepares to sink his teeth into the cat man... 


“D-DON’T EVEN THINK ABOUT IT!” 


Lanson Brulle-Sa bars the way. Grabbing hold of Abzu’s arms, the once and future Champa 
headbutts the mutant Kualuan well over two hundred times in quick succession. Dazed, mask 
and visage severely damaged, bleeding through the nostrils, the warrior once named God of 
Destruction Geene can barely retain consciousness as the thickset feline apparates behind 
him. 


“G-GEN RUSH X90!” 


Next thing Abzu knows, his opponent puts him in a headlock, suplexes him once, twice, 
thrice, ten, twenty, thirty, forty, fifty, sixty, well over a hundred thousand times. Rumush 
immobilizes Montu within a black energy field and punches her square in the gut well over 
three-thousand times in less than a minute. 


Sidra elbow-strikes a battered Perun in the neck, knocking him out cold. The Heranian- 
turned-Saiyan then assists Quitela in subduing Enki and Siddhar. Meanwhile, a final joint 
attack from Rumush and Champa knocks Dajbog out like a light. 


The lights emanating from Okocim finally died out. Carrying an unconscious Favonius on his 
back, the late Lord Beerus joined his teammates for their final approach. Energy blasts ready, 
the Heralds kept close watch on Chifir’s movements as Rumush threatened to douse Jayantha 
in her blood. 


“You lose. Tell us where that brother of yours is.” 


The dragon goddess opened her eyes. The Heralds found themselves trapped within burning 
Chaos Dynamis. The sister of Mate performed several hand gestures in rapid succession. 


“Rin! (Eta) Pyo! (Fe) To! (ei) Sha! (4) Kai! (Œ) Jin! (È) Retsu! (JI) Zai! (Œ) Zen! (Bil).” 


The last of Chifir’s words were only halfway uttered when the Five Heralds and their 
opponents vanished into thin air. Finding herself alone, the shinobi warped away to parts 
unknown... 


Universe 7, Earth... 


Anise Lozada looked to the heavens. Clear weather, not a gray cloud present... lovely day, 
indeed. 


Nevertheless, the Tien-Shin pupil was in no mood to dilly-dally the day away. The chant of 
nearby birds did little to assuage the tension among the Z-Fighters and their new teammates: 
Ciroc Musgrave and his fellow Predecessors, joined by scores of ancient warriors from all 
across the Multiverse; Team Universe 4 (guest-starring Desmond “Monji” Jimador); Basil 
and Lavender Mead, from Universe 9; Pride Troopers Cocotte and Vuon, from Universe 11; 
stragglers from the Frieza Force, and countless other warriors Goku and the rest befriended 
(i.e., defeated) years ago. 


“[AII these people... to think it took a cosmic war for us to meet. Wonder what the nuns would 
—no! Focus, Lozada! The enemy will be here soon].” (Brief pause). “[This is it... three years 
of training have been leading up to this. Okocim... I hope it’ll be enough...|.” 


To her left, Cumin nervously clutched his white cane. Tension only eased up when the blind 
rooster felt Gohan, Android 21, and Shu’s ki presence beside him. 


“TCume... you must be so scared right now... not that I blame you. Look how far you’ve come. 
You’re braver, stronger than you think, little brother. Kari and Faruq... part of me wants to 
flay them both alive... not even that’ll make up for what they did to you, Shyam, and Bisman. 
They... no... dont do that, Lozada. Dont go there... its not worth it...].” 


To her right, arms crossed against the chest, Fennel barely blinked as he scrutinized the area 
for unknown energy signatures. Tien Shinhan kept watch nearby, ready to intervene should 
the axolotl try anything rash. 


“Fenn... dont you ever get scared? The way you jump into danger, how you never back 
down from a fight... part of me wishes I was more like you. Chervil... fucking monster... what 
he did to you and Conium... I don t blame you for hating him. Pablo and Elena... Don 
Ruggiero...].” 


“Hey, Anise... penny for your thoughts?” 


“Hey, Gohan. Just going over things again. I try not to dwell on what happened, and then I 
blow it again.” 


“Need someone to talk to?” 

“Maybe later. I’m so anxious... I just want this to be over.” 

“Same here.” (Brief pause). “You’re worried about B—Okocim, aren’t you?” 
“I should’ve gone with him.” 


“Anise, you know that’s impossible. Remember what Zen-Oh said: it’s too risky for anyone 
other than the Heralds to enter the Void Realm. He and the others have their mission. We 
have ours. Are you sure you’re ok?” 


“T feel kinda queasy. I’m just so nervous, so... tired.” 
“If you feel that way, then I think you ought to sit this one out.” 


“No way! There’s too few of us already! I can’t just go home and leave you guys to fight by 
yourselves!” 


“Anise...” 
“I’m fine, Gohan... it’s just nerves. It’ll pass soon as w—” 
“THEY ’RE HERE!” 


Krillin’s scream lingered by the time a gargantuan fissure all but carved itself into the sky, 
tainting once placid blue with a galvanized polychrome iridescence threatening to spread to 


every corner of the globe. Anise’s next words laid stillborn as a broadly built reptilian figure 
clad in armor emerged from the other side. 


Raiment the color of newly spilled blood, this draconic warrior sported a beak similar to an 
eagle’s, insides crammed with seemingly unending jagged teeth, walled between well over 
twenty outer fangs. Nearly everywhere the eye could see, shimmering black scales vied for 
preeminence with abundant feathery tufts of vermilion bordering on chestnut. Head, 
shoulders, and surrounding areas bore auburn-speckled feathers set against white, allowing 
for significant contrast with a blazon embossed at the center of the warrior’s chestplate and 
helm: a sharp-edged oval resembling “eyes” on peacock feathers, overlooking a series of 
intersecting lines shaped not unlike fiery butterfly wings, much to Goku’s wonderment. 


“Who are you!?” 


The new arrival kept silent as an anthropomorphic canine creature with a warrior’s build and 
scars to match tore through the fissure, howling while taking his place next to the draconic 
warrior. Armaments hued a regal indigo, the canine bore several feline features, particularly a 
black leonine mane reaching all the way down from the chest to the rest of the body. The tail 
itself appeared to be a mishmash of a lion and a scorpion, bulb around the stinger crowned 
with irregularly shaped spines, which secreted a resinous, pitch-colored substance. 


A prolonged roar afforded the Z-Fighters a glance into serrated teeth ensconced within feline 
fangs, offset by two pairs of boar-like tusks at the upper and lower jaws. Much like the 
dragon man, this newcomer bore an embossed sigil upon his helm and cuirass: a diamond- 
shaped spearhead divided into four equal sections, pointing north, south, east, and west, set 
against intersecting lines virtually identical to those found on the emblem of the blood-red 
warrior. 


Earth’s warriors and their allies sought the pair’s ki signatures even as still more bizarre 
soldiers emerged from the portal. The endeavor was easier said than done by the time the 
draconic warrior addressed the Z-Fighters. 


“Hail, Warriors of the Seventh Universe. I am Aquilian Dark Emperor Adrastus, commander 
in chief of the Crimson Roc Division. By virtue of the faculties vested in me, I and mine 
hereby take possession of Earth and all other planets throughout your universe. Lay down 
your arms and surrender peacefully.” 


Vegeta was about to reply when he took notice of Goku. Drenched in ominous sweat, the 
visage of the strongest warrior in the Multiverse took on a ghastly paleness, in keeping with 
the horrors he witnessed. 


“JIREN!?” 
As this unfolded, Lavender’s weeping eyes peered into the azure warrior. 


“Bergamo... no... 


Basil futilely tried to collect himself. Try as he might, the thoughts of the red wolf remained 
all over the place, yet he could’ve sworn he heard strange snippets alien to him as the canine 


lion spoke. 


“I am Leonid Indigo Monarch Fargolant, commander in chief of the Indigo Manticore 
Division. Aquilian Adrastus and I have been sent to take possession of this universe. Heed 
the words of wisdom: yield. Spare yourselves the devastation that will otherwise follow.” 


“Bergamo, stop! You don’t have to do this!” 


Flinching as if in pain, Basil spoke at long last. Floating on ahead, Lavender set himself 
between Fargolant and the red wolf. Sternness overtook the visage of the mutated wolf as he 
produced a bizarrely-shaped lance glowing with ominous power. 


“It’s been a long time, Agent Sabaudius. How easily your allegiances shift...” 


“Bullshit! Those people are controlling you, like they controlled me! You can’t go through 
with this!” 


“Do not presume to command me, Agent.” 


“My name is Lavender! Your name is Bergamo! This is wrong, and you know it! Ditch that 
ugly thing and come back to us!” 


“Treasonous venom spewer! Are there no limits to your disrespect!?” 
“Bergamo, please!” 


“You will address me as Monarch Fargolant! I'll deliver you to Lady Chifir myself, you 
impudent—” 


“Enough!” 

Arms crossed against his chest, a vexed Adrastus glanced upon Son Goku and the others. 
“T shall not warn you again, warriors. Submit, or be wiped off the face of the All-Cosmos.” 
“None of those things are going to happen.” 


Vegeta’s reply had yet to fade by the time he and his fellow Saiyans powered up to Super 
Saiyan Blue and Goku made a final entreaty. 


“Snap out of it, Jiren! You can’t let those Void Realm bastards win!” 


Snorting contemptuous smoke, Adrastus manifested a gigantic battle axe brimming with 
power, similar to Fargolant’s lance. The crimson dragon pointed the blade towards the Z- 
Fighters. 


“ATTACK!” 


It begins in a literal flash. Void Realmers power up and sweep upon Earth’s warriors and their 
allies, as yet another dark presence makes itself known: Conium Marathos, codename 


Nanthus. Anise, Cumin and Tien rush him, only for Fennel to signal them to stop, much to 
Tien Shinhan’s shock. 


“Fennel! What do you think you’re doing!?” 

“Go aid Goku and the others. I'll rejoin you once I’m finished.” 
“What!?” 

“Don’t make me repeat myself.” 

“Y-You gotta be kidding me! You can’t take this guy on your own!” 


Daucus glowers at Cumin. At that moment, a Void Realm soldier dives into the group, sure to 
snatch a couple of easy kills. Not even bothering to gaze up, the younger Marathos fires an 
energy wave, blasting the wretch to smithereens. 


“What have I told you about lecturing me, Jintan?” 
“Cumin’s right, Fennel. We’re going to help you whether you like it or not.” 


The fear in Anise’s voice is all too evident. The android amphibian is far from impressed as 
Nanthus coldly glowers upon a group of would-be attackers. The enemy soldiers take their 
bloodlust elsewhere as Daucus explains himself. 


“Master, Jintan, Lozada... this battle is not yours to fight. I will... no, I must do this on my 
own. The choice is twofold: we can waste precious time and energy in pointless bickering, or 
we can fulfill our duty. I have made my choice. You know I’m not one to change my mind.” 


Tien can hardly believe what he’s just heard. There is no fear or hesitation in the axolotl’s 
mechanical voice. What’s more, his stare brims with a resolve he’s seldom seen in adults. 


“Fennel... are you certain of this?” 

“You have trained us well. Let us demonstrate as much.” 
“Very well.” 

“WHAT!?” 

Anise and Cumin stare in disbelief. 

“M-Master Tien!? Y-You’re not really gonna—” 


“It’s ok, Cumin. Fennel’s right. We can’t waste time loitering around here. We’re needed 
elsewhere.” 


“Master...” 


“At ease, Anise.” (Brief pause). “Fennel Marathos... we put our trust in you.” 


One palmed fist and a bow later, Tien Shinhan and his remaining pupils take to the field of 
battle. One among countless Therian Agents catches their attention. 


“Camphor!” 

Cumin sweats acrid terror. 

“N-Not her again! She almost killed us last time we fought!” 
Anise glowers at the Therian Agent. 


“Things’re gonna be different now. This time she’s in for a rude awakening.” (Brief pause). 
“What’re your orders, Master?” 


“We’ll open with Tri-Beam. Use your strongest techniques afterward. Try to incapacitate her. 
If that doesn’t work, kill her. One way or another, we have to take her out ASAP.” 


Cumin swallows hard. 
“Master, Anise... ready when you are.” 
“Almost there...” 


The Tien-Shin fighters approach from the southwest. Utterly engrossed in wreaking havoc, 
Camphor leaves herself wide open... NOW! 


“TRI-BEAM!” 

Catching the mutant unawares, the joint attack sends her flying far away. 
“KEEP HER ISOLATED! CUT HER OFF FROM HER ALLIES!” 
Anise: “KAMEHAMEHA!” 

Cumin: “MASENKO!” 

Tien: “KI BLAST CANNON!” 


The triple blast pounces upon its target with little difficulty. Though Camphor has regained 
her bearings in time to plow straight through it, she’s clearly having trouble breaking through 
the joint assault. 


“KEEP IT UP! PUT EVERYTHING INTO IT!” 


Surging with newfound might, the three-pronged attack knocks the mutant face first into the 
earth below. Tien and his disciples know better than to let their guard down. Beams ablaze, 
the dusty stillness is shattered by an energy blast from Camphor’s position. The attack 
powers on through the combined blast, coming perilously close to reaching its targets... 


“TAKE EVASIVE ACTION!” 


Too little, too late: the blast detonates as the group splits up, casting master and pupils to the 
ground. Anise can’t even scream Tien and Cumin’s names as she plummets to the ground. 
The dancer’s maw catches more than its fair share of mud and grime before she manages to 
jump back on her feet. Several burns, scrapes, and bruises nearly compel her to scream by the 
time Camphor reappears. 


“Nice technique you guys got there, kitty... too bad mine’s better. Think PI call it ‘Exploding 
Dragon’... whatcha think?” 


Anise keeps silent. Wiping blood and sweat from her brow, the Tien-Shin pupil zooms in 
various directions. 


“Ka... Me...” 
An uninterested Camphor soon loses track of her comings and goings. Almost there... 
“Ha... Me... HA!” 


Son Goku’s favorite technique finds its target, much to Lozada’s relief. Something’s not right, 
though: Camphor is... smiling!? 


Anise adds as much power as she can muster. The Therian Agent starts walking toward her, 
paying no mind to the chunks of flesh, blood and bone coming loose in her wake. 


A throng of Void Realm soldiers come to Camphor’s aid. Monna (or the monster she’s 
become) is most displeased. In the blink of an eye, the Agent blasts her allies with several 
energy volleys, killing all but one. Kamehameha Wave still tearing through her, the mutant 
stops in her tracks. 


Camphor readies another ki blast. Anise’s next decision all but makes itself. 
“KAIOKEN X600!” 

Lozada dashes in time to deflect the killing shot. 

“RUN!” 


Stunned at first, the survivor does as he’s told. Anise unsheathes her nails. Restraint cast to 
the winds, the dancer unleashes a flurry of slashes, punches and kicks aimed primarily at 
Camphor’s neck, arms, legs, and ribcage. 


The Therian Agent makes no effort to save herself by the time Lozada fires a massive energy 
blast point blank at her face. At least sixty percent of the mutant’s countenance is obliterated, 
but the warrior once named Monna can’t be bothered to care, not even when she loses her 
footing and crashes all the way through a nearby mountain. 


“[She keeps taking everything I dish out! I have to end it now!].” 


Middle and index fingers on her forehead, the Tien-Shin pupil homes in on the enemy’s ki 
signature... warp! Appearing right above Camphor, Anise sets out to stomp her neck into 


dust, but the attack doesn’t connect. 


Before the Nekoningan next blinks, the Therian Agent lands well over five thousand punches 
straight into her stomach. Each and every impact causes Lozada to spit up copious blood, 
along with... 


“Yuck! Disgusting! Fuck is this goop!?” 


Ribs, diaphragm, whole of her on fire, Anise Lozada can only watch as Agent Camphor 
wipes away bits of veiny... flesh? As far as the Tien-Shin pupil is concerned, one of them 
resembles a minute heart beating its last. 


“Ugh... you got my uniform all dirty.” 
Anise doesn’t answer. Realization starts to set in. 


“Hello! You go deaf all of a sudden!?” (Brief pause). “Whatever. You’re starting to bore me, 
anyway. I’ll finish you off, then have some fun with the three-eyed freak. Pretty sure that 
whiny chicken will taste amazing after a coupla minutes in my deep fryer. Maybe I'll make 
myself some boots out of that salamander kid, after I turn that brother of his into a purse or 
something. What’d you think?” 


Still nothing. Lozada can’t ignore the evidence before her eyes. The Nekoningan has gone 
numb. The din of battle around her... screams... blood being spill... bodies falling, never to 
rise again... Camphor’s taunting... all becomes a misshapen chunk of nondescript nothing. 


Anise Lozada has lost everything. Everything she was, everything she could have been... 
trampled, spat upon. Elena Ortiz... Pablo Jiménez... Don Emilio... his men... the people who 
forced her to kill... Dr. Gero... the gunmen who nearly slew her that night... Camphor... they 
all had a hand in it. 


Having found a kindred spirit in Okocim Lech-Sa, the former assassin ended up falling in 
love with a former Destroyer God, of all people. Those bits of flesh Camphor callously 
brushed away weren’t mere bits of tissue. They were a part of her... of him. Something 
wonderful was heading their way, only for that monster to pound it to a bloody pulp and 
laugh about it. 


“Feh... no sense of humor?” 


Camphor kicks at Lozada’s chin, only for the Tien-Shin pupil to parry the blow. Seizing an 
opening, Anise blasts the Therian Agent right through the nether regions all the way through 
the head, sending her flying into the distance... yet not even this can placate her. 


The world around Lozada fades away. Energy crackling around her, the warrior’s fur begins 
to shift from calico/tabby to a pulsating coal black, at the same time her eyes change from 
brown into electrified gold. Maws and gums bleed as her teeth and fangs grow near to the 
size of her middle fingers, and her nails expand near to the size of her ears. 


Anise unleashes a primal scream. Much to the astonishment of Camphor and other witnesses, 
a column of black light swallows and steals the Tien-Shin pupil from view. 


“ANISE!” 


Bloodied and battle-scarred, Tien Shinhan tears through heaven trying to reach his disciple, 
only to find himself trapped by unending throngs of enemies. The master of the Crane School 
glowers: these wretches won’t listen to reason. Anise, Fennel, Cumin’s, everyone else’s lives 
hang in the balance. The time for mercy is at an end. 


“FOUR WITCHES!” 


Once he grows an additional pair of arms, Tien wails on the enemy soldiers. The arrival of 
Shosa and Majora from Team Universe 4 certainly improve the odds, yet the hordes won’t 
stop coming. 


The dark light finally fizzles out: in Anise’s place stands a muscular, heavily-panting, black- 
furred version of herself. Maws bleeding, uniform ruined, shoes destroyed beyond repair, the 
Tien-Shin pupil all but obliterates the ground beneath her feet as she flies towards her enemy. 


Next thing Camphor knows, the former assassin Superman-dives square into her gut. Had the 
Agent not zoomed out of the way when she did, the blow would’ve gone all the way through 
the back. 


Before Camphor can so much as scream, Lozada scratches her eyes out, breaks nearly every 
bone in her body with another round of hyper-speed punches, kicks, elbow blows, slashes, 
the works. Old instincts take over. The dancer targets arteries, veins, joints, the still bleeding 
sockets that formerly held Camphor’s eyes. 


The latter give Lozada the edge she desperately craves: right hand nails sunken all the way 
through newly made gaping holes, the howling assassin ignites her left hand in an Energy 
Hand Blade and decapitates Camphor with a swift, clean slash... yet not even this will 
suffice. Tossing the severed head after the falling body, Anise prepares the Tien-Shin 
School’s ultimate attack... 


“NEO TRI-BEAM!” 


Rather than the customary yellow-bordering-on-orange ki, the blast takes on a coal-black 
hue. The dark wave swallows Camphor (or what’s left of her) whole, disintegrating at least 
half of her head and over a quarter of the body, exposing bones, muscles, organs, tendons, the 
entirety of her insides to the elements. Lozada has won... 


Back on the ground, it’s not long before Anise finds the remains and blasts them into ash. In 
the literal blink of an eye, another Therian Agent, a battle-scarred feline crossed with an owl 
and some sort of reptile, swoops in at the last minute. 


“Bhairava!” 


Having tanked the blast, the interloper secures what little remains of Camphor’s head as a 
pair of soldiers catch up to him. 


“AGENT CAMPHOR IS NEAR DEATH! GET HER A MEDIC!” 


Head in hand, the soldiers mouth off the responses de rigueur before disappearing into the 
din and chaos. Claws unsheathed, Anise appraises her new opponent as Tien Shinhan finally 
makes the scene. 


There are so many things the master of the Tien-Shin Style Dojo wants to say, yet his tongue 
and brain won’t heed him. An ominous smile on his face, Bhairava addresses Lozada. 


“You have done well. Few have managed to best Agent Camphor, much less put that mean- 
spirited eyesore in her place. You have my praise.” 


Lozada hisses. 
“I don’t want your praise. I want your head.” 


Anise and Tien ready their fighting stances. Bhairava does the same. Twin toothed tentacles 
multiplied by four dozen in mere seconds, the Therian Agent dashes toward his opponents. 

Just when he’s about to swipe at Tien, a massive explosion sends everyone flying all across 
the field... 


Ten minutes later... 


The dust had yet to settle. Back to base form, a dazed Anise Lozada shambled back to her 
feet. 


“O-Ow... M-Master...” 
“I... Pm ok, Anise... just dizzy.” 


Whatever else Tien meant to say faded into irrelevance by the time he picked up three strange 
energy signatures. 


“That energy... it belongs to Fennel! He’s still alive!” 

“So’s Cumin! Their power levels are spiking!” 

“They must’ve unlocked a new form, like you did! We have to find them!” 
“Master, look! Over there!” 

Following Anise’s finger led Tien to the source of the third signature. 
“Basil!” 


“Tt... it hurts... somebody... m... make it... stop...” 


Frame alight in ardent fuchsia, the red wolf wandered aimlessly across the field, hands over 
his temples. Void Realm soldiers who crossed his path found themselves flung well over a 
hundred thousand yards away, without laying so much as a finger on him. Master and disciple 
sprinted towards the canine from the Improvised Universe. 


“D-Don’t get near me!” 

It took all of Anise and Tien’s skill being swept away by another invisible wave. 
“Too many voices... quiet... b-be... quiet...” 

Unable to move, the red wolf resumed base form and collapsed. 

“BASIL!” 


Lavender at last reached the site. Much like his sibling, the former Agent Sabaudius had 
taken significant damage, as evinced by his tattered outfit. It wasn’t long before Goku, 
Vegeta, and the remaining Z-Fighters found one another. 


Tien’s suspicions were confirmed. Though significantly wounded, Cumin and Fennel had 
both unlocked new forms. Shining a searing marine blue, Jintan resembled a draconic being 
rather than a rooster. Comb and wattles reshaped into razor-sharp spiny fins, the blind youth 
seemed to have grown to manhood during the past hour. 


Cloaked in grim resolution, Marathos burnt alike flaming malachite. External gills restored to 
their prime, the axolotl’s aura all but overpowered everyone around him, as evinced by their 
avoidance of the youth’s four pairs of bead-black eyes, and a mouth forced slightly ajar by 
oversized jagged teeth, ill-fitting for that minute bleeding maw. 


Injured as he was, Nappa carried an unconscious Damon and Gamisaras on his back, leaving 
a battered Shantsa in Raditz’s care as a hyper-focused Caway finished healing Nink’s 
wounds, and a no less battered Desmond worked his own powers of restoration on an eerily 
silent Basil, much to Lavender’s worry. 


“Ts he... is he gonna...?” 
“He’s alive.” 
“Musgrave and the Predecessors... where are they?!” 


Vegeta had spoken. Goku was just about to respond when a series of hell-splitting roars 
shattered the tenuous peace, much to Raditz’s horror. 


“Fargolant and Adrastus are still alive!” 
“Their energy’s off the charts!” 


Goku had barely fallen silent when the crimson dragon and the azure manticore rent the dust 
asunder. Though severely injured and bleeding all over, Aquilian Adrastus and Monarch 
Fargolant crackled with newfound might. Respective blazons etched on foreheads and bare 


chests, eyes as electrified garnet, their bodies had taken on a more feral structure, coupled 
with significant increases in height and muscle mass, among other changes. 


The mutated Grammanan and wolf struck fighting poses. The fissure in the sky had 
significantly expanded by now, threatening to engulf Earth and Universe 7 as still newer 
throngs of soldiers joined the fray... 
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Invasion, Part 2—Resurgence 


Chapter Summary 


Separated from the other Heralds and Therian Agents, Okocim and Favonius must find 
their way back to the throne room, yet not before they rescue a key ally... 


The battle at Universe 7 rages on as Anise and the Z Fighters and their allies hold their 
own, unaware of what fate has in store for them... 


A/N: Concrit requested. Also, see if you guys can spot a coupla minor plot twists I 
included. They don’t call it "AU" for nothing, after all. 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Dragon Ball Super: Twilight of Gods, by Chronos-X 
Saga I: On Mortality and Consequences 
Book One: Beerus 
Chapter 26: Invasion, Part 2—Resurgence 
The Void Realm... 


When Okocim Lech-Sa next blinked, he found himself alone with an unconscious Favonius 
within a darkened prison. The Sphygian’s keen vision soon disabused him of such notions. 
Rather than a prison, this area was a vestibule leading into a series of caverns. Still carrying 
the late Lord Liquiir on his back, the artist formerly known as Beerus vainly attempted to 
center himself. 


“| Take it easy, Okocim. You’re in some kinda cave. Lanson and the others are nowhere to be 
found. Your only company’s a childhood friend who got kidnapped, brainwashed, and 
mutated by a buncha assholes. You promised his old man you'd bring him back alive... easier 
said than done}.” 


Groans further disturbed an already uneasy silence. Agent Favonius was just about to wake 
up. The fallen Destroyer God of Universe 7 gently set the mutant on the floor, then stepped 
back, wary of what might occur when his opponent regained his bearings. 


“W-Where... where am I...?” 


The fallen deity from Universe 8 took a look around. It wasn’t long before the warrior once 
named God of Destruction Liquiir realized he had company. 


“Who... who are you? Your ki...” (Brief pause). “Beerus!?” 

“Are you alright, Rugato?” 

The Therian Agent tried to rise, only for pain to compel him to stay put. 

“Take it easy, man. We just got done fighting each other. Ain’t in great shape myself, either.” 
“Fighting you?” (Brief pause). “I remember... back at the Throne Room... Chifir... Chifir!?” 
The mutated Varupian tightly gripped the son of Lech by the shoulders. 


“We need to get out of here! Those people are holding Korn and Awamo! We gotta find them 
before—” 


“Get a hold of yourself, Ruga! You gotta get a grip!” 


“You don’t understand! The Numina are holding Korn, Awamo, and the Guide Angels of 
Universes 13 through 18 prisoners! They’re connected to some sort of machine. It... it runs 
on Angel ki.” 


“Angel ki!? The hell’s it for!?” 


“I don’t know. Korn, Awamo, we got separated after Mate and Chifir drained my God Ki and 
Destruction Energy, along with Iwan’s.” 


“Where do they keep that machine?” 


“I don’t know. Me and the other Agents weren’t allowed to approach it, except at certain 
times. We were always accompanied by a Sakujoshin. They’d blindfold us, knock us out with 
some kinda spell, then we’d wake up in front of it. The same happened when it was time to 
return to our encampment.” (Brief pause). “We can’t stay here. We must return to the upper 
levels as soon as possible.” 


“We gotta find Lanson and the others first. Any idea where we are?” 


Surveying the area around him, the former Destroyer God of Universe 8 pierced the ink-black 
darkness. Eyes shut, the late Agent Favonius took a series of deep breaths. 


“Sencha and company refer to this place as ‘The Cavern of Fiends’. They used to send us 
here when we were training. If I remember correctly, there’s a secret passage to the south. It 
holds some kind of teleporter.” 


“Teleporter?” 


“A device that lets you move anywhere within the palace in seconds... you need an Access 
Key to use it, though. Chifir’s men confiscated mine before our fight. Bitch’s always a 


thousand steps ahead of everyone else.” 
“[Yeah, no fucking kidding...]. Can you take us to that teleporter?” 
“Well, yeah... I don’t know how we’re gonna make it work, though.” 


“We’ll worry about that later. Lead the way, Ruga.” (Brief pause). “Hold up... I sense a 
powerful energy signature deep inside the caverns. You picking it up?” 


“Yeah... it’s kinda faint, though.” (Brief pause). “Weird... your energy feels off, too. I’m 
having trouble locking in on it, an—” 


Sudden realization hit the anthropomorphic fox. Unable to repress a gasp, Rugato di 
Amarone nearly fell on his rear. 


“Beerus... you’re mortal! Did Chifir—” 
The Sphygian shook his head. 
“Zen-Oh did it. It’s a long story, one we don’t really have time for right now.” 


“There’s something else different about your energy. I’m not sure what it is, but I’ve never 
come across anything like it in all my eons.” 


“[Come to think of it, theres something different about yours, too...|. Never mind that now. 
Let’s find that teleporter.” 


“Right. Follow me.” 


The pair walked away. Cat and fox had yet to quit the vestibule by the time the son of 
Righetto turned to the Sphygian. 


“Beerus... Okocim... about that ki signature you picked up... I think we should follow it.” 
“Huh? Why?” 


“T don’t know how to explain it, but... that signature, it makes me feel... warm... safe. Don’t 
you feel it too?” 


“I do, but... what’s that gotta do with anything?” 
Determination etched upon his visage, Rugato di Amarone advanced a couple of steps ahead. 


“Of all the beings spread throughout the citadel, his energy is the only one that feels like 
this.” (Brief pause). “We have to find him.” 


“Who?” 


“Sage Nochirasu. Everyone calls him ‘Masala’. He’s one of Mate’s group, but he’s on our 
side.” 


“You sure about this, Ruga? Can we trust him?” 


“He, Mate, and Lahpeth were always looking out for us. He’s immensely strong. More 
importantly, he knows his way around the caverns and pretty much everywhere in the palace. 
We’ ll need his help if we wanna get out of here alive. Last I heard, he was held in these 
dungeons.” 


“If you say so... let’s get going.” 


The descent took somewhere around twenty minutes, but it might as well have dragged on for 
hours, as far as Okocim was concerned. Eyes peering through the dark, the son of Lech and 
the son of Righetto exchanged furtive glances. 


Though Rugato retained his canine ears, his fur was nearly nonexistent, save for a handful of 
isolated tufts here and there. Triple fox tails altered into a reptilian mockery of their former 
self, the presence of talons and folded wings on the back evinced the merging of avian, 
reptile, and Varupian blood. Within the penumbra, the son of Lech noted the unceasing 
pumping of varicose veins and arteries spread throughout the body of the former Agent. 


The composite beak that had once been the fox’s snout disturbed the Sphygian most of all. 
Such maws were hinged to split into four equal parts whenever Rugato spoke or made a 
sound. Darkness notwithstanding, the son of Lech clearly discerned rows upon rows of 
jagged, sharp teeth, all too fitting for a carnivore. 


For his part, Rugato took notice of his companion’s demeanor. The being once named God of 
Destruction Beerus was having the devil’s own time focusing on here and now. It didn’t take 
a mindreader to discern how his thoughts were running all over the place, any and all 
attempts to bring them into order doomed to failure. 


The son of Righetto just couldn’t wrap his head around it. How in the world could this 
kindhearted, loopy fellow and the dreaded Beerus the Destroyer be one and the same!? Still, 
Amarone owed his very life to him. There was something else he wished to know, yet now 
wasn’t the time or place to be asking questions. 


A sudden shudder brought the pair to a halt. Before the former deities yawned a long hallway, 
laden with cells far beyond what the eye could see. Okocim was about to break the silence 
when Rugato gestured at him to hold his tongue. 


(Sotto-voce). “(We’re here. Masala’s cell must be at the end of the hallway, near the door 
separating this area from the rest of the Cavern).” 


“(You know these guys, Ruga. What are we dealing with?).” 
“(Sencha has at least two of her Light Adepts guarding the cell at all times).” 
“(Light Adepts?).” 


“(They’re warriors that carry laser-swords. They can tap into this weird energy field to 
enhance their own powers and move objects without touching them. Sencha and Kocha call it 


‘Kyma’. Masala calls it ‘Chikara’. Everybody has a different name for it).” 


“(I see... Geene, Arak, and that frog kid with the beak and feathers are Adepts, aren’t they? 
Explains how Geene almost choked Quitela to death from afar).” 


“(Pretty much. Adepts can also read minds. Catching them by surprise is no easy task, to put 
it mildly).” 


“(Shit... so what do we do? We need to reach the Cavern and find that teleporter).” 


“(Sencha and her flunkies usually leave guard duty to rookies. If we do things right, we might 
just catch them by surprise).” (Brief pause). “I have an idea. Far as Sencha and company 
know, I’m still under their control. Here’s what we should do...).” 


Five minutes later... 
“Move it, filth! I don’t have all day!” 


Tenebrous silence disrupted by defeated groans and spiteful oaths, Agent Favonius all but 
dragged his prisoner through the hallway. The pair came across two masked humanoid Light 
Adepts. Standing guard in front of a cell cloaked in blue penumbra, one of them approached 
the newcomers. 


“Who goes there? Identify yourself.” 
The Therian Agent performed a salute. 


“Hail, Adept of the Light. I am Therian Agent 0458, codename Favonius. I have been tasked 
with escorting this miscreant here on behalf of Lord Maofeng.” 


Bloodied all over, caked in dust, gaze dithering all over, the prisoner lazily stared back at the 
pair. The second guard scratched his head in confusion. 


“Why were we not informed beforehand?” 


“The orders were given at the last minute. There was no time to prepare a report with all the 
chaos going on above. Now if you would be so kind, unlock the cell and throw this filth in. I 
must return to the battlefield.” 


Right hand touching the laser-sword hilt clipped to his belt, the first guard ventured to speak. 


“Apologies, Agent Favonius, but we cannot do thus. Master Auror explicitly forbade our 
opening the cell without his express authorization.” 


Favonius scowled. 


“So you refuse me... very well. I’m sure Lord Maofeng will understand. He, on the other 
hand...” 


Okocim wondered whether his eyes played tricks on him. 


“(Did those two schmucks just tremble?].” 
“*H-He!?’ Y-You mean... the serpent!?” 
The Therian Agent crossed his arms against the chest. 


“Lord Caron will be furious. He was really looking forward to having his way with the 
prisoner. If Lady Sencha were here, perhaps he would spare your lives, but since she isn’t...” 


“A-Apologies, milord! We’ll unlock the cell now!” 


The second guard produced a glowing white crystal and placed it within a nearby receptacle. 
Backs turned to the Agent and prisoner, the pair tapped into the Aspect of Light. Barely a 
second later, the gargantuan door yawned open. 


The creaking had yet to cease when Okocim and Rugato cleanly beheaded the duo with a 
swift Energy Blade slash each. The bodies had barely hit the ground when the former Lord 
Liquiir found a shining barrel key among the possessions of the first guard and pocketed it 
before entering the cell. 


“Lord Masala? We’re here to rescue you.” 


Seated in a lotus position, Masala’s arms, legs, and waist were fettered by glowing amber 
chains forged from Sun Cutter. A thick, heavy metallic collar fastened to the neck (encrusted 
with shimmering grey gems) inflicted further pain. Fresh scars and gashes added on top of 
older ones, the slug man was all but smothered beneath several rows of filthy bandages caked 
with his own blood and sweat. 


The former Numen looked just about ready to drop dead by the time the son of Amarone 
unlocked his bindings with the shining key and his counterpart from the Seventh Universe 
helped the slug back to his feet. For all his efforts, the son of Lech couldn’t stop himself from 
gawking at the metal implant serving as the sage’s makeshift maw. 


“(Lord Liquiir... thou art deliver’d from thy bondage. Thou hast mine thanks.” (Brief pause). 
“(Much am I glad to make thine acquaintance, Okocim Lech-Sa].” 


“How do you know my name?” 


“[Ne er mind that now. Ye seek the Seal of Transference located down herein. Take thee the 
Crystal Key, son of Lech].” 


“You mean this here gem thing those guys opened the door with?” 


“[We ll have need of it. Take thee the Covontilum Key, Rugato di Amarone. Mayhap ‘twill be 
of use later on].” 


Requests fulfilled, the snail made to rise, only to collapse on his knees. Though his rescuers 
scrambled to help him up, Nochirasu gestured at them to stay put as he got back up and 
stepped outside. Stopping before the deceased guards, Masala shut his pinhole eyes, 
observing a solemn silence that lasted roughly one Earth minute. 


“Uh, Nochirasu... you alright?” 


The slug man extended both arms towards the laser-swords clipped to their belts. Seven or 
eight seconds later, both weapons floated to the sage’s hands. 


“(I have been better, son of Lech. This artifact around mine neck, these Bindings of Atrophy, 
severely hinder mine fighting abilities, mine capabilities to tap into Chikara. I fear I may not 
be of much use should we encounter foes|.” 


“Ts there no way to take it off? Can’t the white crystal or the shiny key unlock it?” 


“(There are but two ways to remove Bindings of Atrophy. Barring the original creator, a 
fellow Adept with power greater than or equal to them may attempt thus. The other way is for 
the device to sustain catastrophic damage, thus nullifying its faculties, yet this latter option is 
not without risk. Damaging the Bindings is seldom accomplished without inflicting severe 
harm unto the wearer as well].” (Brief pause). “(Lord Liquiir... hast thee any news regarding 
Lords Mate and Lahpeth?).” 


“Lahpeth hasn’t been seen or heard of since the battle at the Audience Hall. As for Mate... he 
sided with Chifir and the rest.” 


The snail monk seemed to frown. 
“TImpossible...].” 
“It’s true. I and several others saw him. He was seated on his throne not that long ago.” 


“(Mine brother is no betrayer. Surely this is our sister's doing. Howbeit, I must see him afore 
I can know for certain. Let us away, mine Lords].” 


Off they went. It wasn’t long before the group encountered their first obstacle. Much to 
Rugato’s confusion, a thick, stony wall barred the way. 


“Where did this thing come from!? This is the only way forward!” 
“Take it easy, Ruga. All we have to do is blast it and—” 

The former Lord Liquiir furiously grabbed the feline by his shirt collar. 
“No, you idiot, you'll alert the monsters! You trying to get us killed!?” 
“Ruga...” 


“TAt ease, mine Lords. I pray ye silence...].” 


Cloaked in serenity, Masala approached the wall. Pinhole eyes shut, hands upon the mass of 
stone, the snail Adept summoned Chikara from within and without. Roughly ten minutes 
went by... nothing happened. 


The artist formerly known as Beerus made to speak, only for the son of Righetto to cow him 
into silence with a gesture. Fifteen minutes... twenty... thirty. 


Okocim’s erratic pacing ceased when a small tremor shook the area. To his and Rugato’s 
astonishment, the stone wall yawned open before them. The dust had yet to settle by the time 
the trio hastily descended a seemingly endless set of stairs. The darkness below seemed to 
stretch on forever... 


“(The teleporter lieth south of here. If mine computations are accurate, roughly three hours 
travel is required ere we reach it].” 


An anxious Okocim pulled at his own ears. 


“T-Three hours!? We don’t have three hours, let alone three minutes! I say we blast our way 
back to the surface an—” 


“(Thou shalt do nothing of the sort, Okocim Lech-Sa!.” 


The fallen Destroyers stood at full attention. Though at first taken aback, the cat and the fox 
weren’t intimidated for long. 


“He’s right, Cim. These caves are swarming with fiends and gods know what creatures. We 
can’t risk letting them out, or alerting them to our presence.” 


“lI know of a passageway to the east which shall greatly expedite our search. Follow me. 
Uphold strict silence...].” 


Roughly forty minutes later... 


Once they were out of the passageway, Masala and the fallen Hakaishin came across a dank 
room reeking of decay, littered with bones, excrement, and other such detritus. The grief 
etched upon the ex-Numen’s visage wasn’t lost on the former Destroyers from Universes 7 
and 8. Eyes shut, the slug man joined his hands and uttered a wordless prayer, after which he 
bade his companions continue. 


No sooner did the travelers near the threshold to the lower areas when a dark wind buffeted 
them, hovering over the remains for a good minute and a half. The late Lord Beerus nearly 
spoke by the time the remnants floated on their own and assumed humanoid and animal 
shapes. 


Rather than flesh and bone, these creatures were formed of disparate elements: dirt, rocks, 
bones, decayed flesh, even biological waste. While some attained the form of extremely tall 
human-like beings, others took on a more anthropomorphic appearance, be it feline, canine, 
avian, practically every type of creature under the sun. Others still appropriated the guise of 
quadrupeds and limbless reptiles as their fellows spontaneously combusted, became 
enshrouded in watery frost, were endlessly torn apart and put back together by biting winds, 
or otherwise eternally lost and regained parts of themselves, transmuted into leaking mud, 
gravel, feces, and other such materials. 


Rot-hewn eyes bulging out of their sockets, the fiends’ needle-sized mouths could barely 
contain long tongues decked with bloody spikes. Bloated stomachs gurgling, some among 
them spewed an acidic substance. Others vomited lava, secreted foul water, or spat electrified 
spheres as they shambled towards the wonderers. 


“| Pretas...].” 


Nochirasu’s words still reverberated within the minds of Okocim and Rugato as they 
assumed fighting stances. Saddened rather than alarmed, the sage neared the foreboding 
throng. 


“Fuck do you think you’re doing!? Get back here!” 
Deaf to the Sphygian’s pleas, Masala advanced. 
“Nochirasu!” 


Unrattled by Rugato’s exclamation, the fallen Numen came to a full stop, signaling the fiends 
to do the same. Much to the surprise of the fox and cat, they instantly complied. Having 
addressed the would-be attackers in an unknown language, the slug lifted his left hand before 
them once, then began to remove multiple layers of bloodied, pus-tainted bandages fastened 
upon him. 


Best efforts notwithstanding, newly healed wounds came undone, driving the pretas wild 
with hunger. Some among the fiends took swipes at the snail, which he easily dodged. Cool 
and unflappable, Nochirasu scared them away, allowing Chikara to manifest in the form of 
electricity coursing through his very flesh. Once the monsters bit back their spleen, the sage 
removed the last of the bandages and calmly walked away, paying little mind as the creatures 
fought one another for their abject reward. 


“(This way. Make ye haste...|.” 

Once they’d gone over the threshold, a flabbergasted Okocim at last managed to speak. 
“Nochirasu... who... what were those things?” 

Shuddering by now, Rugato di Amarone allowed himself to shed a couple of tears. 


“Sencha and the Adepts call them ‘pretas’. My teammates and I slayed hordes of them as part 
of our training. Horrid creatures... they slaughtered entire groups, like cattle.” 


“(I blame thee not for reviling them so, Lord Liquiir, yet their ilk is more deserving of pity 
than hate. Pretas are brought into being by the sinful deeds of beings enslaved to greed and 
covetousness. Upon death, these wretches take the element of their birth for a raiment and 
miserably wander the world of the living, gripp’d by unceasing hunger and excoriating thirst. 
Such is their curse that the very sun congeals them alike hoary frost, and the moon itself sets 
them ablaze alike the noontide wastes|.” 


The artist formerly known as Beerus swallowed hard. 


“I’ve been alive for thousands of eons, and I’ve never seen one.” 
Rugato shook his head. 
“Me neither.” 


“T Perhaps they do not occur in universes known to ye. The group we slipped away from 
resemble the very monsters native to mine home planet of Fortia].” 


The son of Lech scratched his head. 
“Fortia?” 
The former Lord Liquiir gathered his mind. 


“T haven’t brushed up on my general knowledge in centuries, but as far as I know, there’s no 
planet with that name anywhere in the Multiverse.” 


“(Mayhap it figureth not in your All-Cosmos. I was stolen from mine universe when I was but 
a child, yet I recall having come across the likes of them on the outskirts of mine village].” 


Once more, Okocim’s tongue outpaced his brain. 
“Really? Which universe are you from?” 


Much to the alarm of his companions, Nochirasu came to a brief stop before resuming the 
trek. Exhaling sorrow through every pore, the sage took some time before making his reply. 


“[ ‘Tis not part of the current twelve, or the lost six. Naught else do I know.” 
“I see... sorry ‘bout that, man. I really need to stop asking stupid questions.” 


“Think nothing of it, milord. To inquire is to live. To do otherwise is to perish ere one should 
die].” 


The rest of the trek proceeded without further word. The late Lord Beerus knew better than to 
ask frivolous questions at a time like this. For his part, the warrior once named God of 
Destruction Liquiir stared at his hands at intervals, as if in search of something altogether 
lost. Wary of musty silence, Rugato saw fit to speak. 


“Something’s wrong... we’ve been walking since forever, and we haven’t run into any fiends, 
other than those pretas.” 


“Of that I am apprehensive mineself. Fetter’d as I am, I cannot reach beyond through 
Chikara].” 


Okocim spared a couple of uneasy glances. 


“I’m not picking up any ki signatures, either. We might as well be all alone.” 


“(Iam acquainted with mine sister s mind. She’ll not suffer us to live now that we imperil her 
ambitions. ‘Tis but a matter of time ‘fore we encounter her forces|.” 


Further silence. Around ten minutes went by before the son of Lech spoke anew. 


“Yeah, uhm, Nochirasu... been wondering... why do you call Chifir ‘sister’? Did her family 
adopt you?” 


“Aye. Though we share no bonds of flesh and blood, Lord Mate, Lady Chifir, and I are 
siblings in all other senses of the term. I'll tell the tale at some other time, mine Lord. With 
mine powers thus curtailed, I can ill afford distractions].” 


“T understand. Call me Okocim, by the way. You don’t have to call me ‘Lord’. I—” 
“(Hush...].” 

Following Masala’s gesture, the group came to a full stop. 

“(I perceive a disruption through Chikara. Be ye on your g—].” 

“LOOK OUT!” 


Rugato’s scream lingered as a sizeable energy blast flew straight at the travelers. Masala 
summoned the pilfered laser-swords to his hands and ignited a pair of grey energy blades in 
time to block the attack. Just when it seemed the sage would be overwhelmed, the former 
Numen redirected the blast upwards, where it crashed upon the roof of the cavern. The newly 
made hole still smoked by the time two other warriors made the scene. 


“(Lord Ganlu... Lord Mulaban... what do ye here? Why accost us thus?].” 


Grim resolution upon his countenance, the lion canine Numen stepped forward as Nochirasu 
deactivated and lowered the swords. 


“Hail, Atsuki Nokosuke. ‘Tis ordain’d for mine brother and I to apprehend the transfugue 
reynard and thyself, along with the meagre grimalkin. Forfend us not, lest we render malaise 
unto ye.” 


A couple of awkward blinks later, Okocim replied. 

“Yeah... I didn’t understand a single word you said there, pal.” 

Ganlu facepalmed hard enough to shake the cavern. 

“Not another fugghead! Verily I’ve had mine fill of their mindless ilk!” 


“Hey who’re you callin’ a fuckhead, asshole!? You’d better get the hell outta the way before I 
use your oversized corpse as a scratching post!” 


“PII see thee drawn and quarter’d first, sirrah! I have weather’d chilblains more harrowing 
than thee!” 


“Listen you sonofa—” 

“[Enough!].” 

Masala had yet to fully collect himself by the time he approached Mulaban. 
“[Mine lord... who impart’d such commands? Was it Lady Chifir?].” 

The green Numen barely blinked before he spoke. 

“Aye.” 

The slug man waved his right hand before the pair. 

“Tl You need not hinder us. We’ll be on our way].” 

Mulaban shook his head. 

“Thy persuasion... hath no force.” 

“Indeed. Mine frère and I shall no longer indulge thee.” 

Nochirasu sighed. 

“[I see... ].” 

The Numina stroke fighting stances. Masala, Beerus and Liquiir did the same. 


One soul-sundering sigh later, Nochirasu ignites the laser-swords... yet neither side throws 
the first punch. Rather than attack the Numina, the sage strikes a glancing blow at the 
suppressing collar around his neck, cutting the device in half. 


“NOCHIRASU!” 


Pushing pain and panic to the back of his mind, the snail tears the collar off and crushes it 
underneath his grip, drawing blood from the left hand. The Varupian, the Sphygian, and the 
Numina can only gape at the aftermath. In addition to some burn damage, the former 
Sakujoshin has ripped out sizeable bits of flesh along with the infernal apparatus. 


Before Ganlu and Mulaban next blink, the sage taps into Chikara and shoves the pair through 
several miles of stony walls. The dust hasn’t even begun to settle when Masala gestures at a 
mass of rocks above, compelling it to fall and obstruct the gaping holes the deities left 
behind. 


“Make ye haste! That shan t hold them long!].” 
Following Nochirasu’s lead, Okocim and Rugato reach the teleporter. 


“TAs I fear’d... the device must be reawakened ‘fore it can be used. Ready yourselves for 
battle, mine Lords: I'll need time to do thus].” 


A determined Rugato nods. 
“We’ll buy as much time as we can! Just hurry up!” 


Crystal Key in hand, eyes shut, the sage summons Chikara. Though invisible to the fallen 
Destroyers, the energy field around the slug man flows in the manner of a limpid stream. The 
device is humming back to life by the time Mulaban and Ganlu tear through the rocks, caked 
in dust, yet otherwise unharmed. 


The late Lord Beerus snaps into action. One quick glance tells the former Lord Liquiir all he 
needs to know. 


“KAMEHAMEHA!” 
“TAIL ENERGY BLAST!” 


Ganlu takes the blasts head on, allowing Mulaban a chance to slip past. Armblades out, it 
takes roughly 0.5 microseconds for the smaller deity to break the sound barrier, dashing like 
an irate comet towards the trio, as Ganlu finally breaks free and follows him. 


“GEN RUSH X200!” 


Beerus redirects the energy wave. Stronger than before, it knocks the Numina off their feet, 
eroding several layers of bone and muscle before they tap into their powered-up states. 
Having become incarnate flames of pear gold and tiger’s eye, Ganlu and Mulaban power on 
through the joint blast, yet Beerus and Liquiir refuse to give up. 


“GEN RUSH X800!” 


The assailants lose their footing once again. Rugato di Amarone can only glance at his 
childhood friend. Rather than the universally reviled monster he once was, the Varupian sees 
a true warrior fighting for the sake of others, a feeling he himself had long forgotten. 


The deposed Destroyers and their opponents appear to be evenly matched. For all their 
efforts, Mulaban and Ganlu can’t make much headway. Beerus and Liquiir can only stall their 
foes, much to the Sphygian’s apprehension. 

“Uh, Nochirasu? Any day now!” 

Humming lights and droning sounds tell the good news. The reawakening is complete. Eyes 
open, Masala bids the machine to warp them back to the upper levels. The Sakujoshin break 


through the massive energy blast, only for the trio to fade away just before the Numina land a 
hit. 


When the travelers open their eyes, they find themselves caught in the middle of a battle 
between Void Realm soldiers and Herald forces. The throne room is some ninety yards away. 
Taking flight, Okocim, Rugato and Nochirasu dash to their destination. 


However, the way’s abruptly cut off by a field of red-black Galvanic Sanction. Grim finality 
etched upon his brow, Masala steels himself. The sound of hissing laughter echoes through 


the din... an oppressive atmosphere permeates the area. 
“TAmaru-kun...].” 
Universe 7, Earth... 


Eyes brimming with resolution, frames blazing with unfathomable power, Aquilian Adrastus 
and Leonid Fargolant glowered upon the Z Fighters and their Multiverse allies. Already in 
Super Saiyan Blue, Son Goku and his fellow warriors readied for another harrowing fight. 


One eye on Bhairava, Anise Lozada looked heavenward. The fissure had widened to cover 
the whole Earth, yet now it seemed to... contract? 


The Nekoningan’s eyes weren’t deceiving her. Ciroc Musgrave, Krupnik Sobieski, Noilly 
Aguirre, Hypatia Al-Shedeh, and other Predecessors had made the scene! These former 
deities poured their energies into sealing the gaping hole threatening to devour the Universe 
of Trust. Thoughts now on Okocim, then on the conflict, the cat woman beheld Lavender 
fretting over an unconscious Basil as Tien Shinhan and Son Gohan vainly strove to calm him 
down. 


“Master Tien... we need to get Basil to safety. You should take him to the Lookout.” 
“And leave the three of you here alone!?” 


“We’re not alone. We’ve got Goku, Gohan, the Saiyans, Piccolo, 21, and our allies. We’ll be 
fine.” 


“You're not going anywhere.” 


Tentacles ready, Bhairava unsheathed his claws. Anise caught herself right on time. A 
moment more, and she might have tried to reason with the Therian Agent (or worse, appeal to 
his better nature). 


“Stay out of our way, or you’ ll join Camphor in the morgue.” 
The mutate feline growled out loud. 


“You bring my death, female? Well, step right up and give it to me! MODE CHANGE! 
ULTIMATE MODE!” 


Brimming with purple-colored ki, the howling mutant from Universe 3 fades from view for 
two seconds. Once the lights die out, Bhairava’s fur has shifted to a shimmering hue similar 
to pre-undeification Beerus. Eyes alight with foreboding malachite, the mutate gestures at 
Lozada and the rest to approach. 


One power up later, Anise resumes the form that vanquished Camphor. Screaming bloodlust, 
the dancer leads Fennel, Cumin, Piccolo, Android 21, Gohan, Shu, Cocotte, Vuon, Lavender, 
Caway, and Nink into another struggle. 


Desmond Jimador yells something at Tien Shinhan. The three-eyed human grabs on to Basil 
with one hand and on to the Shinobi Mage with the other. The pair and their charge vanish 
into thin air in a matter of microseconds. 


Lozada and her opponent duke it out. The others are on their way... all of a sudden, an 
energy-fueled pitch-black dome emerges seemingly out of nowhere and traps the rest of the 
group! 


“Guys! What did you do to them, Bhairava!?” 
Chuckling to his heart’s delight, the Therian Agent flashed rows upon rows of sharp teeth. 


“Not a damn thing. This has got Agent Sajik written all over. Knowing him, he brought his 
own backup along. Hope you said your goodbyes...” 


“SHUT UP AND FIGHT!” 


Bhairava’s spiked tentacles multiply well over two thousand-fold. Anise knows better than to 
let him land a strike. 


“KAMEHAMEHA!” 


The energy wave easily finds its target, yet Bhairava barely acknowledges its presence. The 
Therian Agent takes little to no damage. 


Blazing with power, Lozada swipes at Bhairava’s eyes. Her opponent slips through her 
fingers like thin air, ending up right behind her! 


The Tien-Shin pupil responds with a spinning back heel kick. The results are much the same. 
By the time Anise regains her bearings, there’re at least thirty more replicas taunting her! 


“That illusion trick again! Focus, Lozada! His ki... wait for it... NOW!].” 


The Nekoningan jumps out of the way, barely evading a multi-pronged tentacle attack. The 
dancer zooms all over the field, avoiding further strikes. 


Both felines are face to face! Malicious smile upon him, Bhairava readies a killing blast! 
“FINAL MI—” 


Before the Therian Agent next blinks, the Tien-Shin pupil casts a fistful of dirt directly into 
his eyes. Lozada then apparates behind Bhairava and grabs on to as many tentacles as she 
can. Legs pushing against the mutant’s back, the former assassin powers up, pulls with all her 
might... 


Bhairava figures out the dancer’s strategy too little, too late. Ripping sounds, excruciating 
screams, and the stench of newly spilt streams of blood tells Anise she succeeded. Time for 
the killing blow! 


“KAMEHAME—” 


Yelling loud enough for all of Universe 7 to hear, Bhairava unleashes a Ki Explosion, only 
for Lozada to zoom out of the way, narrowly escaping the worst of it. Nevertheless, the blast 
sears almost half of her front body, sending her flying into the sky. 


“ANISE!” 


The newly returned Tien Shinhan madly dashes through the air, only for Desmond Jimador to 
intercept the feline and force-feed her some sort of liquid, hollering at her to drink it. The 
moment the Nekoningan complies, her wounds heal themselves in an instant, blurry vision 
gives way to clarity, the ringing and bleeding in her ears goes away. 


Pointing to the dark energy dome below, Anise cuts off Tien before he can speak. 
“Cumin, Fennel, everyone’s inside that thing! We gotta get them out!” 

“Get out of here, Anise! You’ve taken too much damage!” 

“Not a chance, Master!” 

“FUCKING BITCH!” 


Bellowing like the hell-sired demon he has become, the warrior once named Katopesla takes 
flight, seemingly oblivious to the trail of black blood in his wake. Naked from the waist up, 
back torn open, virtually all of Bhairava’s tentacles lie in a heap as he fires his signature 
attack. 


“FINAL MISSION!” 
Lozada and company dodge in a heartbeat. The energy blast circles back towards them! 
“HELLZONE GRENADE!” 


Android 21! Already in his Butterfly Form, the mechanical warrior snuffs out Final Mission 
with one half of the attack, casting the remaining half towards Bhairava. Disoriented by 
blood loss, the Therian Agent evades all but one of the energy spheres. World around him 
rocked by the ensuing explosion, the mutate clumsily defends against 21’s hyper-speed 
barrage of punches and kicks. 


“PLL TAKE CARE OF THIS GUY! SAVE PICCOLO AND THE OTHERS!” 


Guns ablaze, the trio dives in. Their ki attacks barely even dent the dome, much to Anise’s 
dismay. 


“Now what do we do!?” 
A driven Desmond looks downward. 


“I know a technique that might dispel that thing. I can have it ready in three minutes, two at 
tops, but I’ll need to stay still for it to work. You guys are gonna have to cover me.” 


“Fine! Just get it to work!” 


Tien’s exclamation still hangs in the air when Goku and the other Saiyans plummet to the 
earth. Battle-scarred all over, the last survivors from Planet Vegeta jump back to the skies as 
Adrastus and Fargolant dive towards them. Goku and Vegeta spare a side-glance. 


“SUPER KAMEHAMEHA!” 
“FINAL FLASH!” 


As predicted, the warrior once named Jiren the Grey allows the joint attack to catch him, 
leaving Nappa and Raditz to deal with the late Bergamo the Crusher. 


“BREAK CANNON!” 

“VACATION DELETE!” 

The azure wolf is not impressed. Lance blazing on his right hand, he retaliates with the left. 
“WOLFGANG PENETRATOR!” 


The opposing waves crash. Raditz and Nappa put everything into their attack, but Fargolant 
won’t go down so easily. The mutated canine before them is a far cry from that braggart pup 
from the Zen-Oh Expo and the Tournament of Power. 


Still struggling within the Final Kamehameha, the warrior formerly named Jiren barely blinks 
as his axe shatters in his hands, leaving only the shimmering head intact. The mutated 
Grammanan barely acknowledges what happened. 


“POWER IMPACT!” 


Vegeta and Goku gasp. Rather than the puny red-orange fireball they remember, the red 
dragon shoots twin ki blasts, both growing larger the more his opponents try to repel them 
with their own blasts! It takes a good half a minute for the Power Impacts to expand to 
colossal proportions, more than enough to overpower the Final Kamehameha. The strongest 
warrior in the Multiverse and the Prince of All Saiyans are sitting ducks... 


“TRIPLE TRIAD!” 


Ciroc Musgrave’s booming voice echoes as six Gen Ki-fueled blasts intercept the draconic 
onslaught. Whole of him alight in Energy of Origins, the late Lord Bonak zooms before 
Adrastus and Fargolant, trapping them in a typhoon of arms, hands, legs, and feet, much to 
Krupnik’s ire. 


“MUSGRAVE, YOU BLUNDERING IDIOT! GET BACK HERE!” 


It’s no use. The Asurendran’s too enthralled by bloodlust to heed Sobieski’s words. Fearful 
for the Predecessors, the Satyans warp to the location of the fissure, earning them Hypatia’s 
ire. 


“WHAT DO YOU MUSCLEHEADS THINK YOU’RE DOING!?” 


Goku and company wailed on the waves of soldiers still emerging from the Void Realm. 
Back on the ground, Anise and Tien made short work of anyone stupid enough to attack 
them. Restraint cast to the winds, master and disciple littered nearby areas with the dead and 
dying. 


Desmond was just about ready to cast his spell, when a powerful explosion of orange and 
grey ki erupted from within the dome, shattering it into smithereens in time for Android 21 to 
slam Bhairava headfirst into the ground. Nearly dead from blood loss, the Therian Agent 
could barely discern what was going on by the time the artificial warrior knocked him 
unconscious and ran to the site. 


“SHU! GOHAN! PICCOLO!” 


21’s prayers had been answered. The Namekian, half-Saiyan and Shiba Inu were injured, 
bleeding all over, but alive. 


However, something was amiss. Piccolo had been replaced by a bulkier, orange version of 
himself. Uniform in tatters, the former Demon King bore a strange blazing white symbol 
etched on his forehead: a perfect circle enclosing an orb, both connected by some sort of line 
at the bottom. Pupils red with resolve, black encircled each eye. Antennae pointing upward, 
the whole of the Namekian exuded power. 


Tien looked to Son Gohan. Eyes smoldering scarlet black, light-grey long hair stiff before the 
wind, the eldest child of Son Goku reminded the master of the Tien-Shin Style Dojo of that 
fateful day, at the Cell Games, when the lad unlocked Super Saiyan 2 after witnessing the 
death of Android 16. Though Gohan’s aura pulsated its usual blue white, now it was bordered 
by an inner aura bordering between red and pink, itself surrounded by magenta lightning. 


Almost a minute went by. An awestricken 21 managed to speak at last. 

“S-Sensei?” 

“We’re alright, 21. As for Gohan and I... let’s just say we’ve... awakened, so to speak. W—” 
“LET ME GO, YOU FUCKING BASTARDS! LET ME GO!” 


Bleeding and scarred, uniforms ruined, Vuon and Cocotte struggled to subdue one of the 
Therian Agents, an impish creature crossed with a wolf spider, some sort of colorful snake, 
and a frilled lizard. 


“ARE YOU DEAF!? I TOLD YOU FUCKERS TO RELEASE ME!” 
“STOP STRUGGLING, LASZLO! WE’RE TRYING TO HELP YOU!” 


“MY NAME IS OBLAST! PLL DELIVER YOU TO LADY CHIFIR MYSELF, YOU PINK 
BITCH!” 


To the amazement of all, the creature grew eight oversized spider legs from the back as his 
whole frame coursed with electricity. Thinking fast, Cocotte trapped him within a cramped 
forcefield. Oblast discharged energy through every pore, only for the forcefield to deflect the 
charges, electrocuting and knocking him unconscious as the spider legs receded into the 
body. 


“ZOIRAY!” 
Vuon breathed easier once he checked the mutant’s pulse. 


“He’s still alive... we have to get him and the others out of here! Maybe Zen-Oh or Rumush 
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can— 
“FENNEL! CUMIN!” 


To Anise and Tien’s horror, the youngest Tien-Shin disciple exhibited significant burn 
damage throughout his body. Uniform in tatters, Fennel had also lost his right prosthetic 
hand. 


Stump tainted a sickening amber, blood splatter in the lad’s general direction revealed a 
small, lithe anthropomorphic anglerfish crossed with a scorpion. Missing three out of four 
eyes, its body cut in half from the waist down, the creature was still alive, somehow. 


Master and pupil then turned to Cumin. Left cybernetic leg destroyed, the battered rooster lad 
struggled to collect himself. 


Nearby, an anthropomorphic wolf-ape meshed with a Smilodon and some sort of lizard laid 
on his back, abdomen torn open. Something in Tien’s gut told him to feel around for the 
hybrid’s energy. The master of the Tien-Shin Dojo turned a ghastly pale as he approached the 
downed foe. 


“Yamcha!?” 

“Name’s... Damarchus. Who... who’s Yamcha? Why can’t I feel my legs?” 
Cumin wept in earnest, yet became still long enough for Anise to cradle him. 
“H-He was about to kill us! I panicked and I—” 

“Cume, it’s ok. You guys are alive. That’s all that matters.” 

“I-I didn’t mean to... I didn’t...” 

“Tt’s alright... it’s alright...” 


Caway and Desmond summoned their healing abilities once again. Injured as they were, 
however, their magic was only half as effective. Soon after the princess and otter yielded to 
fatigue, Lavender Mead looked over the horizon, taking a good breath in. 


“Shit! Not him! Not now!” 


“Lavender?” 
Ignoring Caway, the warrior from Universe 9 addressed the whole group. 


“We’ve got a powerful enemy coming in fast! Jimador, Lozada, get the wounded out of 
here!” 


“On it!” 


Eyes shut, the Shinobi Mage readied his magics. The dancer got set for another Instant 
Transmission. One of the Therian Agents, a pitch-black amalgamate of scorpion and thorned 
fish, suddenly regained consciousness and summoned a series of black portals, spiriting away 
Bhairava, his allies, and self. 


“WAIT!” 


Clutching a catatonic Oblast, Vuon and Cocotte jumped away out of reflex. Anise regained 
her bearings. 


“Get Fenn, Cume, and Zoiray out of here! We’ll handle this!” 
“Take Shu with you!” 
“SENSEI!” 


Android 21 had spoken. Ignoring the Shiba Inu’s objections, the mechanical warrior all but 
threw his pupil at the Shinobi Mage. 


“BE RIGHT BACK!” 


Desmond warped away with his charges. Barely three seconds later, a whoosh ran past the 
remaining warriors, stopping in front of the remaining Pride Troopers. 


Standing roughly seven feet tall, the masked newcomer was an anthropomorphic cheetah 
crossed with an ostrich and some sort of feathered reptile. What little flesh he showed bore 
severe burn scars as he reached for a pair of hook-swords latched on to his back. Coupled 
with monotone, mechanical breathing, such traits afforded this fellow an especially unsettling 
air about him. 


Cocotte picked up his ki. Eyes quivering, the pink humanoid nearly lost her nerve. 
“Dyspo!?” 


“Long time no see. Shame you guys missed the train, thanks to that old buzzard Dolichos. 
Even so, Lady Chifir’ll be more than happy to add the two of you to our ranks.” 


Vuon shook his head. 


“We don’t have to fight, Marcus. Lay down your weapons and come with us. We can help 
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you. 


“Name’s Khemenu, Therian Agent 0409. You two are coming with me.” 
“Like hell they are!” 
Anise, Tien, and their remaining allies struck fighting poses, much to Khemenu’s amusement. 


“Oh that’s cute... you gonna fight me, kitty cat? No worries. There’s plenty of us to go 
around.” 


“Us?” 


Nink’s question lingered by the time a smaller portal opened nearby, heralding a tall, 
humanoid figure clad in coal-black armor, followed by two other armored figures. Riding on 
horseback, the newcomers peered on ahead. Tien Shinhan all but drowned in his own sweat. 


“No... not you, too!” 
“Master?” 


Anise’s call went unheeded. Monstrous steeds hissing, scores of sharpened teeth out for all to 
see, the riders prepared for battle as the universe-wide fissure suddenly expanded and further 
explosions rocked the Earth. 


Adrastus and Fargolant had transformed again. When the dust settled, a gargantuan black 
dragon and an enormous, blue-furred lion-wolf paced menacingly, looking for someone to 
devour... 
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Invasion, Part 3—Citadel of Darkness 


Chapter Summary 


The battle against the Void Realm escalates. Okocim and his fellow Heralds must 
contend with new enemies and unknown variables... 
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The Void Realm... 


Okocim, Rugato, and Nochirasu found their way barred. Silence shattered by crackling 
crimson-black electricity, a familiar hissing laugh echoed throughout the darkest recesses of 
the trio’s mind. 


“No... please no... not him...” 
“Rugato?” 


Eyes trembling, the former Lord Liquiir looked around everywhere, hoping not to catch a 
glimpse of him. Nochirasu ventured a bit further on as the hissing intensified. 


A peal of scarlet lightning smote the floor a short distance away from the slug. To Rugato’s 
horror, the energies assumed the shape of a battle-scarred anthropomorphic male cobra with 
the build of a warrior. 


“Good of thee to arrive, beloved Kosho. Gods be praised I hadn’t to wait long.” 
“Caron...” 


The late Lord Beerus reeked of fear by the time the son of Amarone managed to speak. 
Okocim’s ears stood at attention as he recalled what little he knew of that name. His 
conversation with Sidra and Basil the day Lavender sequestered himself in that room... the 
way Blanton and the coyote would mumble it during panic attacks. 


It was one thing to hear others speak of the reptile in hushed tones, witnessing their fretting 
and trembling as Okocim himself did eons ago, when Tusker’s slaves went out of their way 
to avoid mentioning their master. This, however, was something else entirely. Frieza, 
Zamasu, and similar unsavory types didn’t amount to so much as a blip in Beerus’s radar, not 
compared to the serpent god. 


“TAmaru-kun...].” 


Gazing into hate-brimming purple-chrysolite eyes, Nochirasu’s voice brought the cat and fox 
back to here and now. 


“Our sister and her partisans must be stopped. Step aside that I might see to her].” 
The Warlord Deity hissed another laugh. 


“Mayumi-san entertaineth guests at this very moment. She’ll suffer no interruptions or 
untowardness.” (Brief pause). “ll not warn thee again. Turn tail and leave.” 


Masala sighed. 


“[ cannot do thus any more than I can leave thee to thy fate. If mine words hold no sway, 
then draw thy weapon].” 


Calling upon God-Might, Caron beckoned his dual laser-sword rod into his hand and 
activated it. Once ignited, however, the cobra god’s weapon didn’t make the usual humming 
sounds of other laser-swords. Instead, the red-black blades were... screaming. Well over a 
thousand myriad voices howled in agony, futilely pleading for mercy, respite, death, 
anything, only for all hope to perish, all solace to escape them. 


Masala activated his stolen blades and assumed a defensive stance. It took less than the blink 
of an eye for the Adepts to become lost in a typhoon of slashing lights, fists, kicks, ki blasts, 
electricity, etc. 


Rugato and Okocim girded up their loins. Son Goku’s pupil readied his teacher’s best-known 
technique. The late Lord Liquiir prepped House Amarone’s signature move. 


“Ka... Me... Ha... Me... HA!” 
“TAIL ENERGY BLAST!” 


Twin energy beams became one and crashed into the gargantuan gates. The attack didn’t 
make a dent... 


“GEN RUSH X500!” 


Beerus’s scream had yet to fade when the doors exploded into atoms, laying the Throne 
Room bare. Already in his powered-up form, a heavily wounded Bael ka beta Apo panted 
heavily. Standing a rough twelve feet tall, the playfully grinning being glancing behind at 
Okocim and Rugato wasn’t so much a Gajan as he was a diabolical missing link from long 
forgotten times of tooth and claw. 


“Youre late, Beerus. Good t’see you again, Liquiir. Wish it were under different 
circumstances, though...” 


Rumush’s voice resembled a dragon’s bellow, maws brimming with flames about to 
incinerate another foolhardy adventurer. Flaming dark halo over his head, the son of Apo had 
turned a foreboding pitch-black. The elephant’s six gnarled tusks had more than doubled in 
size, becoming veritable spikes caked with flesh and blood not his own. Every last bit of fat 
transmuted into muscle, the late Lord Rumush had also grown two additional pairs of 
reptilian (or catlike?) eyes, all staring a sanguinolent orange red at his opponent. 


Bael readied the killing blow as Jayantha ran purple with blood... Chifir’s blood. Also in her 
powered-up state, the battered shinobi struggled to rise. Disordered saffron hair flowing 
infinitely, coal-like eyes of gold blinked at intervals as the dragon goddess pulled herself 
together, and Ganlu and Mulaban made the scene. 


“We pray thy forbearance, Lady Chifir. Mine brother and I shall presently emendate this most 
grievous failure.” 


“At ease, Lord Ganlu.” (To Bae/). “Thou hast mine praise, son of Apo. Thou shouldst be well 
pleased to have regain’d thy honour.” 


“No more tricks, no more subterfuge! Where’s Mate!?” 
“Closer than thou thinkest.” 


The Numina, Heralds and ex-Therian Agent nearly gasped as two new warriors warped to 
Chifir’s side. One was a fellow Doragonian, scales oscillating between foreboding black and 
irregular gray blotches, muscles and pectorals (what little could be seen) tinged a washed-out 
orange. Brow crowned by a pair of jagged antlers, the top of the head bore dark purplish 
lizard plumes all the way down to the back. 


Head and visage shaped into a more crocodilian form, a nose not unlike a camel’s breathed in 
and out. Long, thick catfish whiskers pulsated to the silence of the Void as prominent veins 
and arteries carried on their endless toil. Draconic fishlike tail crowned with a tuft at the tip, 
massive four-fingered hands resembling eagle claws readied, the new arrival dispersed 
silence by stomping his steel-toed boots against the ground. 


Next to him stood an anthropomorphic four-armed anthro male shark. Pigmentation hued a 
rusted red mingled with opaque shades of black, this fellow sported several swaths of faded 
orange scales spread throughout the visage, torso, arms, and legs, perhaps elsewhere. 


Body riddled with dagger-like bony spikes, several rows of serrated pointed teeth could be 
seen as the mutant breathed in and out of twin maws. Bulging arteries and veins hard at work, 
the second warrior assumed a fighting stance, prompting the first to reciprocate, much to 
Bael’s irritation. 


“T won’t ask again... where’s Mate?” 


“He standeth before thee.” 


1? 


“T’m not in the mood for stupid jokes! Tell me the truth before I skewer it out of you 
“T jape not, son of Apo.” 

Just then, a peaceable yet frantic presence washed over the group. 

“What is this!? What hast thou done, Mayumi-san!?].” 


Though the speaker was altogether elsewhere, Masala’s voice rebounded within everybody’s 
minds as if he were next to them. 


“(How couldst thou!? Thy very mentor... thine own brother!].” 
Eyes on the mutated Doragonian, the son of Apo sweated uneasily. 
“Brother!? This creature... that's Mate!?” 


“(Lady Chifir hath compounded her first betrayal. Not content to unseat the Grand Numen, 
she turn’d him and Lord Lahpeth over to our co-religionaries that they would refashion them 
thus. Mayumi-san... why!?].” 


“Mine purposes should be clear to thee, Nochirasu-kun.” 


The son of Lech sweated through every pore. The late Lord Liquiir shook like the earth on 
Doomsday. 


“Grand Numen!?” 


Mulaban had spoken. Much like his brother, Ganlu couldn’t believe his own eyes, let alone 
his ki senses. 


“What trickery is this!?” 

Visage cracking with disbelief, the imperial lion deity faced the Numena. 
“Milady Chifir... is this true?” 

The ninja crossed her arms against the chest. 


“That is none of thy concern. Mine brother betrayed ye, as he betrayed all of us. Knowing 
this, wouldst thou still rally to his banner?” 


An increasingly confused Mulaban drew his armblades. 
“Grand Numen... friend... ally...” 


“He is no one’s friend, nobody’s ally. Were it not for him, we would have quit the Realm of 
Void and taken back what is ours eons ago.” 


Crackling with Chaos Dynamis, Ganlu aggressively pointed at the shinobi. 


“Thou... thou canker! This blasphemy will not stand!” 
The Warlord Deities went for the kill. An impassive Chifir paralyzed the whole group with 
another energy surge. 


“You have served well, mine Lords.” 


Okocim soon lost track of the gestures made by Chifir’s hands, to say nothing of the strange 
prayer she uttered all the while. After a mere instant, the solemn deity reopened her eyes. 


(Translated from Sanskrit). “{Sinyata! }.” 


The fallen Destroyers and mutated ex-Sakujoshin could only watch as the forbidden art 
syphoned Mulaban and Ganlu’s Chaos Dynamis and Shinsen Might. Twisted bodies rendered 
into opaque, desiccated mockeries of their former selves, screams swallowed by the Void, the 
pair had fallen by the time the dragoness secured the pilfered ki into her dao and tanto, much 
to Okocim’s horror. 


“What did you do to them!?” 


The Numena held her tongue. One look at the duo told the feline all he needed to know. 
Liquiir, Iwan, Geene, Arak, Jerez, Vermoud, Mule, their counterparts from the Lost 
Universes, countless others... they had all endured similar tortures. Shaking all over like a 
leaf, the Sphygian’s expression grew baleful by the second. 


“You... YOU HEARTLESS BITCH!” 


Gen Drive unleashed, the fallen Destroyer of Universe 7 broke free, shattering Chifir’s hold 
over Bael and Rugato as well. Claws unsheathed, the Sphygian aimed for the dragon’s eyes, 
only for her to swat him away with a backhanded punch. 


Liquiir and Rumush were quick to join, only to kiss nearby crumbling walls at Mach 1, 
compliments of Chifir herself. What remained of the roof and outer walls collapsed upon 
impact, laying the polychrome sky bare for all to see. 


“We shall meet on the skies above, son of Apo.” 


Chifir warped away to parts unknown. Hacking vehemently, Okocim shoved rubble out of the 
way. 


Rugato struggled to get up. The late Lord Liquiir had yet to rise by the time an aghast Bael 
looked up to the sky. 


“Impossible...” 


It wasn’t long before Okocim and Rugato spotted what had so upset the Gajan. The 
“octopus” from before hovered above the armies of the Void-bound Predecessors, attacking 
them as it made for a newly formed fissure in the sky! Bael had yet to regain his composure 
by the time he addressed his fellow ex-Hakaishin. 


“We gotta destroy that thing before w—” 
“Thou shalt do no such thing.” 
Bodies caked in dust, Mate and Lahpeth aimed an energy blast each at the elephant. 


Rumush (telepathically): “[We have no time for this! We must find a way to destroy that 
creature before it crosses over to the Multiverse!].” 


Beerus: “[Go ahead, Bael. Rugato and I will keep Dragon Boy and Mr. Seafood Platter here 
off your back].” 


Liquiir: “[We ll join you as soon as possible].” 
Rumush: “| Very well. I leave it in your hands.” 


Aflame with black ki, the son of Apo speeds to the heavens. The brainwashed ex-Numina set 
out after him, only for the cat and fox to cut off their path. The son of Lech assumes a 
fighting stance. 


“You two ain’t goin’ nowhere. Ready, Ruga?” 
The son of Righetto steels himself. 
“Ready, Cim.” 


A glowering Mate swipes at Okocim, only for the cat man to dodge and retaliate with a 
punch to the face as Rugato tackles Lahpeth. Snout broken, the brainwashed dragon aims for 
the feline’s eyes, only for Beerus to repel him with a small ki explosion. 


The dethroned Grand Numen is quick to rise. Maws overflowing with blackened flames, the 
late Lord Mate freezes in place when he spots Ganlu and Mulaban struggling back to their 
feet. 


“I... what am I...?” 


The son of Lech has no chance to speak. One pained groan later, the fallen Sakujoshin is back 
in action. 


Altogether elsewhere, Masala holds his own against Caron. Laser-swords destroyed, scarred 
and bleeding all over, the sage fires endless spherical Chikara-infused energy spheres at the 
serpent god, who absentmindedly tries to parry them, only for the projectiles to explode on 
contact, swallowing the cobra within thick black smoke. 


Ki reserves on overdrive, Masala unleashes the strongest wave of Galvanic Sanction he can 
muster. Caron is unfathomably injured, missing several vital organs and body parts (including 
the left hand and significant chunks of both legs), but otherwise alive. The reptile laughs out 
loud as the attack cooks him from the inside out. 


Ten seconds go by. Bored by now, Caron literally slurps the lingering smoke like water, then 
roars at his opponent. The sheer force sends Masala flying into the distance, only for the 
snake deity to immobilize the snail through God-Might and slam him into the ground well 
over four thousand times in a row. 


Caron stretches his tail, wraps it around Nochirasu’s neck, holding him aloft as he pounds, 
slashes, and kicks him to his wicked heart’s content, only for his enjoyment to be cut short by 
yet another intrusion. Hissing displeasure out loud, the Warlord Deity turns to Sencha and 
Kocha, accompanied by a dour-faced, green-skinned Archangel dressed like a Roman 
legionnaire. 


“Euthalia, Euthymia, Gyokuro... what do ye here? Mind ye your feckless whelps. I fancy 
some fine sport with mine brother.” 


Beatific smile upon her, Numena Sencha uncovers her bald head. 


“Thou shalt do nothing of the sort, Lord Caron. By order of Lady Chifir, I have come to 
extend the hand of friendship.” 


The serpent god grumbles out loud. 


“Waste not thy time. Kosho is of a stubborn sort. Ne’er hath mine brother turned from a 
course of action he was resolv’d upon.” 


“T must do so all the same. Pray thee keep silent for the present.” (Brief pause). “Hail, Lord 
Masala. I trust thou hast seen the error of thy ways.” 


Visage broken, bleeding all over, Sage Nochirasu staggers back up. 
“No more than thou hast seen the error of thine own.” 


“Cease thine importunities. Pledge thyself to the Light that thou mayest live. Thou hast no 
other choice.” 


Masala shakes his head. 


“(There is always a choice. Much it saddens me to see thee persever in one so egregious. If 
this be thy wish, then have thine own way. Natheless, I'll not suffer thee to delude others].” 


“Thou art hardly fit to pass judgement. Thou didst nearly steal mine dearest sister, fill’d her 
mind with lies and deceit.” 


“(I did no such thing. Such was the doing of thy lord father. He turn’d ye ‘gainst one another, 
fixated Euthymia upon the Dark, and thee upon the Light, in the name of what he deem’d 
Balance. Lord Chamat sinned against the gods and both of ye, Euthalia. Be it to the Light or 
the Dark, bondage remaineth bondage. Thou knowest this to be true].” 


Sencha holds her tongue. Seizing upon a moment of carelessness, Masala sounds the heart of 
the Numena through Chikara. It’s not long before the snail uncovers a terrible truth. 


“(Lord Mule... thou wert the architect of his woes within the library. Thou didst ravage him, 
after all...|.” (Brief pause). “[Why!? Why give thyself to such perfidy, a sin unto Light 

and Dark!?).” 

“Tempt fate no longer. Submit lest thou shouldst perish.” 


Pinhole eyes shut, a grimacing Masala turns away from the Master of the Light. 


“(Like thy father before thee, thou hast sought to enthrall Dark and Light for thine own ends. 
Worse still, thou hast done the same to thy fellow beings, thine own kin included. Thou hast 
fallen further than I first conjectured, daughter of Euphemios].” 


“Thou wilt not repent?” 
The late Lord Masala stares pure, undiluted ire into the Adept of Light. 
“(I'll never be thine s. Not now, not ever].” 


Smile faded away, the Adept covers her head and shuts her eyes. Irritated by now, Caron spits 
to his right. 


“Have thine own way... Wise One.” 


Brimming with God-Might, Caron bombards Nochirasu with a stream of red-black Galvanic 
Sanction. Weak at first, the attack gradually increases in intensity, multiplying the sage’s 
groans and screams. Having reached mid-strength, the serpent god hisses his amusement out 
loud. 


“Dost thou waver, Kosho-kun? Wouldst thou abjure thy folly?” 


Caron amps up his onslaught. Screaming like the damned, Nochirasu steals another glance at 
Kocha. Own writhing form reflected upon her mechanical eyes, the scholar “speaks” so that 
only she may hear. 


Euthymia... 
Caron ceases his attack. Sencha takes another chance. 
“Death awaits, Akarui Nochirasu. Embrace the Light that thou mayest be saved.” 


Something stirs in Masala. Fury in his eyes, the slug staggers back to his feet, staring 
defiance into the Gorugonian as he assumes a fighting stance, prompting Caron to tap into 
maximum power. Hissing out loud, the cobra deity relishes his counterpart’s imminent death 
as a stoic Sencha and Gyokuro observe. 


Unbeknownst to all but Nochirasu, something long dead stirs within Kocha. Seamy memories 
cast into darkness see light for the first time in eons. Lost moments, lost voices flood her 
mind’s eye... 


In a heartbeat, Euthymia punches Caron square in the snout, sending him flying into 
oblivion! Sencha reaches for her laser-sword, Gyokuro for his falchion, but the mechanical 
goddess tears them both clean in half with a single swipe of her gargantuan robotic hands! 


Leaving her sister and attendant for dead, the former Numena grabs a still smoldering 
Nochirasu and escapes. Light, Dark, and Dual Adepts alike sense the betrayal. Laser-sword 
ignited, Euthymia cuts down former victims, subalterns, and allies without blinking an eye, 
as a familiar voice resounds within her mind. 


Nochirasu: “[Beloved...].” 
Euthymia: “[Mine love... I have sinn’d against thee and the very gods...].” 
Nochirasu: “[Dwell not on t. Mine sister's machinations must cease lest all should be lost].” 


Euthymia: “[The false Grand Numen ought to be midway through the rite. Our own godly 
power long since pilfered, we both lack the means to ingress into the hidden citadel].” 


Nochirasu: “[We ought to free Lords Mate and Lahpeth, then see to Lords Mulaban and 


Ganlu as well. Though undeified, our joint might afford us entry. Let us seek them out. They 
should—|.” 


A tush of Chaos Dynamis cuts off their path. Flesh, blood, and spirit shining like burning 
obsidian, Caron ignites his weapon. 


“Enough mind-games and spinning yarns! Draw your swords! At long last I shall see ye 
wastrels annihilated!” 


With the aid of Kocha, Masala stands on his own. Shortly before reaching for her own 
weapon, Euthymia slips the sage a secret gift: the laser-sword he crafted for himself 
numberless eons ago. 


Powering up, Euthymia and Nochirasu disappear within a joint column of garnet and 
malachite. Once it dispels, Masala shimmers as scorching vermilion. Kocha pulsates as 
scouring aventurine. Blades ablaze, the mollusk and reptiles become a red-green maelstrom 
of hands, legs, and feet, one among countless others. 


Elsewhere, a bleeding Beerus meets his opponent in another hurricane of limbs. Mate’s 
serpentine tail tightly coils itself around the cat man’s neck, but Okocim gets both arms 
around the noose before it tightens. Unable to break free, the Sphygian bites with all his 
might. 


Hell-rending roars still echoing, Mate apparates behind the feline. Beerus’s back takes several 
hyper-speed slashes that nearly reach the bone. Taking advantage of this distraction, the 
mutant Doragonian bashes the Sphygian’s visage against his own knee over nine thousand 
times in less than a minute. Barely conscious, Okocim returns to base state just as Mate preps 
to gut him, only for a high-speed tackle to derail this course of action. 


“GET AWAY FROM HIM!” 


Rugato’s save affords Okocim precious seconds to regain his bearings. Gen Drive resumed, 
the cat man intercepts Lahpeth coming in like a falling star just about to go supernova. 


Jumping in midair, the son of Lech preps another Kamehameha. Crackling with dark ki, the 
mutant shark extends both arms towards his opponent. 


(Translated from Japanese). “{SEA CANNON!}.” 


Lahpeth’s scream has yet to fade when a shark maw-shaped galvanized black energy beam 
roars out of his hands, crashing into the Kamehameha Wave. Beerus comes perilously close 
to being overwhelmed... 


“GEN RUSH X1000!” 


The last-minute boost gives the Sphygian the edge he needs. His attack eats through 
Lahpeth’s, yet the aquatic ex-deity is far from alarmed. 


“{GREAT SEA CANNON!}.” 


More than doubling in size, the beam devours Okocim’s attack much too fast! Giving himself 
to impulse, the fallen Destroyer Instant-Transmits behind Lahpeth at the last second. The 
samurai elbows him on the face, shattering a couple of the cat man’s front teeth. 


Intent on biting the Sphygian’s head off, the shark man aims for the neck, only for Beerus to 
punch him right between the eyes. Energy Blade ready, Beerus the Destroyer goes for the 
kill... 


(Translated from Japanese). “ {SURGING DRAGON! }.” 


Mate’s energy projection traps the feline in its monumental maw. Electrocuted by hyper- 
potent energy discharges, Beerus is about to go under, only for the construct to dematerialize 
at the last minute. Okocim senses three familiar energy signatures. 


“GUYS!” 


Lanson, Sidra, and Quitela rejoin the fight. Four others pitch in as well. Champa rejoins his 
twin. 


“R-Ready, Cim?” 
“Ready, Lan.” 


Beerus and Champa resume the assault on Mate, leaving Liquiir, Sidra, Quitela, and their 
newfound allies to handle Lahpeth and anyone else foolish enough to meddle. Okocim 
unleashes the most powerful kicks he can muster. Lanson goes to town on the dragon with 
atom-crushing punches. 


Nose shattered into powder, black blood oozing through the eyes, mouth and nostrils, Mate 
powers on through. Champa and Beerus share a rapid side-glance. 


Okocim: “We need to wrap this up ASAP! Bael and the others are fighting that squid thing in 
the sky!” 


Lanson: “L-Leave it-t to me!” 


In the blink of an eye, Lanson lands at least ten thousand punches on Mate’s gut, causing him 
to vomit still more black blood. Vision blurry, senses shot into overdrive, the mutated ex- 
Numen leaves himself wide open to Okocim’s attack. Feet aflame with Gen Ki, the late Lord 
Beerus connects a fierce somersault kick, follows up with a vertical bicycle kick, and finishes 
with a rising fist, sending the reptile skywards. 


“LANSON!” 

“READY!” 

Beerus: “SUPER KAMEHAMEHA!” 
Champa: “F-FINAL FLASH!” 


It’s not long before Mate gets caught by a joint silvery mega blast. Spinning like a heaven- 
bound tumbleweed, it takes some six seconds for the dragon man to regain his bearings. 
Shielding his visage with both arms, the former Grand Numen dives back down like a 
spiteful meteorite. The disgraced Hakaishin stand their ground. 


Beerus/Champa: “GEN RUSH X3000!” 

Mate loses his momentum again, only to regain it less than six seconds later. 
Beerus/Champa: “GEN RUSH X5000!” 

Same strategy, similar result. 

“W-WE C-CAN’T KEEP THIS UP, CIM! THE EARRINGS!” 

“ON THREE!” (Brief pause). “One... two... THREE!” 


The twins jump back a respectable fifty yards. Narrowly avoiding being vaporized by the 
impact, Okocim dons his earring on the right ear. Lanson dons his on the left. 


Barely a microsecond passes before a screaming Beerus and Champa literally fly toward one 
other, like iron before a magnet. Their subsequent collision shatters what little remains of the 
silence of the Void. A blinding white flash erupts. Countless explosions throw friend and foe 
across the field... 


Back at Universe 7, Fargolant and Adrastus reign supreme in their colossal feral forms. 
Bones broken, skin gashed, ligaments torn, Son Goku and the Z-Fighters have no choice but 
to fall back. 


“NAPPA!” 


Vegeta can only watch as his former underling barely saves him and Kakarot from being 
crushed underneath Fargolant’s claws. Just when the bald Saiyan is about to fall, he’s saved 
by a massive blue hairy fist connecting to the direwolf’s mouth. 


Raditz! The bloodied fist of the Great Super Blue Ape prevents Adrastus from incinerating 
Bonak and his fellow Predecessors with plumes of dark fire. 


“GIGA TRIPLE TRIAD!” 


Ciroc’s monstrous Gen Ki blasts crash head-on into the dragon’s face. Following hot on the 
Asurendran’s trail, Krupnik Sobieski unleashes a technique of his own. 


(Translated from Russian). “{LEGENDARY HUNTER’S SECRET ART! NIMROD’S 
SNARE!}.” 


The Yautja fires a pair of silver-hued gigantic nets from both hands, more than large and wide 
enough to capture Adrastus, electrocuting him with billions of bolts of Gen Ki in the process. 
As if on cue, Noilly Aguirre picks up the pace. 


“SPHERE OF CONSTRICTION!” 


The black dragon finds himself trapped within a colossal energy construct, nearly identical to 
Vermoud’s Imprisonment Ball. Vehemently making a fist with her right hand, the former 
goddess has the sphere contract around the monster, suffocating him, crushing bones and vital 
organs with each inch lost. 


Now it’s Hypatia’s turn. 


(Translated from Demotic). “{HOUSE AHRAM’S SECRET ART! DIVINE SPEAR 
STORM!}.” 


Legions of gigantic ki-fueled lances tear from the ground beneath Adrastus. At the same 
time, another set rains down from the sky, impaling the creature so that not a speck of him 
remains undamaged. 


Thus pinned, Aquilian Adrastus is powerless to escape what comes next. Together as one, the 
Predecessors unleash eons worth of training. 


“DIVINE PREDECESSORS’ ULTIMATE MOVE! GEN ULTIMATUM!” 


Success! Four gargantuan energy blasts converge upon the dragon! The leviathan explosion 
that follows steals him from view. 


Around the same time, Anise narrowly dodges over five-hundred thousand punches thrown 
by the newly arrived figure dressed as a black knight. Upon dismounting, the knight and his 
retainers bid their steeds to join the battle. Lozada, Tien Shinhan, Piccolo, Son Gohan, 
Lavender Mead, and their allies can barely hold their own against the six newcomers. 


To make matters worse, Agent Khemenu, AKA Dyspo, fights everyone at the same time. 
Cocotte and Vuon exchange a wordless glance. 


They can’t keep this up for long. The last of the Pride Troopers must neutralize Khemenu if 
they’re to have any chance of victory. 


The psionic warrior and the anthro dinosaur bide their time. Their former ally is headed their 
way... three... two... one... NOW! 


“JUSTICE WHIP!” 
The mutant finds himself tied up by Vuon’s energy-fueled rope. 
“COCOTTE ZONE!” 


Before Khemenu can so much as breathe, Cocotte lifts him off the ground with her signature 
move. Far from impressed, the Therian Agent starts spinning in his own axis. Vibrating at 
unthinkable speed, the former Pride Trooper nearly breaks free, only for Cocotte to beat him 
to the punch yet again. 


“COCOTTE ZONE MAX!” 


Without so much as a gesture, the Caycian has the construct electrocute the mutant with 
several ki discharges. Vuon preps the finishing blow. 


“DYNAMITE BL—” 


The Kyoryunan notices a subtle shift in Khemenu’s ki and visage. Like her fellow Trooper, 
Cocotte senses a powerful surge of energy underneath her feet as the Therian Agent flashes a 
malicious grin... 


“LOOK OUT!” 


Vuon pushes Cocotte away as a trio of Destructo Discs erupt from the spot where she stood. 
The dinosaur man’s caught in the buzzsaws! 


“OWEN!” 


The sound of his own name screamed in terror fades to the back of Vuon’s mind. 
Excruciating pain, blood-spurts, flesh and bone being torn apart taint his world a sickly 
scarlet... 


Khemenu doesn’t have long to celebrate. Bellowing like his warlike ancestors, Nink wraps 
his adamantine arms around the mutated Rexian, breaking several bones as he takes him to 
the skies and holds him above his head, readying to fire a Mouth Energy Beam through his 
middle body. The attack doesn’t get through, however. Time itself has come to a standstill. 


Caught unawares, Nink gets the air knocked out of him with a double flying kick to the back, 
causing him to drop Khemenu and tumble down to earth. Flying by now, the Therian Agent 
takes notice of an anthropomorphic ape crossed with a grey wolf and some sort of venomous 
reptile, clad in a black uniform bearing the following golden insignia: a stick figure, head 
shaped like an anchor, legs crossed to resemble an incomplete ring, set against flaming 
“butterfly” wings, as found in Adrastus and Fargolant’s seals. 


“Abyssal Lykos...” 


The newcomer descends into the fray without a word. By the time Khemenu regains the 
ground, Lykos takes on Awakened Gohan, Awakened Piccolo, Android 21, and Lavender on 
his own, leaving Caway, Nink, Anise and Tien Shinhan to deal with the knight and his 
retainers, steeds spread out elsewhere on the battlefield. 


“Who the hell are are these guys, Master!? They’re twice as strong as the Agents we just 
fought!” 


Tien sweats profusely. 


“That giant knight... his name is Broly. Don’t know anything about those two other fellows, 
though. Broly’s this Legendary Super Saiyan Goku and Vegeta fought over a year ago.” 
(Brief pause). “We need another strategy! We can’t brute force our way out of this one!” 


Both sides take notice of a new development. The fissure that appeared when Adrastus, 
Fargolant, and the first Void Realm armies entered Universe 7 has widened to encompass 
most of Planet Earth! The Predecessors work around the clock to seal it, but they’ re fighting 
a losing battle as the field explodes with ki blasts and smoke from the Saiyans’ battle against 
the dragon and the wolf... 


Back in the Void Realm, Rumush, Nebbiolus, Riesling, Mill, and other leaders throw their 
strongest attacks at the giant “octopus.” Barely making a dent, the son of Apo and the rest 
look downward. The blinding silvery conflagration is starting to die down. 


Rumush (telepathically): “[Status report, Heralds! We need assistance ASAP.” 


Sidra: “[Me, Roselle, and the others are still fighting our way through! Give us a bit more 
time!].” 


Quitela: “[Me, Ganos and our team also have our hands full! We’re going as fast as we 
can!].” 


Rumush: “[Beerus, Champa, status report! Where are you!?” (Brief pause). “[Whats going 
on!? Respond!).” (Brief pause). “[Hold on...].” 


As the dust settles, another warrior glowers spitefully where Okocim and Lanson once stood. 
Head and body leaning more on the thick side, this Sphygian somehow achieves a happy 
medium between bulky and lithe, without fully embracing one or the other. Fur alight with 
Gen Drive, the new arrival roars loud enough to shatter the Multiverse before reaching out to 
the leader of the Five Heralds. 


????: “[We re ok, Bael. We’ll be right with you after we settle things with Mate and 
Lahpeth].” 


Rumush: “| Your ki... did the two of you fuse?].” 


????: “[ They didn t give us much of a choice. We’ll wrap things up as soon as possible].” 


Rumush: “[Do what must be done, uh...].” 
????: “[Oh, our bad... call us Champrus. Over and out].” 


Champrus Instant-Transmits in front of Mate. Energy Blades out, he slashes at the 
Doragonian’s neck and other weak points. 


The former Grand Numen dodges and parries near flawlessly. Exploiting one of several blind 
spots, Champrus grabs Mate’s tail and spins him round at well over eight-thousand miles per 
hour. Thinking fast, the fallen Sakujoshin creates an Energy Blade and cuts off his own tail, 
sending him to the skies faster than a meteorite burning up on Earth’s atmosphere. 


The fusion of Beerus and Champa wastes no time. 
“FIVE HERALDS’ ULTIMATE TECHNIQUE! DUAL SPHERE CYCLONE!” 


Champrus creates myriads of silver-hued Spheres of Destruction and sends them after Mate. 
Once they gobble the reptile up like a ravenous ocean, the spheres detonate into billions of 
minute ultra-supernovas. 


It’s over... right? Champrus isn’t so sure. Pitiless eyes piercing beyond smoke and dust, the 
cat man extends his right arm to the distance. 


“FIVE HERALDS’ DESPERATION MOVE! GALICK HECATOMB!” 


Mate’s still alive. Nearly the whole of him reduced to scar tissue, the Doragonian engulfs his 
whole body in black ki and dives towards his foe as the first mega energy blast makes 
contact. 


Mate’s struggling to get ahead... Champrus extends his left arm in the same direction. 
“FIVE HERALDS DESPERATION MOVE! GEN FINAL KAMEHAMEHA!” 
A second colossal silver blast devours everything in its path. Mate stands ready. 


(Translated from Japanese). “ {GRAND NUMEN’S HALLOWED ART! SUPREME DRAC 
—} eh 


Before the former deity next blinks, a trio of spiked chains enveloped in burning darkness 
strike him square in the lower jaw, knocking him down a great distance. Champrus and 
Rugato turn to the source of that attack. 


“Aleph.” 


Rumush’s joy knows no bounds. Clad in dark armor, the former Agent Kamakiri bids her 
weapon to transform back into a talwar. 


“You three go to Bael’s aid! PII deal with the Numina!” 


Can you do it by yourself?” 


Aleph sternly glances at Champrus. 
“I am Nightblade. This is what I trained for... make haste.” 


The fused Sphygians and mutant fox take to the skies, only to find their way barred by a 
seemingly random energy blast. Spent and battle-scarred themselves, laser-swords humming, 
Abzu, Enki and Siddhar aim their strongest attacks at the duo. 


“You two ain’t going nowhere. You owe me a rematch, kitty cat.” 

Champrus glowers. 

“We don’t owe you a damn thing, Geene. Get out of the way.” 

“The name’s Abzu. Let’s see how you hold up without that damn rat holding your hand.” 
The fallen Destroyer from Universe 8 addresses Siddhar. 

“Arak... let us through.” 


“T have been called upon to bring you backsliders back to the Light. Whether you return of 
your own volition is beside the point. As for you, Agent Favonius... Lady Chifir will decide 
your fate.” 


The fallen Destroyers then turn to Enki. Laser-sword in hand, the Dual Adept appears to... 
waver? 


Champrus weighs their options. The trio can’t afford to waste time on pointless fighting. 
“Okocim, Lanson... go on ahead. I'll knock some sense into these three.” 

“You sure about this, Ruga?” 

Rugato barely spares a glance. 

“Get moving.” 

“You’re not going anywhere!” 


Liquiir gut-punches Abzu in the stomach, buying Champrus the time they need to escape. 
Roaring like the devil he has become, the mutant leopard opens with a saber strike. A cool 
and collected Rugato easily repels it via Energy Blade. 


“Pathetic.” 
“What! ?” 
“I just called you ‘pathetic’. Clean your ears every now and then.” 


Abzu follows up with over three-thousand sword slashes, all easily dodged. 


“<The Glory of Universe 12’... don’t make me laugh. A complete and utter disappointment 
till the very end.” 


“Shut up!” 
The Therian Agent launches another attack... same result. 


“How the hell did your universe outrank mine? I know children who can wield a sword better 
than that.” 


“You’re no match for me!” 
The warrior once known as God of Destruction Liquiir remains unimpressed. 


“You're clearly delusional, my friend. You couldn’t even beat Quitela, to say nothing of 
Beerus. How pathetic do you have to be, losing to not one, but two mortals!?” 


“Quiet!” 
Another set of strikes... same result. 


“If you aren’t going to take this seriously, then kindly step out of my way. I haven’t the time 
to waste on the likes of you.” 


“H-How... HOW DARE YOU!? YOU HAD EVERYTHING HANDED TO YOU, YOU 
SIDESHOW FREAK! I HAD TO WORK HARD T—” 


““To get to where I am now’?” (Rolls eyes). “You sound like every single living being with a 
chip on their shoulder ever. A bit more originality wouldn’t hurt.” 


“SHUT UP!” 

Abzu swipes at Liquiir’s eyes, only for the mutant Varupian to backhand him out of the way. 
“([sk-tsk-tsk-tsk-tsk...). From a God of Destruction to this... he would be so proud.” 
“WHO!?” 


“Ciroc Musgrave. He was more than thrice the Hakaishin you ever were. Who knows? 
Maybe you’ ll just disappoint him a /itt/e this time around...” 


“FUCK YOU!” 


Abzu gives himself to the Aspect of Dark. Surrounded by plumes of searing black mist, the 
Therian Agent fires seemingly endless volleys of dark Kyma Spheres. For all his storm and 
passion, the late Lord Geene is struggling not to drown inside his own mind. 


AGAIN! 


THIS ISN’T GOOD ENOUGH! 


I TAUGHT YOU BETTER THAN THIS, BOY! 
I DON’T WANNA BE LIKE YOU! 

I HATE YOU! 

MOM’S DEAD BECAUSE OF YOU! 

YOU HAVE TO TAKE THIS SERIOUSLY! 
YOU’RE WEAK! TOO FUCKING WEAK! 

I CAN’T BABYSIT YOU FOREVER, BOY! 
YOU HAVE TO DO BETTER THAN THAT! 
YOU HAVE TO BE BETTER THAN THAT! 


Enki and Siddhar have barely moved during all this time. Much as their indoctrination urges 
the mutants to fight, other voices supersede it. 


2222: “[ Young one... |.” 

Enki opens his eyes. Where’s that motherly voice coming from? 

Bokma: “[Who ï there?].” (Brief pause). “ĮI... I’m scared...].” 

????: “| There is no shame in that.” 

Bokma: “[I’m angry... filled with hate].” 

????: “| There is no shame in that.” 

Bokma: “[My dad...].” 

????: “[He wanders as well... he is lost as well].” 

Bokma: “[/ wish I'd died instead of Mom. Everyone would ’ve been better off...|.” 


2222: “[_Beware the Dark. It will feed you, all the better to feast on you. It will make you 
forget, all the better to make you remember. Beware the Light. It will starve you, all the better 
to indulge itself. It will make you remember, all the better to make you forget. Wherever there 
is too much darkness, there is too much light. Wherever there is too much light, there is too 
much darkness. Walk with both. Neither a thrall to the Dark, nor a slave to the Light. Rise, 
young Adept. The path lies before you].” 


Having realized what he must do, the son of Geene grabs both sides of his Drain Mask. The 
lad pulls with all his might, but the thing doesn’t budge an inch. Crackling with grayish 
energy, the mutate hybrid tugs vehemently. Grumbling gives way to growling... growling 
gives way to roaring... roaring gives way to screaming... screaming gives way to tearing, 
rupturing... 


Bokma Jodhpur looks at his own hands. Each grips a bloodied half of the accursed mask. 


Nerves howling like the damned, the boy rushes to where the Varupian and his sire are 
duking it out. Raging and raving by now, the late Salmer Khaitan wrings the life out of the 
former Agent Favonius with a Crushing Grip-Galvanic Sanction combo. 


“LEAVE HIM ALONE!” 


Before Abzu next blinks, Bokma’s fist sends him flying. The late Lord Liquiir sloppily 
catches his breath, only to gasp at the sight before him. The late Agent Enki, countenance 
missing whole chunks of flesh, ripped out muscle tissue, nerve endings out for all to see. 


Hollering like a god brought low, Abzu swipes at Bokma and swings at him with his laser- 
sword. Without skipping a beat, the ex-Therian Agent grabs Abzu’s wrists with both hands 
and deactivates the blade, much to the astonishment of the leopard. 


Agent Siddhar has come to a full stop. Overwhelmed by long gone voices, the mutated 
Calamantian barely represses the urge to scream. 


(Translated from Standard Nakhadian). {Run, everybody! Rank-Foot’s coming!}. 
{You were born accursed. The devas gave you to me as a sign of their disfavor}. 


{You’re the greatest mistake I’ve ever made! I should’ve heeded the priest and dumped you in 
the wilderness!}. 


{You have no power here, boy. Even the slaves think you’re pathetic}. 
{You are an adult. What you do with your life is of no concern to me}. 
{Beware lest you should drag my heir down to your wretched level}. 


{You will never amount to anything. The blessing of the devas heralded Avso ’ birth. Yours, 
on the other hand...'. 


{Cursed be the day I laid eyes on you! Cursed be the hands that fed and cradled you!. 
{Accursed one... ill omen... defiler... blasphemy made flesh... chastisement from above}. 
{Crawl back to your hovel and drink yourself to death. S’all you’re good for, anyway...}. 
“{SILENCE! DAMN YOU ALL! GODS DAMN YOU ALL!}.” 


Further yelling turns everyone’s attention to Siddhar. Zumot al-Massaya has just torn off 
more than half of his own Drain Mask, along with over a quarter of his countenance, in time 
to join the fight against Abzu. 


p? 


“Stand down, Salmer 


Roaring loud enough to shake the Void Realm, Abzu readies his fighting stance. Staring 
down their father and godson, Bokma and Zumot steel themselves. 


“Liquiir... help Rumush and the others fight that squid thing. Leave Geene to us.” 
“Arak... ok.” 


The Varupian makes himself scarce. Bokma hatefully glowers upon his old man. Having 
assumed an aggressive stance, the hybrid gestures at the late Lord Geene to come at him. A 
frenzied Abzu opens with a strong slash, which his opponent easily dodges. 


Bokma’s suspicions are confirmed. His father is hopelessly drunk on the Aspect of Dark. 
Rather than empower him, it makes him sloppy, careless... predictable. 


Bokma and Arak force Abzu into a defensive position. Addled as his mind is, the warrior 
once named God of Destruction Geene won’t go down without a fight. 


Jodhpur and al-Massaya switch combat styles back and forth. One moment they mount an 
impenetrable defense. The next, they appear to be dancing in the sky, dodging adroitly, 
injuring just as effortlessly. The next, they deflect Galvanic Sanction and ki blasts with 
nothing but their laser-swords, making it so the attacks strike their foe, or nobody at all. 


Abzu finds himself kissing the ground. Enki readies the final blow. Screaming at the top of 
his lungs, the Dark Adept blasts his son and godfather with the strongest barrage of Galvanic 
Sanction he can conjure. Bokma and Zumot shield themselves with their laser-swords. 
Superficial wounds notwithstanding, the greater bulk of the attack misses, spreading around 
nearby areas. 


The amphibians rush ahead. Abzu amps up the attack, only to realize his own stupidity too 
little, too late, when the deflected Galvanic Sanction clings to him, ravages him inside and 
out, garbling his own hollering with static. 


The former Lord Geene reeks of burnt flesh by the time Bokma forces him back into 
swordplay. Rather than “dancing” or defending, the late Agent Enki has switched to full-on 
offensive, attacking boldly, giving his foe no chance to retaliate or do anything other than 
sloppily block. 


Abzu stumbles. Body on fire, the warrior once known as God of Destruction Geene of 
Universe 12 can barely hold his laser-sword in front of him as a rabid Bokma unleashes an 
infinitude of blows, counterpointed by visceral howling and roaring. 


One. 

This isnt good enough. 
Two. 

Pitiful. 


Three. 


I’m disappointed, Bokma... very disappointed. 
Four. 

You have to take this seriously. 

Five. 

Quit wasting my time. 

Six. 

DO IT AGAIN! 

Seven. 

PATHETIC! 

Eight. 

FUCKING PATHETIC! 

Nine. 

UNGRATEFUL BRAT! 

Ten. 

GET BACK HERE! CIROC AND MARTINU ARE NOT GONNA SAVE YOU THIS TIME! 
Eleven. 

YOU HAVE TO DO BETTER THAN THAT! 
Twelve. 

YOU HAVE TO BE BETTER THAN THAT! 
“BOKMA!” 


I HAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAATE 
YOUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUU UU! 


“STOP!” 


Heaving and panting, Jodhpur at last comes back to reality. Too late does the lad realize he’s 
landed well over five-hundred thousand blows upon his father’s laser-sword in almost a 
fraction of a second. His latest strike has sent Abzu’s blade hilt and right arm flying through 
the air. 


“WHAT HAVE YOU DONE!?” 


Ignoring Zumot, Jodhpur taps into Kyma, retrieving and igniting the lost weapon. Hateful 
visage reflecting grey and scarlet light, an astonished Salmer Khaitan can only watch as the 
boy holds both laser-swords to his neck. One false move, one flick of the wrist, and God of 
Destruction Geene will be dead in every sense of the word. 


“Bokma... no...” 

Weapon holstered, the former Agent Siddhar cautiously approaches. 

“Tt’s over... he’s beaten.” 

“He... he must die...” 

“Bok... please...” 

“He has to die...” (Voice breaks). “He’s gotta pay... for everything.” 

“He will... but not like this.” 

“Nothing... never... good enough. He... hates me...” 

Khaitan appears to... flinch? Tears in his eyes, the Calamantian takes another chance. 
“That’s not true. Salmer loved you from the day you were hatched... he still does.” 
“No, he doesn’t. Sonovabitch wouldn’t know love if it kicked him in the nut sack.” 


“Bokma...” 


Abzu’s spiteful glare meets the glower of the victors. Eyes shut, Zumot takes a few deep 
breaths to center himself. 


“Bokma... your father suffered a lot throughout his life. Salmer... he was a slave... he got 
abused left and right. His owners... they raped him... humiliated him... used him... passed 
him around... like an object. Everything you’ve suffered, everything you’ve endured... he’s 
lived through it. He’s been where you are.” 


Bokma doesn’t know how to respond. In merely an instant, pain, sorrow, guilt, shame, and 
countless other emotions dance around Salmer’s countenance. Part of him wants to weep and 
beg forgiveness... the other part, however... 


“Zumot... you fucking traitor...” 


Weeping by now, the son of Geene feels increasingly numb. The swords singe Abzu’s flesh 
ever so slightly. 


“Quit it... stop making excuses for him.” 


“T’m not making excuses.” (Brief pause). “Bok... say you go through with it and slay him. 
What happens next?” 


“I... Pll be free. PI go on living, knowing I put the son of a bitch in his place. Pretty sure 
Mom, Grandpa, and Ciroc will have some choice words prepped for when he gets to Other 
World, followed by an eternal beatdown. Far less than he deserves, but better than nothing.” 


Zumot shook his head. 


“You won’t be able to move on that way. Taking Salmer’s life won’t undo your suffering, for 
the same reason killing his former masters didn’t bring Geene peace... for the same reason 
killing the usurper didn’t erase my pain.” 


“What are you talking about?” 


Staring into thousands of infinities, Zumot, grandson of Massaya, son of Haddad, shudders 
with every word he speaks. 


“Tayek LIII. He challenged my brother in combat after he succeeded our father as God of 
Destruction of Universe 5. Marbruk... Avso... he fought his hardest, gave it his all... but it 
wasn’t enough. Tayek... slew him the moment he ascended. He did the same to our entire 
family. Miswa... Tuak... Bali... Giabel... she only survived because Cukatail managed to 
escape with her.” 


Silence. Weeping by now, Zumot al-Massaya looks upon father and son. 


“Bokma... I’m not asking you to forgive and forget. All I’m asking is for you to rein back 
your anger... at least for now.” 


“For his sake?” (Brief pause). “H-He... he doesn’t deserve to live.” 
The son of Ksarak assumes a stern tone to compliment his visage. 


“And you don’t deserve to kill him. Bokma Jodhpur, Salmer Khaitan... you deserve better... 
both of you.” 


Tears falling to the ground, the son of Geene extinguishes the laser-swords, allowing his arms 
to fall limply to either side. Salmer slowly but steadily gets back on his feet. Zumot softly 
puts his hands on the shoulders of father and son. 


“Let’s go... we’re needed.” 


Unable to face each other, Khaitan and Jodhpur respond with a somber nod. An eerie stillness 
permeates amidst so much death and devastation, only to be shattered by another voice. 


“What foolishness is this!?” 


Three Adepts land in front of the former Agents. Laser-sword close by, Arak confronts the 
speaker. 


“Daiya Mainyu...” 


“Heretics... how dare you stray from your true course! ?” 


Now it’s Bokma’s turn to speak. 

“Spare us your preaching, Auror.” 

The third Adept shakes their head. 

“You lot spit upon the sainted balance. This blasphemy will not stand.” 


The late Lord Geene barely stops himself from blasting the trio. To the astonishment of all, 
the mutant yanks his Drain Mask with both hands. Couple of minutes later, Salmer rips out 
all but a quarter of the damned thing. Dropping the broken object, paying little heed to the 
bloodied muscle tissue and nerve endings stuck to its insides, Khaitan spits in front of the 
Adepts. 


“You know where you can shove your lectures, Portunus. Get the fuck out of our way.” 
Fist clutched with fury, Daiya Mainyu crackles with Galvanic Sanction. 

“What did our master ever see in you?” 

“A backbone... which is more than I can say for the likes of you.” 

“You impudent—” 

“Shut your fucking trap.” 

“Why you—” 

Simmering in tranquil fury, Zumot addresses the Adepts. 


“Silence... you already had your say.” (Brief pause). “Auror... you're nothing more than a 
lapdog. Even the rookies think you’re pathetic. Mainyu... you aren’t worth the saliva ’'d 
waste if I spat on your face.” (Scoffs). “Portunus... you little lot of nothing. Balance... you 
wouldn’t know what that is if it bit you in the taint.” 


“Keep your mouth shut. Do not compound your sins.” 
Enki takes over. 


“Save it. Mainyu and Auror stand for something. They got that much going for them. You, on 
the other hand...” 


“Recreant! I’ll bring your head to Lord Caron!” 
Geene explodes in dark lightning. 
“DON’T YOU FUCKING TOUCH MY SON!” 


Bokma glowers. 


“I believe I speak for all of us when I say this: Go. Fuck. Yourselves. Salmer, Zumot... let’s 
go. We’ve wasted too much time already.” 


Laser-swords ignited, Auror, Portunus, and Mainyu attack the deserters, only to be repelled 
by an unknown force. The fear Zumot senses in the trio says it all. 


“Master Akarui!? Lady Kocha!?” 


Auror’s statement merges into the nearby chaos as Nochirasu and Euthymia make the scene. 
The mechanical goddess says nothing. Laser sword ignited, her features take on an ominous 
scarlet hue as a stoic Masala strikes a fighting stance. 


“[Bokma Jodhpur... Zumot al-Massaya... Salmer Khaitan... aid ye the Heralds. Euthymia 
and I shall have words with our former pupils... |.” 


The ex-Therian Agents take flight towards the monster. Glancing behind, they catch a 
glimpse of Masala breaking Auror’s visage with an open-palm strike, while Kocha flings 
Portunus and Mainyu like ragdolls with a backhanded punch. 


Body aflame in Energy of Origins, Champrus zips through the battlefield, freeing enemies 
and allies alike from the creature’s tentacles, with the invaluable aid of Rumush and Jayantha. 


“We need another strategy, Bael! Our fusion time’s nearly up, and that thing’s still alive!” 
“We have no other choice! We must destroy it from the inside!” 


Champrus weighs their options. They only have three or two minutes left before they split 
back into Beerus and Champa. 


“Get everyone outta here! We’re gonna get rid of that thing!” 
“What!? How!?” 


Ignoring Bael, whole frame lit up with Gen Ki, Champrus flies all the way around to the 
octopus’s “beak.” They only have a few seconds... 


“GEN RUSH X100000!” 
“OKOCIM! LANSON!” 


Whole of him aflame, the warrior disappears into the construct’s gullet. Two seconds go by 
before a column of silver energy explodes from within the monster, followed by another, and 
another, and another... 


“PULL BACK! EVERYONE PULL BACK!” 


Entirely riddled with hundreds of Gen Ki hotspots, the octopus collapses and explodes into a 
gargantuan fiery argent sphere. Rumush, Bael, Nebbiolus, Riesling, and others barely manage 
to get their men to safety. 


Half a minute goes by. Stillness permeates the area. 

Jayantha at the ready, Rumush unleashes his loudest Battle Roar yet, dispelling smoke and 
dust in mere instants. What he next sees sends shivers down his spine. Bael and Aleph know 
all too well what they’re looking at. 


“Umriah...” 
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The Void Realm... 


The polychromic “octopus” is gone. In its place floats a gigantic floating continent, easily as 
big as Earth itself, nearly all of its surface occupied by a magnificent fortress, covering well 
over a hundred-thousand square meters. Enshrouded in darkness, the continent advances inch 
by inch towards the fissure pulsating over the skies of the Void Realm. 


The dust has yet to settle when Bael next blinks. Struggling to shake off his stupor, the 
former God of Destruction from the Macho Universe taps into his telepathic abilities. 


“[Champa, Beerus? Status report].” 


Silence. About a billion different scenarios play in the elephant’s head as he fights his way to 
the landmass. 


“[Okocim, Lanson, come in! Are you alright!?].” 
Still silence. Unsure as to how to proceed, Bael’s taken aback by a sudden psychic intrusion. 
????: “[Riise... Ed... Rumush... anybody out there?|.” 


Rumush: “That voice!” (Brief pause). “[Champa!? What 5 your current status!?].” 


Champa: “[Me and Beerus, we’re alright... for the most part. Bael... inside the octopus...].” 
Rumush: “| Yeah... we can see it].” 


Beerus: “[We re sensing several powerful energy signatures inside. Chifir 5 definitely in 
there. We cant tell who the other signatures belong to, though].” 


Champa: “[What are your orders, Rumush?].” 


Bael takes at least half a minute to mull things over. The leader of the Five Heralds then 
contacts his allies. 


Rumush: “Attention, Heralds: we have a new enemy. That floating island you’re seeing, it’s 
called the Floating Dark Citadel of Umriah, AKA The Dread Emperor s Stronghold. Kapil, 
Mill, Righetto, Riise, all commanders: I have a hunch Chifir 5 somewhere inside the fortress. 
I dont know what she’s planning, but we cant allow Umriah to leave the Void Realm. I’m 
going in after her. Stall the continent for as long as possible. Keep it from crossing over at all 
costs.” 


Kapil: “[ We ll be right with you.” 

Rumush: “[Negative. We need every available hand pushing back. I’m going in alone.” 
Kamakiri: “[J’m coming with you. I sense we'll have need of Midnight Slayer].” 

Rumush: “[Aleph... alright. Meet me inside. The rest of you stop the citadel. Over and out].” 
Kapil: “[Bael... Godspeed, my son].” 


With that, two living plumes of dark fire enter the island. Backs turned to the fissure, Okocim 
and Lanson start pushing back against the landmass, yet their joint efforts can’t prevent the 
advance. 


Several others join in. The son of Lech can sense Edinburgh Mill, along with the fathers of 
Rumush, Liquiir, and Iwan. To the astonishment of all, the continent retreats a couple of 
inches, only to advance at least four more. Okocim barely notices as Sidra and a group of 
newly freed Therian Agents take their places among those pushing back. 


“[Come on, Beerus! You can do this! You have to!].” 


Despite the Heralds’ best efforts, Umriah advances five more inches. The fissure separating 
the Void Realm from the Multiverse has widened enough to allow both factions to see 
through to the other sides. Unable to slap some sense into himself, the fallen Destroyer God 
shuts his eyes. 


“TAnise... Goku... those creatures are gonna kill them unless I—don t even think about it, you 
little fuckup! You have a mission to fulfill! FOCUS, GODS DAMMIT, FOCUS‘).” 


Another three inches! At this rate, the citadel will enter the All-Cosmos in little over an hour! 
Okocim and the rest redouble their efforts... 


All of a sudden, Umriah pulls back one, two, three, four, five inches. The late Lord Beerus 
opens his eyes. 


“Quitela!” 


Bloodied all over, the rodent has created a gigantic pair of energy-powered vise grip pliers 
and latched them on to the continent. The fallen Hakaishin from the Universe of Conspiracy 
is joined by a rescued ex-Therian Agent, a tall, muscled anthropomorphic bird, dressed in a 
tattered gold colored uniform bearing an undiscernible emblem. 


“PULL HARDER, GANOS! PUT YOUR BACK INTO IT!” 


It’s no use. For every inch Umriah recedes, it advances another two. Okocim Lech-Sa realizes 
what he must do. 


“GEN RUSH X10000!” 
“OKOCIM!” 


Ignoring Lanson, the former God of Destruction pushes back the continent a whole ten 
inches. Champa, Sidra, and Quitela also tap into Gen Rush, pushing the landmass back 
another nine inches. 


The strain on their bodies is beyond excruciating. The citadel advances three more inches... 
“GEN RUSH X20000!” 


The son of Lech and the rest push the island back another thirteen inches. It soon regains 
another five. 


Back in Universe 7, Son Goku and his fellow Saiyans are making leeway in defeating 
Aquilian Adrastus and Leonid Fargolant. Unable to maintain their giant feral forms, the 
mutated warriors have switched back to regular size. Though slightly weaker, their previous 
powered-up forms prove more than a match for the Z-Fighters and their Multiverse allies, as 
Vegeta himself realizes. 


“We can’t keep this up! We have to kill those two right now, or we’re done for!” 
Spitting bloodied saliva to the ground, Son Raditz takes a look at the sky. 
“That fissure keeps widening! We gotta patch it up before more Void Realmers get through!” 


Nappa wipes crimson sweat from his fractured brow. 


“That’s what Ciroc and the others are doing! We have to keep the enemy off their backs so 
they can work! Any ideas, Kakarot!?” 


The trio turns to the strongest warrior in the Multiverse. Expression gelid with resolve, Son 
Goku strikes a fighting stance. 


“We have no choice. We gotta take out Jiren and Bergamo before we run out of juice.” 
“Delusional as ever.” 


Adrastus has spoken. Maws overflowing with dark fire, the battle-scarred warrior from 
Universe 11 opens his wings wide. Fargolant picks up where his counterpart left off. 


“I must admit, you lot are much stronger than I thought... your universe will fall all the same, 
however. Shame you won’t be around to see it.” 


Goku and company prepare for another round. However, just when the Saiyans and enemy 
commanders are about to collide, three beams of energy crash right in between them. 


The first beam peels back to reveal an anthropomorphic dark-green-furred, battle-scarred 
female ape, crossed with tiger, bobcat, and several other felines. Sporting the build of a 
warrior, this newcomer wields an oddly shaped sword brimming with power, similar to 
Adrastus’s axe and Fargolant’s lance. Her black uniform bears a dark red sigil akin to the 
crimson warrior’s, only crowned with something resembling draconic wings. 


The second beam unveils another anthro ape, male, bearing ample wolfish and other such 
canine heritage, also battle-scarred. Dark green fur speckled with variable gray tufts spread 
throughout, the second warrior also wields a sword identical to the female’s. The crest on his 
uniform also borrows heavily from Adrastus’s, only his features a Y-shaped curved rod 
rounded off by a dot, itself capped by a three-pronged crown. 


Lastly, the third beam manifests an anthropomorphic ape of broader built and features, mixed 
with sundry hawk, falcon, and other such avian parentage. Brimming with blood and scars, 
all eyes fall on the strange glaive he wields, brimming with might of its own as his insignia 
comes into view: the same “peacock eyes” and flaming “butterfly wings” pattern worn by 
Adrastus, above a kite shield containing a circle-topped rod. 


Fargolant and Adrastus are displeased. Arms crossed against the chest, the dragon addresses 
the female. 


“Paladin Belias... what is the meaning of this?” 

Belias looks back for two seconds. 

“This siege has dragged on long enough. We have been sent to aid you.” 
The second warrior disdainfully shakes his head. 


“Ts this really all your strength amounts to? These four shouldn’t pose that much of a 
challenge.” 


Fargolant is not amused. 


“Get off your high horse, Ashen Baldur! We’ve been fighting for hours! What were you three 
doing all this time: washing your stinking fur!?” 


The third arrival points his spear at the mutant wolf. 


“Watch your mouth, mutt! You may be the leader of the Indigo Manticores, but we’re more 
than strong enough to put you in your place!” 


“Listen you sonova—” 
“Dauntless Geraltus, Leonid Fargolant... enough.” 


Adrastus is clearly unhappy. Snorting black smoke from his nostrils, the armored dragon 
turns to Belias. 


“Orders, milady?” 


“The next phase of the plan is already in motion. Take whatever men remain. Slay the 
Predecessors and all others who would prevent the crossover. Leave these warriors to us.” 


“As you command.” 


With the dragon and wolf gone, the Saiyans tap into the ki signatures of their newest foes. 
Goku takes notice of his sibling’s trembling. 


“Raditz?” 


The brother of Kakarot stutters several times before he manages to speak. Visage twisted by 
disbelief, Son Raditz points at Belias. 


“That warrior... that’s Ranch! Her future version!” 
“WHAT!?” 


Now it’s Vegeta’s turn to shiver. Hoping against all hope, praying for his senses to be playing 
tricks on him, the Prince of All Satyans addresses the second ape warrior. 


“You... you’re Future Trunks!” 

Baldur glowers at his sire. 

“You will address me as Ashen Baldur.” 

Goku and company unmask the final arrivant. Nappa is the first to speak. 
“That’s... me!? Future Me!?” 

Dauntless Geraltus points his weapon at the Saiyans. 

“You morons should’ve surrendered when you had the chance.” 


The battle continues. Anise and her group are on the defensive. The Tien-Shin pupil barely 
dodges another punch from the warrior once known as Broly. Tien Shinhan, Caway, Nink, 
Lavender, Desmond, Piccolo, and Gohan take on Abyssal Lykos and Agent Khemenu. 


Earth’s warriors and their allies are at the end of their ropes. Their strongest techniques barely 
make a dent on the knight and his companions. To make matters worse, Khemenu has come 
perilously close to slaying Vuon, now reduced to blasting away from a distance after the loss 
of his legs. 


Falling back on old instincts, Anise targets several weak points over the knight’s neck, chest, 
and abdomen. She makes noticeable dents in the mutant’s armor, but otherwise deals no 
serious damage. 


“LOOK OUT!” 


Vuon’s warning comes too late. The knight tosses Anise and Tien Shinhan straight at the duo 
from Universe 11, breaking at least six ribs between them. Lykos and the giant’s retainers do 
the same with Lavender, Nink, Caway, and Desmond. 


“A noble effort... wouldn’t you agree, Grim Garthamus?” 


The colossus keeps silent. The third retainer, a female anthro ape crossed with some sort of 
draconic small mammal, clad in lighter dark armor, turns to the speaker, a male anthro ape 
crossed with some sort of draconic creature, himself clad in lighter shimmering armor. 


“Noble? I barely broke a sweat, Shining Vestros.” 
Eyes shut, Lykos sniffs the air around him. 


“At ease, Dark Hecate. Lord Baimao and his group will be most pleased with these new 
recruits.” 


“T think you’re getting a little too ahead of yourself, pal.” 


The knights turn around. God of Destruction Negroni is finally here! Worn and battle-scarred, 
little of the Hakaishin’s uniform is worth salvaging. Cracking his neck and knuckles, 
Beerus’s successor assumes a fighting stance. 


“Sorry we’re late, everyone. Previous engagements and all that.” 


A silent Garthamus aims an energy blast at the Destroyer God, only for another warrior to 
intercept him. Pure, unadulterated spite upon his countenance, whole of him smoldering in 
corrosive Energy of Destruction, Tusker the Dread unceremoniously crushes the howling 
knight’s left hand. Vestros, Hecate, and Lykos desperately counterattack, only for the 
Hakaishin Emeritus to rip out Garthamus’s arm right out of its socket and bat them away like 
oversized gnats. 


Help has finally arrived! Zen-Oh, Grand Priest, and the Guide Angels of Universes 2, 3, 4, 5, 
6, 7, 9, 10, 11, and 12 have taken over sealing the fissure in the sky, leaving Bonak, Afsnath, 
Asahi, Blanton, Anpurion, Haku, Riccadonna, and Doza free to tackle Belias, Baldur, 
Geraltus, Fargolant, and Adrastus, along with Earth’s warriors. 


The green simians yell at the top of their lungs. Overflowing with might, their fur takes on a 
light green sheen. Nevertheless, even then they can barely hold their own against their newest 


foes. 


Lozada and company’s attention soon shifts to Tusker. The frenzied Sphygian bashes a barely 
conscious Garthamus with his own amputated arm. Though the knight taps into a powered-up 
form of his own, this does little to ease his plight as Negroni battles a powered-up Hecate, 
Vestros, and Lykos nearby. 


Back in the Void Realm, Umriah advances a good ten yards. The citadel will be halfway out 
in ten minutes! 


“GEN RUSH X60000!” 


Mind, body, and soul blazing with newfound power, Okocim and company push Umriah back 
some three or four yards. With the help of Lanson, Mill, Liquiir, and others, the fallen 
Destroyer God keeps the gargantuan continent in place for a rough six minutes. 


Chifir’s forces swarm the Predecessors! Though Geene, Arak, Bokma, Nochirasu, Euthymia 
and several others intercept them, they will soon be overwhelmed. Meanwhile, the late Agent 
Enki and the former Hakaishin of Universes 5 and 12 struggle not to drown within their own 
minds. 


Geene: “[YES, YES, YES! FEELS SO FUCKING GOOD KILLING THESE WORMS! DIE, 
PISS-STAINS! FEED ME YOUR FEAR AND DESPAIR THAT I MI—NO, NO, NO!].” (Brief 
pause). “[What the fuck am I doing!? The Dark... it calls to me... power... unlimited power... 
it'll be all min—NO! GET A HOLD OF YOURSELF, KHAITAN! YOU HAVE TO DO 
BETTER THAN THAT! YOU HAVE TO BE BETTER THAN THAT.” 


Arak: “[Do not resist. Pledge yourselves to the Light. All must bow before—NO! DON’T GO 
THERE, ZUMOT AL-MASSAYA!].” (Brief pause). “|The Light... limitless bounty... boundless 
wisdom... timeless beauty... I belong to y—SHUT THE FUCK UP, YOU SONOVABITCH! 
YOU’RE NOT WORTHY OF THE LIGHT! YOU’RE NOT WORTHY OF ANYTHING! 
YOU’RE THE MOST REVILED AMONG KSARAK’S BROOD!].” (Brief pause). “| You re the 
last scion of House Gat... vermin... Bali... Tuak... Avso... Miswa... you couldn t save them. 
You... you don t deserve them|.” 


Bokma: “[Papa... I hate you... I hate myself even more... I wish it’d been me who died... 
things would’ve been better—NO, GODS DAMMIT, NO! SHOVE THAT CRAZY TALK, 
JODHPUR! YOU HAVE TO DO BETTER THAN THIS! YOU HAVE TO BE BETTER THAN 
THIS.” 


Enemy reinforcements! The Heralds will be overwhelmed! 


At that moment, however, new arrivals intercept Chifir’s forces. One of them is no other 
than... 


“Mate!” 


Okocim’s exclamation soon drowns in the midst of carnage. Joined by Lahpeth, Mulaban, 
and Ganlu, the battered former Grand Numen solemnly roars at the top of his lungs, being 


heard everywhere in the Void Realm, as well as throughout the universes. As the fighting 
screeches to a halt, the deposed leader of the Sakujoshin booms his address to all present. 


“Friends, allies, lend me your ears! I am Mate XXI, son of Terer, of the House of Ophion, 
former Grand Numen of the All-Cosmos! 


All of us have been deceived by monstrous lies uttered by impious deities! Possessing 
incommensurable power, these gods seek revenge against Zen-Oh All-Sovereign and all 
others who imprisoned them in this abode of torment! Caring for nothing, save their own 
wicked desires, they have violated our parents, our brethren, our kinsmen, our allies, mine 
own self included, tarnish’d us all in mind, body, and soul! 


They have done thus with the aid of Numena Chifir, Lady Sencha, Lords Caron, Maofeng, 
Baimao, and their partisans! Mine sister and her group have broken the sacred oath all of us 
swore: to maintain balance throughout the All-Cosmos, to preserve the existence of all beings 
within it at all costs! 


Look ye upon me, upon Lady Kocha, Lords Lahpeth, Masala, Mulaban, and Ganlu. What 
they did unto us they shall do unto you, your children, your parents, our fellow beings spread 
throughout the All-Cosmos and beyond! Whether divine or mortal, none shall be safe! 


Undeified as we are, we will remain true to our oath. Our own degraded state 
notwithstanding, we shall oppose and smite those who count life but a childish thing to be 
toyed with and destroyed on a whim. Now I ask ye: will you pledge yourselves to they who 
will surely poison and destroy you and all you hold dear, or will you take up arms against 
them? 


I and mine have made our choice. The time to make yours is now.” 


Dread and uncertainty take hold of the Void Realmers. After what seems like an eternity, 
more than half of the enemy army defects to the dethroned Grand Numen. Switching to one 
side or another, Numina, Void Realmers, and Therian Agents turn against parents, children, 
friends, and allies. 


The deposed Sakujoshin readies his next move. Maws overflowing with black flames, Mate 
breathes a gargantuan plume of dark fire upon Umriah. Fortress ablaze, the Doragonian finds 
what he seeks: the outer courtyard at the center of the citadel. 


Makoto picks up a familiar energy signature. Chifir... she is not alone. The fallen deity also 
senses Rumush and Aleph, both struggling against the shinobi! The late Lord Mate turns to 
Masala, Kocha, Lahpeth, Ganlu, and Mulaban. 


“Aid ye the Predecessors! This dark abode must not leave this realm!” 
“Aye, Grand Numen!” 


Response clinging to the air, the snail, amalgamate, shark, imperial lion, and green ape slay 
former comrades, superiors, and subordinates. Engulfed by dark fire, the ex-Numen of 
Deletion makes his way into the outer courtyard, arriving just in time to kick Chifir square in 


the jaw, narrowly stopping her from dealing the final blow to Aleph and Rumush. Knocked 
into the outer wall, the dragoness glowers at her sibling, who then realizes something is 
amiss. 


Chifir’s skin has taken on a teal hue. Features slightly humanized, she wears a combination of 
her own uniform and that of another. More concretely, the ninja now has two platinum- 
colored halos floating around her neck. Mate vainly prays his fears will prove unfounded. 


(Translated from Japanese). “{Mayumi... how didst thou accrue such power!? What hast 
thou done!?}.” 


Chifir keeps silent. It takes all of two microseconds for a horrified Mate to connect the dots. 
“{Beinwell... he merg’d with thee! Is this another of thy crimes!?}.” 


“Thy former liegeman gave himself to me willingly. Unlike thee, he hath fulfill’d his 
duty}.” 


Makoto stares in disbelief. Tears in his eyes, the former god sinks his claws into the palms of 
his hands, staining the floor beneath a sickening black. 


“T {Wise One... to think thou wouldst betray me, only to perish thus...} |. {Thou thrice-curst 
blight! In the name of the gods, our father, and the All-Cosmos, thou diest today, Chifir- 
sama!}.” 


Flying towards Chifir, Mate fires another Surging Dragon. Cool and collected, the goddess 
places the middle and index fingers of the right hand in front of her snout. 


“{DIVINE SHINOBI’S ULTIMATE TECHNIQUE! NINE-CUTS SENTRIES!}.” 


A set of nine energy spheres materialize around the Numena, bearing the following kanji: Rin 
Em), Pyo (FR), To (E9), Sha (#4), Kai (2), Jin (BH), Retsu (31), Zai (Œ), and Zen (il). 


The Rin Sphere activates after Chifir performs the corresponding cut. Before Mate blinks, a 
battered Rumush and Aleph find themselves trapped inside burning Chaos Dynamis. Seizing 
control, the energies force them to fly right in front of the ninja! 


The Surging Dragon is only seconds away from impact! Thinking fast, Makoto redirects the 
construct to the sky. 


Chifir performs the Pyo cut. Through the sphere in question, she seizes control of the Surging 
Dragon and bids it attack its master with fireballs. At the same time, the shinobi traps the 
former Grand Numen in a typhoon of hands, arms, legs, and feet. Bael and Kamakiri can only 
watch the beatdown that follows... 


Mate’s mind and reflexes are all over the place. Severely drained after his undeification, 
seemingly endless tortures and battles, the Doragonian dodges sloppily and parries poorly. 
Chifir’s forbidden arts further hinder his fighting abilities: the Rin and Pyō Spheres wreak 
havoc on his energy, erode his focus, and sap his stamina. 


Distracted by the rogue Surging Dragon, the fallen Numen fails to evade a katana slash. 
Howling like a stricken beast, Makoto barely has time to breathe. His severed left arm 
plummets to the ground in a pool of his own black blood, followed by his antlers. 


Chifir executes the Retsu cut. Trapped within a sphere of burning silver energy, an 
immobilized Mate realizes he can no longer manipulate his own ki, or sense that of others. 


“{This contest is ended, Makoto-kun}.” 

The draconic samurai roars. His sister wipes blood off the sword... his sword. 
“{Unhand the Sword of Ophion! Thy sacrilegious hands shall not defile it!}.” 
A stern Chifir glowers at her sibling. 


“fT bested thee... ‘tis thine’s no longer. Furthermore, thou art no longer a Numen, further 
compounding thine unworthiness }.” 


Chifir performs the Sha cut. Once the corresponding Sphere activates, her wounds 
miraculously heal, followed by those of Mate, Bael, and Kamakiri. The Gajan at last manages 
to speak. 


“What is the meaning of this!? Just what is it you’re trying to do!?” 


Ignoring Rumush, the dragoness completes the Toh, Kai, and Jin cuts. The Spheres in 
question pulsate to life. Taking a chance, Aleph addresses her former master. 


“Lady Chifir... what do you seek to accomplish? Surely you realize—” 
The Numena cuts the mantis off with a foreboding glare. 


“I am well aware of what am I doing, wherein I stand, wherein I turn for recourse.” (Brief 
pause). “Thou hast fought valiantly, Agent Kamakiri. In remembrance of thy previous 
service, I extend unto thee the hand of friendship. Return to us. Assume thy rightful place, 
not as a mere soldier, but as mine general.” 


Aleph shakes her head. 


“My name is Aberash Hiwot. Though once I served you, I have long since pledged myself to 
a higher power, a greater purpose. I am Nightblade. It is my sworn duty to destroy the Dread 
Emperor and his forces, including those who would disrupt the balance between life and 
death, darkness and light, existence and nonexistence... as you are now doing. You are my 
enemy.” 


“Thou wouldst cast thy lot with mine traitorous brother and his allies?” 


The praying mantis stares defiance into the shinobi. The draconic goddess solemnly shuts her 
eyes. 


“So be it.” 


Having spoken thus, Chifir bids the Sword of Ophion to float to the center of the courtyard. 
Another group of beings warps into place, led by the false Grand Numen. 


Shirtless and barefooted, the impostor sits in a lotus position, along with well over ten 
thousand others, bound and gagged. Nearby areas are rife with divine energies as the Numena 
and her prisoners look on. 


“What is the meaning of this!? What sorcery is this, Mayumi-san!?” 


“Thou didst prove so reluctant, I had to devise other means of carrying out the will of the 
Exalted Ones.” 


Makoto finally puts two and two together. 


“The Sphere of Distillation... this is why thou hadst me tethered to it! Thou hadst need of 
mine Shinsen Might and Chaos Dynamis...” 


“...but not of thee. As always, thou hast arriv’d at the truth much too late. I shall never 
comprehend why Father suffered thee to inherit his mantle.” (Translated from Japanese). 
“{Complete the rite! }.” 


Having teleported the group to a safe distance, the Numena shields herself and her prisoners 
behind a barrier of Chaos Dynamis. The fallen gods and former Displacer Agent watch as 
“Mate” sings in a combination of Japanese, Chinese, Korean, and Sanskrit, a tune Makoto 
recognizes all too well. 


“[ {The Song of Resurgence! }].” 


Engulfed by near limitless surges of Chaos Dynamis and Shinsen Might, the false Grand 
Numen and victims disintegrate. A series of explosions level the citadel. Whether friend or 
foe, the Void-bound armies struggle to escape. 


The explosion resounds not only throughout the eighteen Universes, but also throughout 
countless dimensions far removed from the known All-Cosmos. It is thus witnessed by over a 
billion myriad beings and factions, all embroiled in similar wars of their own. 


The dust settles back in the Void Realm. Hovering over torn skies howling with storm and 
rage, the Heralds, Mate, Mulaban, Ganlu, Lahpeth, Euthymia, Nochirasu, Aleph, her men, 
Chifir, her fellow Numina, the Z-Fighters, and countless others can only watch as numberless 
energies coalesce into five transparent anthropomorphic forms. 


The first two assume a shape identical to that of Sphygians. One feline takes on the muscular 
frame of a male, a veteran warrior. The other, male as well, assumes a slender, sinewy shape, 
no less battle-scarred. Robed bodies clad in transparent flesh palpitating not unlike legions of 
hearts, the pair floats above the burning continent. 


The third assumes male characteristics, along with a simian form not all that different from 
that of a Great Ape, albeit on a much smaller scale. The fourth, a female, if appearances are 
to be believed, dons a form resembling an anthropomorphic serval with a warrior’s build. The 


fifth and final assumes a similar shape and species, only somewhat leaner and slightly 
shorter. 


Once the storm subsides, Chifir and her allies bow before the group. The dragoness looks 
upon their leader. 


“Hail, All-Hegemon Stellus, Exalted Ones... your revivification is complete.” 


Silence. Barely two seconds later, the leader lets out a heaven-shattering cackle, heard inside 
and outside of the known Multiverse. 


“Well met, Grand Numena! You have served us well! On to the matter at hand...” 


Still sealing the fissure over at Universe 7, Zen-Oh, Grand Priest, and the Angels look on in 
mirific horror. The dread gripping the deities is not lost on Son Goku and his allies. Stellus 
addresses the King of All. 


“It has been quite a long time... usurper.” 


Scowl upon his countenance, the All-Sovereign drills his stare into the All-Hegemon. All the 
way in the Universe of Trust, the Omni-King directs a spiteful glare at the Exalted Ones. 


“Not nearly long enough, Stellus.” 


The ears of Okocim, Lanson, Brulle, Asahi, Anpurion, Sakar, Blanton, and Tusker twitch 
upon hearing that name. Like the King of All, their father, and siblings, Whis and Vados look 
on in utter stupefaction. The All-Hegemon snorts transparent smoke from his nostrils. 


“Petulant brat... impertinent as ever. I see the passing of the eons has not dulled your sharp 
tongue.” 


“You call me petulant!? You, who are never satisfied!? You, who desire everything and 
achieve nothing!?” 


“Disrespectful cretin! How dare you abuse the All-Hegemon thus!?” 
The muscle-gutted simian has spoken. Zen-Oh is far from cowed. 


“Mind your own stinking business, Tyskus! Is it any wonder you’re always meddling in 
everyone else’s lives, seeing how you don’t have one of your own?” 


“You cur! I” 
“Bite back your spleen, Grand Strategist!” 
The second Sphygian has spoken. 


“We have plenty of time to settle our grievances with the Seditious Ones. For now, however, 
there are other matters we must attend to.” 


Having said this, the second Sphygian casts an appraising glance at the beings before him, 
particularly at Okocim and Lanson. 


“So you two are our descendants...” 
Beerus and Champa don’t know what to reply. Stellus takes a closer look. 


“Indeed, Grand Hegemon Artois. These two bear our blood, same as the four beyond the 
barrier.” (Brief pause). “It would seem I was mistaken. There is a fifth.” 


Artois picks up where Stellus left off. 


“I see him... that amalgamate of fowl, insect, and amphibian. Twisted and maimed as his 
flesh and blood are, the sign of our lineage persists. Truly remarkable.” 


Blanton Bourbon-Sa swallows hard. Stellus resumes speaking. 
“Herein are others still who share similar bonds. Grand Vizier Ciechan shall testify thus.” 


The first anthro serval female turns her gaze upon the former Lord Quitela. Glaring in utter 
outrage, the deity barely retains decorum as she addresses the Naatsusian. 


“What is the meaning of this!? How is it you have come to host her!?” 


Quitela stares back in utter bewilderment. Much as the rodent would like to answer, his 
tongue is hellbent on disobeying him. 


“Blood of my blood... to think you were made to slumber within one so unworthy...” 
At last the young mouse gathers his thoughts. 

‘Blood of my blood’... I take it you’re related to Zunia?” 

Speak of the devil... 

“(That voice... who are you? |.” 

“Disgraceful... you have forgotten who I am... who you really are.” 


“(My name is Zunia. You... you seem so... familiar... yet I...].” (Brief pause). “[No... it 
cannot be... Grandmother!?].” 


“Say what!?” 
The void devours Quitela’s exclamation. Ciechan shakes her head. 


“Rosangel, dearest daughter... much am I glad you cannot behold what has become of the 
bounty of your womb.” (Brief pause). “As for you, Zunia... I trust our chastisement has 
served its purpose. Return to us.” 


Zunia doesn’t respond at first. It takes thirty seconds for her to regain her nerve. 


“TI shall not. You... you betrayed me, Grandmother, deceived me! I entrusted my heart and 
soul to you, and you crushed them beneath your heel!].” 


“Keep your childish protestations to yourself. You had no right to defy your mother, no right 
to contest her will. You ought to count yourself blessed she only did away with your flesh. I 
would have purged your very mind and essence as well.” 


“(Mother and you are to blame for Zivek’s plight, as well as my own! I turn my back on both 
of you! I spit upon your names !].” 


Ciechan doesn’t answer. Okocim Lech-Sa turns to the Sphygian next to Stellus. 
“So you’re Artois... the founder of my house.” 

The second Sphygian is not amused. 

“You shall address me as ‘Grand Hegemon’, descendant.” 

Beerus scowls. 

“Like hell I will.” 

“You impudent—” 

At that moment, Zivek’s voice resounds within the depths of Okocim’s mind. 
“(That voice... it stirs something within me... yet...].” 

Silence. Half a minute goes by before The Presence manages to respond. 
“[No... impossible... Father!?].” 

“WHAT!?” 

Artois glowers at the fallen Hakaishin. 


“My son... so this is what became of you. You were reborn within this scion of our 
bloodline.” (Brief pause). “I trust you have learned your lesson.” 


“(My lesson!? That is the reason I am in such a state!? You were teaching me a lesson!?].” 


“You defied me every step of the way. You flouted my prohibition, disregarded my 
authority.” 


“l Your authority!? I carried out all your mandates without hesitation, except that one! Why, 
Father!? Why did you not cede!? I asked nothing else of you!].” 


“Spare the lamentation. Gods know I sought to reason with you, to turn you from such a 
ghastly course of action. Nothing else I did was of the least avail.” 


“T You knew I loved Zunia, that she loved me! There was no impediment to our union... none 
save your petty grudge!].” 


“Have a care, young one! Even as I am, my power far exceeds your own!” 


“(You haven t changed in the slightest! Still you trample upon all who refuse your wishes, no 
matter how wicked, how unreasonable... |.” 


“I am Grand Hegemon Artois! I and mine are the One True God, Creator and Ruler of All! 
You who bear my blood are no exception!” 


“(Then I shall become said exception. You ravaged me in body and soul, imprisoned me... 
Zunia and I languish thus because of you. Never again will I call you ‘Father’. Never again 
may you call me your son].” 


Artois glowers miserably. Lanson turns an uneasy stare at the leader of the five. 
“St-Stellus... s-s-so y-you’re the f-f-f-founder of the L-Lost House of B-Bastet-t.” 
The All-Hegemon smiles maliciously. 


“You tremble before me, descendant? It would seem that, unlike your sibling, you possess 
some intelligence...” 


Champa stares spite into the monster before him. 


“I-I am n-not-t trembling. I-It’s just-t a st-stutter. Also, that’s m-my brother y-you’re 
insulting, a-asshole.” 


Stellus laughs out loud. 


“How endearing... I will make sure to slay you both. It is only fitting, after all... you are 
correct, nonetheless. As for my ‘lost house’, it shall not remain so... not for much longer.” 
(Brief pause). “A shame our kinswoman Marnier could not be here. She would rejoice, 
learning her bloodline has yet to wane.” 


Artois scowls. 
“I grow weary of this idle talk, brother. I say we settle our grievances here and now.” 
Stellus and the rest assent. With their blessing, the Grand Hegemon addresses Zen-Oh. 


“Demiurge Phanes, for thousands of eons we have suffered under your yoke! You imprisoned 
us within these wretched wastelands, seized our olden might and state through treachery and 
deceit! What say you to these charges?” 


Zen-Oh stares fury into the Exalted Ones. 


“I stand by what I did... and I’d gladly do it again. And here I hoped your imprisonment 
would teach you humility. Gods know you five are in dire need of it.” 


“You yourself are unfit to speak of such.” 


Everyone turns eyes and ears to the leaner anthro serval female. A scowling Grand Priest 
shakes his head. 


“Grand Scribe Gaezia... so you still cling to your delusions.” 


“You are the one who is delusional, Archon Ammonius. You betrayed our trust by siding with 
the dissident Phanes. What possessed you to commit such an unforgivable sin?” 


Grand Priest glowers. 


“You know full well why... murderess. I haven’t forgotten about the blood you spilled... the 
blood of my children!” 


“Your children sinned against the All-Hegemon. The punishment for such transgression is 
death. You knew as much, Ammonius. You ought to have taught them better.” 


“Don’t you dare lecture me, you heartless waste of life! And you wonder why your own 
brood disowned you!” 


“Thus state the ancient records: Phanes, Ammonius, both of you have committed capital 
treason. It is past time the proper punishment was carried out.” 


Rolling his eyes, Zen-Oh crosses his arms against his chest. 


“Records this, records that... do they also state how much of a huge, insufferable toady 
you’ve always been? I swear, you spend so much time bowing and scraping, one can only 
wonder how you haven’t thrown out your damn back.” 


“ENOUGH!” 
Transparent flesh pulsating with radiance, Stellus addresses the King of All. 


“Demiurge Phanes, Archon Ammonius... not content with betrayal, you have stolen from us 
as well. Return the Zeroth Might you have pilfered.” 


“It’s not yours to own any more than it’s ours to give.” 
Still imprisoned, Bael blinks in utter confusion. 
“Zeroth Might? You mean the Energy of Origins?” 
Tyskus won’t have it. 


“Take care not to meddle, scion of Hariya. Do not follow the example of your forefather. 
Stand with us against the usurpers that you and yours might live.” 


Rumush scowls. 


“Dream on, monkey boy.” 


“Why you—” 

Kamakiri glowers. 

“How did you seize Umriah?” 

“We do not answer to the likes of you, insect.” 

The android rolls her composite eyes. 

“An insect I may be, yet I do not bow to petty tyrants.” 
Bael scowls. 


“Hariya was right to forsake you. You and your pals aren’t worth the spit we’re wasting 
talking to you.” 


“Then you are as much a fool as he was. My might alone exceeds that of the Demiurge, the 
Archon, and his brood.” 


The son of Apo chuckles. 
“Ts that a fact?” 


“Disrespectful gnat! You lack your forefather’s wisdom! Even he knew better than to taunt 
me! I will torment the two of you for eternity! A minute under my yoke will make the worst 
of your Omni-King and Dread Emperor seem trivial by comparison!” 


Bael scoffs. 

“Gods, don’t you ever shut up?” 
“The time for talk is over!” 
Aleph steels herself. 

“For once I agree... NOW!” 


Hands joined, Rumush and Aleph unleash a massive dark fire eruption, freeing Mate and 
themselves from Chifir’s entrapment. Seizing an opening, Nightblade bids Midnight Slayer to 
assume whip form and strikes Stellus, Artois, Tyskus, Ciechan, and Gaezia, knocking them 
several yards back before everyone else even blinks. 


“IMPOSSIBLE!” 


Artois staggers to his feet, prey to something he hasn’t felt in eons: pain. Stellus nurses his 
maw. Tyskus takes a closer look at the offending weapon. 


“That sword... how can this be!? How is it such a trinket can harm us!?” 


A resolute Aleph commands the whip to transform back into a talwar. Both she and Rumush 
stand ready. 


“ANSWER ME, INSECT! HOW HAVE YOU PERPETRATED SUCH BLASPHEMY!?” 
“I do not answer to the likes of you, ape.” 

“WHY YOU IMPUDENT—” 

Artois all but shoves the Grand Strategist aside. 

“ATTACK!” 

The conflict resumes. Zen-Oh turns to the Father of Angels and his children. 


“It’s time.” (Jo Goku and company). “Leave Stellus and his group to us. The rest is up to 


29 


you. 


Earth’s warriors and their allies spread out. In less than a heartbeat, the energies of the deities 
skyrocket to obscene proportions. Their flesh becomes riddled with countless cracks 
shimmering an unearthly silver, followed by a series of gargantuan ki explosions that steal 
them from view. The energies gradually dwindle, then dissipate altogether... 


The Angels have taken on a most bizarre shape. They have become featureless humanoids 
bearing massive wings of variant colors, halos replaced by a broad ring which now rotates 
vertically, above their heads, then horizontally, around their waists, riddled with seemingly 
endless unblinking eyes, facing north, south, east, west, every possible direction. 


Grand Priest has assumed a similar form, about seven feet taller than his children. Wingspan 
far exceeding that of his daughters and sons, the Father of Angels has two rotating rings, one 
vertical, the other horizontal. 


Nothing remains of the old King of All. Instead of the small, round-headed childlike entity 
seen once every couple of eons by a handful of beings, there stands a roughly ten-foot-tall 
anthropomorphic taurine warrior crossed with a ram, sporting a thick yet sleek build. Head 
crowned by a pair of broad curved horns, Phanes’s goatish eyes exude resolution as he 
bellows a baritone command. 


“ATTACK!” 


One effortless powerup later, the Omni-King and five of the Guide Angels (Whis and Vados 
included) break through the fissure and into the Void Realm, leaving Grand Priest and the 
other five to assist Earth’s warriors. Stellus drills raw hate into the so-called traitor, engulfing 
him in a typhoon of punches and kicks. 


Okocim and Lanson speed to assist the deities, only to have their route cut off by a wall of 
silver lightning. Champa recognizes one of the figures barring the way. 


“Ruanzhi...” 


Uniform in tatters, bloodied all over, the bare-chested verdigris simian produces five laser- 
sword hilts. Manipulating them with Kyma, five white blades encircle the snickering ape, 
who no longer bothers to conceal malicious glee upon his visage. 


“You know this guy, Lan?” 
The once and future Champa growls. 


“M-Me and C-Cabba f-fought him in the A-Audience Hall... just-t a-a-another mean s-s-son 
of a b-bitch for us t-to take d-down.” 


The simian Sakujoshin laughs out loud. 
“Come, precious... LET US DANCE!” 


A roaring Champa devours Ruanzhi in yet another hurricane of limbs and blasts. That leaves 
Okocim, Ganlu, and Mulaban to contend with Baimao, Maofeng, Montu, Dajbog, and a third 
Therian Agent, an anthropomorphic mixture of squid, horned lizard, and thorny devil. Four 
pincer-topped biomechanical tentacles split into eight, brimming with radiation as the son of 
Lech checks the newcomer’s ki signature. 


“Mule... shit...” 
“Name’s Pripyat... Agent Pripyat to you. Pll learn much studying your carcass.” 


Montu opens with an ear-splitting screech as she takes flight. Mulaban intercepts her and 
Maofeng before they pounce on Okocim. Ganlu engages Dajbog and Baimao roughly around 
the same time, leaving Pripyat for Beerus to deal with. 


“We don’t have to do this, Zevion. We don’t have to fight.” 
“I... B... Beerus... I...” 


Brief hesitation notwithstanding, the Therian Agent has the tentacles go after the fallen 
Destroyer. Beerus zooms out of the way, fires a Kamehameha Wave, yet Pripyat shields 
himself with two tentacles. 


“My... my name...” 


Warping behind, the former Destroyer scratches at the kraken’s visage, only for his opponent 
to dodge and squirt blood from the eyes. Okocim narrowly evades, but a few droplets of that 
stream reach his left eye, causing it and part of the face to seethe and burn. 


“ACID.” 


Screeching like a banshee, the son of Lech leaves himself wide open. Four tentacle pincers 
latch on to his wrists and ankles. Four others take aim at his abdomen... 


Quitela kicks Pripyat square in the back. Before the Therian Agent can react, two other 
Quitelas make the scene. 


“SHATTERING ONSLAUGHT!” 


Yelling in tandem, the trio of rats wail on the mutated Chertenokian with rapid energy-fueled 
kicks and punches. Pripyat unleashes his tentacles, but one of the copies slices three off with 
an Energy Blade. Perun makes the scene, accompanied by an anthropomorphic armored 
pangolin, dressed like a Numen of Deletion. 


“What are your orders, Lady Kangra?” 

The goddess glowers at Okocim. 

“Let us skin this grimalkin. His pelt will make a fine gift for Lady Chifir.” 
The cat man shakes his head. 

“Last chance, Iwan: back off.” 

“My name is Perun. You’re in no position to make threats.” 

Beerus allows himself an impudent smirk. 

“Care to bet on that?” 


Vision already blurry, the Sphygian loses his left eye altogether when Perun claws it off. 
Running on adrenaline, the fallen Destroyer somehow has the presence of mind to jab a 
couple of fingers into Kangra’s eyes and connect an airborne jumping swing kick to the back 
of Perun’s head. 


Before the cat man can follow through, the pangolin latches on to him with all four limbs and 
flips him downward. Enveloped in Chaos Dynamis, the Sakujoshin dives to the ground, 
breaking sound, light, all barriers. 


“GEN RUSH X70000!” 


Aflame in Energy of Origins, Beerus mule-kicks the deity in the face and sends her flying 
into the ground. The sheer impact buries the pangolin deep within the earth, straight into a 
pool of polychromatic magma. 


“SHRIYA!” 


Briefly taken aback by Perun’s scream, Okocim vomits blood after the fist of the Therian 
Agent impacts his stomach and sends him plummeting with a Double Axe Handle strike to 
the back of the head. The late Lord Iwan preps his ultimate technique. 


“ENERGY SLASH WAV—” 


Perun stops just shy of firing the blast: he’s suffocating! Still soaked in magma, a rabid 
Kangra bolts to the heavens. Beerus intercepts her when she reaches for the distressed Agent. 


“LET ME THROUGH! YE SHALL RUE LAYING HANDS UPON THE ONE I LOVE!” 


“THE FLYING FUCK!?” 


The scion of Artois quickly regains his presence of mind. He’s never been gladder to see 
Geene, Arak, and... 


“Enki, right? Glad t’see you’re on our side.” 

The feathered amphibian makes a strange grimace. 
“Name’s Bokma. Let’s save the pleasantries for later.” 
“Oh... ok. [Their faces! Dear gods...].” 


Busied with Kangra, the Sphygian makes it a point not to gawk at the mangled visages of the 
former Therian Agents. 


“GET THEE HENCE, MORTAL! HE’LL SLAY HIM!” 

Perun vainly struggles to break free from Geene’s Crushing Grip. Enki puts his foot down. 
“THAT’S ENOUGH, PAPA!” 

“SAY WHAT!?” 


Thus distracted, a sudden punch takes Beerus by surprise. The warrior once known as God of 
Destruction Geene glowers at his son. 


“SALMER!” 


With the invaluable aid of a punch to the face (compliments of Arak), Khaitan releases the 
would-be victim. Coughing, gasping for breath, the former Lord Iwan finds himself 
imprisoned by a set of all too familiar tentacles. 


“AGENT PRIPYAT! WHAT DO YOU THINK YOU’RE—” 


Perun’s sentence lies stillborn as Champa intercepts Kangra and removes her from the scene. 
Thinking fast, Bokma apparates above Perun and elbows him in the collarbone, shattering 
part of his tortoise shell and knocking him unconscious. Still holding on to the comatose 
Agent, the late Lord Mule comes into view, followed by Quitela and Sidra. 


“Relax, guys. I’m on your side now. Thanks again, Sauza.” 
“Don’t mention it.” 


Missing sizeable chunks from both ears and the right cheek, the mouse heals himself and his 
allies through some sort of magical wind. Okocim heads towards his former nemesis, only for 
the rat to forestall his approach. 


“Anybody seen Stellus, Artois, and the rest?” 


The lean feline puts on his thinking cap. 


“Last I saw, Zen-Oh was fighting with him. We gotta find him before—” 
A maniacal hissing laugh cuts the exchange short. 
“LOOK OUT!” 


Missing half of his countenance and upper body, a cackling Caron fires a gargantuan Chaos 
Dynamis blast from his maw. Quitela covers the whole group behind a gigantic energy shield, 
only for it to start to crack. 


“Too strong... he’s too strong!” 
“KAMEHAMEHA!” 
“MASENKO!” 

“DOUBLE SUNDAY!” 


Coupled with massive ki blasts from Enki, Arak, and Geene, the joint attack slows down the 
serpent... for all of two seconds. Collision is imminent... 


Out of nowhere, a double back kick to the neck sends the Numen crashing to the earth below! 
“Rugato!” 


Accompanied by Righetto, father and son make the scene just as an even more bloodied 
Champa returns, panting and heaving, but alive. Quitela addresses Liquiir’s predecessor. 


“We gotta find Zen-Oh and the Angels. Can you two take Iwan to safety?” 
“We’ll join you as soon as possible. Help me out, Rugato!” 


The group goes their separate ways. They don’t travel far before a transparent energy blast 
cuts off their path. 


Artois blocks the way! Scowl upon his face, Okocim addresses his comrades. 
“Guys... find Zen-Oh and the others ASAP. Me and Champa will handle this creep.” 
Zumot al-Massaya looks on with suspicion. 

“You sure about this, Beerus?” 


Following a nod, the Sphygian gives Geene, Arak, Bokma, Quitela, and Mule a thumbs-up, 
cupped by a confident smile. Once the fallen Gods of Destruction and former Therian Agents 
go on their way, the Grand Hegemon addresses the twin Heralds from Universes 6 and 7. 


“The two of you are far stronger than I anticipated. My blood does flow through you, after 
all.” 


Champa flashes his teeth. 


“D-Don’t fl-flatter y-yourself, c-creep. W-We’re nothing I-like y-you.” 


“Are you certain of that?” (Brief pause). “Mortals... ever self-assured, ignorant... and proud 
of it. It appears I owe thanks to Stellus, after all. His conjecture has proven correct after all 
these eons.” 


Beerus strikes a fighting stance. 
“Hell’re you talking about?” 


“The two of you are as much my children as the rest of my lineage. As a matter of fact, I am 
more of a father to you than your own sire.” 


Champa is not impressed. 
“Y-You’re t-talking d-damned nonsense.” 
Artois chuckles in amusement. 


“Am I now? Son of Brulle, son of Lech... you are more than my children: you are my 
creations.” (Brief pause). “Still you do not understand? Then I shall speak plainly: you two 
owe your power, your strength, your very existence, to me.” 


Okocim rolls his eyes. 
“Yeah, we’re your descendants... we already figured as much.” 
Artois glances at the twins. The smile on his transparent countenance is unnerving to behold. 


“Okocim Lech-Sa, Lanson Brulle-Sa... you, like your parents, like your ancestors, like Zivek 
himself, are my emanations. The whole lot of you bear my mark. The traitor Phanes may 
have purged you of your former power, yet not even he could efface your heritage.” 


A sweating Lanson shakes his head. 
“Y-You’re d-delusional...” 


“Generation after generation, from beginningless time, from fathers to sons, mothers, 
daughters, brethren... pain, suffering, tribulation, tears, bloodshed... that is my being, my 
very essence. Think about it: why were the two of you made to suffer from your earliest 
days? Why were you forced to walk the path of Destruction? Because / willed it! Every blow 
you have dealt and taken, every insult you have given and received, every wickedness you 
have perpetrated, that others have perpetrated against you, every sin you have committed, 
every sin others have committed against you... I have witnessed it, arranged it, ordained it... 
all of it.” 


Okocim is not amused. 


“Bullshit. You don’t have that kind of power.” 


Artois’s laughter resounds throughout the battlefield. 
“You are more on the right than you think! I do not have the power: I am the power!” 


Something clicks deep inside the mind of the former Lord Beerus. 
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“You... that weird demonic voice... it was you 
The Grand Hegemon flashes a satisfied smile. 


“Do you realize it now? You, your parents, your sister, your kin, your entire lineage, your 
very children, your descendants, all of you are mine. Your every word and deed serve me, just 
as all of us serve the All-Hegemon. Sons of Lech and Brulle, sons of Stellus and Artois, come 
with me. My brother will graciously restore the power that is rightfully yours, the same 
power Phanes, Ammonius, and their brood of vipers stole from you. Why serve, when you 
can rule?” 


Silence. The son of Lech drills pure venom into his forefather. 
“You done running your maw, old timer? We gonna fight or what?” 


“You still cling to your delusions? You have nothing to do with your so-called King of All 
and his vassals, just as you have nothing to do with Son Goku, his friends, or any other 
beings in the All-Cosmos! Both of you are gods, raw power, boundless will made flesh! Why 
persist in such folly? Why throw away your birthright? Phanes, his ilk, those mortals, they 
care not about you, let alone for you.” 


Okocim glowers at the Exalted One. 
“And you do? We weren’t born yesterday, old fuck.” 
Lanson scowls. 


“W-We used to be l-like you: 1-ignorant, c-c-c-careless, s-s-s-s-stupid... selfish. W-We had all 
that p-power, all those b-blessings, and w-we s-s-squandered them... n-n-n-not anymore. Y- 
You m-might as well sh-shut your t-t-trap, Artois. Y- You, that b-brother of y-yours, your s-s- 
s-servants... then and n-now, you’re the s-same you’ve a-a-always b-been: alone.” 


Silence. Wrath upon his visage, the Grand Hegemon unsheathes his claws. 


“So you desire to perish alongside the traitors and blasphemers...” (Brief pause). “So you 
wish it... SO IT IS DONE!” 


Artois fires a sizeable transparent ki blast. Beerus and Champa dodge and zoom right in front 
of the Grand Hegemon. Hands and feet aflame in Gen Ki, the twins go all out with their 
strongest, most violent kicks and punches, becoming a hurricane of frenzy throughout the 
battlefield. 


The founder of House Artois briefly gains the upper hand. Running on adrenaline, the fallen 
Destroyers of Universes 6 and 7 go to town on their forefather. Barely five minutes go by 


before the Grand Hegemon collapses on his knees. 
“Impossible! I am Seitoshin! How is it I have lost to the likes of you!?” 


Beerus and Champa keep silent. Clothes stained with Artois’s transparent blood, the 
Sphygians assume a familiar stance, then utter an all too familiar term as a silver aura 
surrounds them. 


“Hakai.” 


Nothing happens, much to the brothers’ confusion. Artois’s chuckling gives way to full 
blown laughter. 


“Imbeciles! Did you really think it was going to be that easy!? We might be weakened, but it 
will take more than that cheap parlor trick to do away with us!” 


Okocim cracks his fists. 
“Fine. Old-fashioned beatdown it is.” 


The ex-deities pounce on the Grand Hegemon, only for him to repel them with a single 
backhand. Shielded behind a transparent forcefield, Artois reaches out to his fellow gods. 


Artois (telepathically): “[Stellus, Gaezia, Ciechan, Tyskus! Can you hear me!?].” 
Gaezia: “[We are close to defeat!].” 
Ciechan: “[/ do not understand! Was the Song of Resurgence incomplete! ?].” 


Tyskus: “[ The day is lost, All-Hegemon! Even if our armies prevail today, we have no hope of 
winning this war, not without our full power!].” 


Stellus: “[Come hither! Our hopes lie in the Dark Continent! Once Umriah leaves here, its 
power will be ours to use! Make haste!].” 


The Exalted Ones teleport above the ruins of Umriah. Shielded by another transparent energy 
field, the Seitoshin bid the landmass to make its way into the outside world: nothing happens. 


Stellus is about to speak when a beam of black energy explodes from within the continent, 
followed by another, and another, and another. In a mere four seconds, the island and ruined 
citadel are riddled with myriads of small explosions, followed by a final massive one, four 
times the size of Earth’s sun. 


The Seitoshin and others narrowly warp away to safety. The explosion is seen and heard 
everywhere inside and outside of the known Multiverse. Still embroiled in struggles of their 
own, unknown beings as plentiful as the stars in the sky behold the fall of the Dread 
Emperor’s Stronghold. 


The dust has yet to settle by the time the black “sun” starts gathering itself. It then splits up 
into two gigantic creatures resembling dragons. Howling wrath and might into the universes 


and beyond, the beasts take on pitch-black flesh and blood. 


One stares death into the Exalted Ones, the Numina, and their allies with four eyes. The ones 
to the left have pupils resembling those of a feline or reptile, bearing shimmering sapphire 
irises set against a background of vermilion. The ones to the right are more akin to a goat’s, 
irises the color of amber set against cinnabar. 


Though similarly shaped, the eyes of the second dragon vary ever so slightly. The ones to the 
right glimmer alike minute garnet suns ensconced within cerulean. The ones to the left gleam 
as golden beryl set against staurolite-ridden dark of night. Their roar one with the fiends of 
all Hells, the monsters unleash their wrath in the form of jets of black fire. 


The first targets the Exalted Ones. The transparent shield repeals the blast, but not without 
taking significant damage, as evinced by legions of cracks forming throughout. Though the 
flames spare Stellus and company, they spread everywhere in their vicinity, engulfing 
Numina, Therian Agents, and Void Realm soldiers. 


Caron, Montu, Dajbog, and others end up severely burned, barely escaping with their lives. 
The dark conflagration does no harm to the King of All, the Angels, Predecessors, the 
Heralds, Mate, his fellow fallen deities, Geene, Arak, Mule, Bokma, and all other Agents 
freed from their brainwashing. 


Regardless, stray flames reach Zumot al-Massaya, starting to melt the Suppression Collar 
clasped to his neck. Howling as his flesh sizzles beneath ardent metal, Arak barely stops 
himself from panicking as Salmer and Bokma rip out what little remains of the collar, tearing 
out significant portions of skin and tissue in the process. 


Burnt hands blistering, father and son regain themselves by the time one of the transformed 
Guide Angels reaches them and mends their wounds as much as possible. For all his efforts, 
Salmer Khaitan can’t bring himself to face her. 


“Martinu...” 
“It’s alright, young one. You’re safe now...” 
“Aunt Martinu?” 


The Attendant from Universe 12 turns to the former Agent Enki. Weeping as she hasn’t done 
in ages, Martinu embraces the lad. 


“Bokma... little one!” 
“Zumot?” 


Arak can’t hear his godson. Suppression Collar gone, the energies within him spike to 
unfathomable levels. 


“IT HURTS!” 


“ZUMOT!” 


“MAKE IT STOP! MAKE IT STOP!” 


As this unfolds, the second dragon unleashes its attack through the fissure separating the Void 
Realm from the Multiverse and beyond. Flames of blackest night engulf the battlefield at 
Universe 7, catching Adrastus, Fargolant, Lykos, Belias, Baldur, Geraltus, Garthamus, 
Hecate, Vestros, and those under their command unawares. Though the commanding Therian 
Agents survive the onslaught, their very flesh ends up as little more than scar tissue, exposing 
muscle fibers, bones, and cartilage to the elements. 


Chifir cannot allow this to continue. Seizing upon the distraction of the beasts, the Grand 
Numena makes the Py cut several times in rapid succession. Muttering to herself in 
Japanese, the corresponding sphere lights up after the three-hundredth attempt. Overtaken by 
boiling Chaos Dynamis, the dragons collapse and start to diminish. Once the remaining 
flames die out, the beasts have resumed base form. 


The one with sapphire and amber eyes stands roughly eight or nine feet tall. Though 
resembling a battle-scarred, scale-ridden tiger or lion at first glance, this anthropomorphic 
winged dragon also reminds of a harpy eagle, a leech, and sundry beasts of the earth, sea, sky, 
and hellish depths. Clad in dark armor similar to Kamakiri’s, all present take notice of a 
strange coat of arms: a massive black dragon bearing down from the heavens, stylized to 
resemble some sort of curved sword, the tail serving as pommel, wings as cross-guards, and 
the body as the blade, topped by draconic maws in the guise of a point. 


The beast with garnet and yellow beryl eyes stands about four feet taller than the first. 
Leonine heritage notwithstanding, the second battle-scarred draconic warrior reminds 
onlookers of a vulture, a caiman, countless extinct fell beasts, riddled with opaque, rusted 
dark blue and black scales, a compliment to the first’s faded red and black ones. Though the 
winged second warrior wears armor similar to the first, it bears an altogether different blazon: 
a crowned lion roaring to the right, wielding an ornate spiked mace, flanked by a shotel to the 
right, a khopesh to the center, and a mambele to the left. 


Taking notice of Aleph and Rumush, the first warrior flashes an ephemeral grin, almost like 
an amused apology of sorts. The second beast addresses the Exalted Ones. 


“You seek to usurp the King of Kings. For such lése-majesté, the punishment is death.” 


Low-pitched tone and animal growl notwithstanding, the speaker appears to be female. The 
first beast, a male, takes over. 


“Only fools and reprobates believe they can bend the Dread Emperor to their will. You will 
not taint any more worlds. Your blood runs today.” 


Having spoken thus, the first warrior manifests a pair of sabers, similar to Kamakiri’s sword. 
The second one wields a massive polearm, topped by a three-pronged blade resembling a 
mambele. 


The battle resumes. Fighting his way through along with the others, Okocim reaches out to 
Rumush. 


“[Bael... who are these people!?].” 


“[ The one with the swords is called Summanus. He trained Aleph and me back in Forsian. 
The one with the lance is named Alekto. Long story short, those two are mortal enemies, but 
they’re working together for a common goal. Theyre on our side... for now].” 


“Noted. We’re on our way...].” 


Summanus and Alekto decimate the Void Realm armies. With a flick of the wrists, Rumush 
and Aleph’s master transforms his sabers into multi-pronged metallic tendrils searing with 
dark fire. The areas nearest to Summanus become a maelstrom of flames, spurting blood, 
unholy screams, hacked limbs, and severed heads as the master of blades leaves nothing but 
carnage and afterimages in his wake. 


Alekto’s lance runs with blood of several colors. Brimming with a red-black aura, 
Summanus’s foe-turned-ally summons dark fire through several portals, incinerating 
thousands in a matter of seconds. Anyone else foolish enough to stand in her way finds 
themselves skewered by veritable storms of black-red tinged mambeles flying in all 
directions. 


The Numina and their forces fight with renewed strength. Masala’s worst suspicions are 
confirmed. 


“(Lady Sencha, Lords Caron, Baimao, and Ruanzhi... they bolster their forces through 
Warlike Rumination! I require thine aid, Euthymia!].” 


“(Mine power is thine s!].” 


Minds and spirits together as one, the former Numina tap into Kyma. They replenish the 
stamina of their allies, sharpen their focus, and renew their resolve. At last Beerus and 
company come across their objectives. Still in his transformed state, Zen-Oh and the five 
Angels he brought along wail on the Exalted Ones. 


Back at Universe 7, Grand Priest and the other five Angels are almost done sealing the 
fissure connecting the Multiverse to the Void Realm. With the invaluable aid of the 
Predecessors, Son Goku and the Z-Fighters are close to defeating their opponents. 


Anise Lozada takes on Lykos and Baldur, leaving Belias, Garthamus, Geraltus, Vestros, 
Hecate, Fargolant, and Adrastus for Goku and the rest to handle. Baldur slashes at Lozada, 
yet the dancer deflects the blow in time to evade a ki blast from Lykos. All of a sudden, time 
itself seems to crawl into a foreboding halt. 


“(Time Skip!].” 


Just when Lykos is about to gut the Tien-Shin pupil, Anise feels a rush of power coursing 
through her, allowing her to overcome Time Skip and evade an otherwise lethal attack by 
mere inches. 


“| This energy... Fennel!?].” 


“| We re here to help, Lozada.... all of us. Apologies for the delay].” 

“We may be down, but we’re not out!].” 

“[Cumin!? Basil, Shantsa... how’re you guys doing this!?].” 
“(Explanations will have to wait. Make sure you come back in one piece.” 
“(Will do].” 


Thinking fast, the cat woman grabs a fistful of dirt and throws it at Lykos’s eyes. Taking 
advantage of Baldur’s distraction, Lozada zooms behind him and swipes at his jugular, 
tearing it off. Still wet from the initial blood spurt, the dancer seizes Baldur’s sword and 
swings it at Lykos: had the Therian Agent dodged slightly slower, the blow would’ve 
decapitated him completely rather than partially. 


“GET AWAY FROM HIM!” 


Belias’s scream fades to the back of Anise’s mind, busy as she is dodging and deflecting 
hyper-speed sword blows. Seizing upon a moment of weakness, Belias runs her blade 
through Lozada’s upper right leg, dropping her on her knees. 


The she-ape swings at the feline’s neck, yet the attack never reaches its destination. 
Screaming as if seized by wrathful gods, Anise fires a dark energy blast through Belias’s 
abdomen just before the sword can sever her neck. 


“B... Belias...” 


Hands on his gaping wound, Ashen Baldur loses consciousness at around the same time the 
leader collapses on her back. After a long, desperate struggle, Son Goku and his friends have 
finally brought Adrastus, Fargolant, and company to their knees. 


Back at the Void Realm, Zen-Oh and his Angels are just about to land the final blow on the 
Exalted Ones. Just an instant more... 


Before anyone can even blink, countless massive explosions gut the battlefield. When the 
dust settles, Okocim and the rest stare in disbelief: legions of new warriors have made the 
scene! 


“No... i-it can’t be...” 
“Quitela?” 
“Sazerac...” 


Beerus’s eyes confirm it: engulfed by searing blue and white energy, former God of 
Destruction Sazerac of Universe 4 narrowly saves Stellus from a killing blow by the King of 
All. The sleek anthropomorphic lynx is back in his prime. Dressed in a spiffy outfit etched 
with Chifir’s coat of arms, he flashes a spiteful grin towards his former disciple. 


“Long time no see, Sauza. I believe good ol’ Cognac and the two of us have a score to settle. 
I’m so looking forward to feeding you to my pets. They’ ve never tasted Angel and rat flesh 
before.” 


The former Lord Quitela scowls. 
“Do your worst! It’ll end the same as before!” 
“Impossible!” 


Geene’s heart skips a couple of beats. Throughout his eons, he’s only seen Martinu show 
distress and trepidation twice: the first was after the battles that claimed the lives of Tyree 
and billions of others. The second was on that fateful day, when Caron nearly slaughtered 
him during the ravagement of Planet Dagon. Following the Attendant’s line of sight, the 
former Agent Abzu comes across the source of her fear, given names and faces by her 
astonished speech. 


“Nolet... Raquetan...” 


Nolet is an absurdly tall, muscled, bald half-human, black-spotted skin the color of wenge, 
Destroyer’s build comfortably ensconced within his new uniform. Raquetan is every bit the 
anthro reptilian spider monkey crossed with a loris the Guide Angel from the Ultimate 
Universe came to dread eons ago. Try as she might, the Guide Angel can’t help but cringe at 
the sight of his smile. 


“Greetings, Martinu. It’s been a long time indeed.” 
The Attendant glowers at the simian. 


“Not nearly long enough, Zafar.” (To Nolet). “And you, Gordon... why would you ever side 
with the likes of him!?” 


Bonak’s predecessor glowers. Rather than respond, the human hybrid takes his position near 
the Exalted Ones, much to Raquetan’s amusement. 


“He’s never been much for words, hasn’t he? Do stay alive, dearest Martinu. I so look 
forward to our reunion.” 


Having spoken thus, the former Destroyer takes his leave. It’s not long before Zumot himself 
starts sweating. 


“Tayek!” 


The uniformed anthro Bully Kutta-Dobermann Arak vanquished eons ago has lost none of 
his hateful resolve. 


“Zumot, son of Haddad... I almost didn’t recognize you. This new form suits you better.” 


Teeming with uncontrollable energies, the fallen Hakaishin from the Universe of Balance 
fires a massive ki blast at his hated enemy. Having swatted it away, Tayek opts to assume his 


place among Stellus and his group rather than take revenge on the one who slew him so long 
ago. 


Zumot’s unable to regain control! The Aspect of Light ravages the hollering ex-deity inside 
and out! Bursts of radiance burn through his eyes, hands, legs, everywhere in his body! 


Thinking fast, Zen-Oh snaps his fingers: the mutated Calamantian finds himself encased 
within an anti-ki energy field. Bokma and Salmer catch him before he falls to his death. 
Martinu knocks him out cold with her angelic powers for good measure. 


Forcefield still surging around the comatose Arak, the ex-Therian Agents and Angel make 
themselves scarce. Once Martinu takes Zumot to safety, father and son return to the fray. 


Legions of former Gods of Destruction form an enclosure around the Exalted Ones, shielding 
them through several barriers of flaming blue white ki, with the invaluable aid of Chifir and 
several other Numina. Still hindered by the dragoness’s technique, not even Summanus and 
Alekto are able to break through. 


The sealed fissure comes undone yet again, affording everyone outside the Void Realm a 
front row seat to the carnage that’s sure to follow. Bonak’s fighting spirit briefly wavers the 
moment he takes notice of Nolet and Raquetan staring spite at him and his fellow warriors. 


Stellus surveys the scene. He and his allies have one last chance to win the day, and he 
intends to make the most of it. 


Stellus (telepathically): “[Let us end this silly skirmish, brothers and sisters! Let us pool our 
power into one final attack!].” 


Artois/Tyskus/Ciechan/Gaezia: “[As you command!].” 


The other three Seitoshin and their newfound allies lend their ki to Stellus and Artois. The 
siblings conjure each one growing sphere of transparent energy. A horrified Zen-Oh connects 
the dots. 


“EVERYONE TARGET THE BARRIERS! DON’T LET THEM COMPLETE THAT 
ATTACK!” 


Yet for all their efforts, the King of All and his forces can’t make much of a headway. Mate 
and the warriors loyal to him can barely scratch Chifir’s barrier. 


“There must be something we can do!” 
Sidra’s exclamation is not lost on his teammates. Okocim puts on his thinking cap. 


“T have an idea! Quitela, can you patch me through to Zen-Oh and the others!? We’re gonna 
need their help for this to work!” 


Riazul Sauza bites his tongue just before he asks a stupid question. Once the Naatsusian 
instructs his former nemesis to put his hand on his own back, the late Lord Beerus reaches 
out to the Universal Benefactor. 


Okocim: “[Zen-Oh, Bael, Nochirasu, Righetto! Can anybody hear me!?].” 
Zen-Oh: “[Lech-Sa!? How’d you—.” 


Okocim: “[Never mind that now! I think I’ve found a way to stop Stellus and company, but 
I’m gonna need everybody's help for this to work! Tell everybody to reach out to us and lend 
us their energy! Its a longshot, but we don t have another choice!].” 


Whis: “[Are you insane!? Just what are you trying to do!?].” 

Okocim: “[Don t argue with me!].” (Brief pause). “[Please... do as I say... just this once...].” 
Nochirasu: “[/ see... ye could well perish ...].” 

Okocim: “[/ don t care].” 

Lanson: “[Me neither].” 

Riazul: “[Who wants to live forever, anyway?].” 

Salmer: “[Let s take those sons of bitches with us].” 

Bokma: “[Couldn t agree more.” 

Strongbow: “[Tell Alberta I love her, now and forever... that’s all I ask].” 

Bael: “[Very well. We’ll relay your message to Father and the rest].” 


Zen-Oh: “[PU tell the others to channel their ki to me, then I'll pass it on to you guys. Hope 
you know what you’re doing, son of Lech...].” 


Okocim: “[Alright, here’s the plan: we’re gonna kamikaze our way through Stellus and the 
rest. If we crash into them at full power, the combined explosions should be more than 
enough to kill them. If that doesnt work, it should at least buy enough time for Zen-Oh and 
the rest to get away. You guys with me?].” 


Everyone: “[ Yes/].” 
Okocim: “[Any day now, Zenny!].” 


Bovine eyes solemnly shut, the King of All reaches out to all allies spread throughout the 
universes. 


“TAttention, everyone: please raise your hands in the air and lend us your energy. Do not 
delay. Your lives and the lives of all beings in the Multiverse depend on it. Raise your hands. 
Lend us your energy].” 


The message repeats throughout the universes, including those captured by Void Realm 
forces. All at once, numberless beings comply, unable and unwilling to resist. Putting their 
own ki reserves into overdrive, Zen-Oh, Grand Priest, the Angels, Predecessors, Earth’s 


warriors, and their allies expedite the process. Stellus and company don’t seem to be worried 
in the slightest, not even when their own soldiers and countless others spread throughout the 
Void Realm contribute as much as possible. 


Almost there... the All-Hegemon smiles. 
“[Phanes, Ammonius... receive the wage of your sins !].” 


NOW! The Omni-King transfers the energy gathered, but something is not right. Rather than 
spreading evenly among the Heralds and former Therian Agents, it all goes to one person! 


“O-OKOCIM!” 


Lanson can’t finish his sentence. The son of Lech darts towards the Exalted Ones, leaving his 
brother and teammates behind. 


For the first time in his life, Okocim Lech-Sa completely tunes out the world around him. 
Lanson’s screams, the desperate entreaties of Whis, Vados, and countless others... they don’t 
exist, as far as he’s concerned. 


“[Zivek, you in there!?].” 
“(I’m here, son of Lech!].” 
“(I give myself completely to you! Lend me all your strength!].” 


The Presence complies. The strain on Beerus’s body defies all description. If not for Zen- 
Oh’s procedure, the sheer speed and energies circling through the Sphygian would’ve 
vaporized him in less than a microsecond. 


Beerus steels himself. Flesh aflame, pieces of skin start falling to the wayside, exposing bone 
and muscle tissue. 


Only now does Stellus realize his folly. The All-Hegemon yells at his fellows to unleash their 
attack, but it’s too little, too late... NOW! 


“GEN RUSH X100,000,000!” 


Seizing even more speed and energy, the fallen God of Destruction crashes head on into his 
targets. Overwhelmed, Chifir’s Spheres shatter. Her barrier falls, followed by those set up by 
Sazerac, Raquetan, Nolet, and the other revived Destroyers. 


Zen-Oh, the Angels, Righetto, Riise, Mill, Bael, and the rest don’t have to do anything else. 
Unleashing their full power, Summanus and Alekto manifest a thousand myriad dark fire 
barriers throughout the battlefield, shielding them from the explosion that follows. 


Chifir acts swiftly. As she and other Numina pray in an unknown language, the dragoness 
executes over ten thousand different symbolic cuts in less than two seconds. The spell they 
cast begins to spirit away their allies, living or otherwise. 


However, their best wasn’t good enough: the explosion ravages the Exalted Ones, wiping out 
most if not the entirety of the flesh they obtained from the Song of Resurgence. Luckily for 
them, the teleportation spell takes them all away to parts unknown before Beerus’s attack 
deals the final blow. 


“OKOCIM!” 


Anise’s scream echoes throughout the battle grounds as enemy forces disappear in a 
heartbeat. Belias, Baldur, Geraltus, all enemy commanders and soldiers fade from view while 
Son Goku, Vegeta, and Tien Shinhan restrain the Nekoningan. 


It’s over... for now. 


The dust has yet to settle in the Void Realm. As aeonic silence swiftly reclaims its domain, 
Zen-Oh and his fellow gods dispel galaxies worth of dust in all of an instant. Whis is among 
the first to spot what they so eagerly seek. 


“THERE HE IS!” 


Okocim is alive... just barely. Battered frame crackling with Energy of Origins, what little 
remains of Beerus’s fur flickers a good ten times before he resumes base form. 


The Sphygian has lost all limbs, save for the left arm. Ears near completely incinerated, most 
of the cat man’s skin is cut and burnt through, exposing bones, tissue, and ligaments to the 
elements. Vision blurry, the warrior once known as God of Destruction Beerus takes one last 
look at the field. 


“Goodbye, everyone. Anise... forgive me].” 
The Sphygian loses consciousness and plummets to the ground below... 
“GEN RUSH X—” 


Lanson, Riazul, and Strongbow’s bodies flicker as well before they resume base form. Try as 
they might, the Heralds can no longer tap into Gen Drive or use Gen Rush. They barely have 
enough energy to remain in flight. 


The next few seconds go like a blur: Brulle, Asahi, Anpurion, Blanton, Ciroc, and others 
inside and outside of the Void Realm rush to the scene. Even Tusker and Negroni are flying 
over nine thousand times faster than Mach 10. Whis barely remembers to cast a protective 
barrier over the Hakaishin Emeritus and the Destroyer God of Universe 7 before they enter 
the Void Realm. 


Just before Zen-Oh and the Angels act, Bael and Kamakiri’s bodies are engulfed by black 
flames speeding to the falling Beerus. By the time they fade, the Gajan and android have 
transformed into dragons, similar to Summanus and Alekto, who have also resumed the form 
themselves. 


Beerus is falling too fast! They won’t reach him on time! 


Suddenly, however, his descent starts to slow. Nochirasu, Euthymia, Salmer, and Bokma all 
tap into Kyma, all but bending it to their will. It takes some doing, but they manage to stall 
the fall long enough for Rumush to catch the Sphygian without inflicting any more damage. 


Zen-Oh, the Angels, Nochirasu, Summanus, Alekto, and everyone else with healing powers 
pour their energies into Okocim Lech-Sa. The warrior once known as Beerus the Destroyer 
regains consciousness for around five seconds before fading away once more... 
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Zen-Oh’s forces and the Void Realmers regroup, heralding a time of war and strife. 
Survivors settle in as old wounds begin to heal. 


As the Z-Fighters and their allies rest and recuperate, Okocim and Anise are faced with 
drastic choices, the outcome of which will dictate the course of the rest of their lives... 
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all this time. 
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When the Exalted Ones and their allies next opened their eyes, they found themselves at a 
place altogether removed from the Void Realm... or so it seemed. No sooner had Chifir 
opened her eyes when she repeatedly performed the Sha Cut. After the tenth attempt, the 
remnants of the Seitoshin were sealed within healing energy fields, mending at least part of 
the damage they sustained. 


Only remaining eye looking around everywhere, Stellus bit his charred tongue before he said 
something stupid. Nevertheless, the dragoness seemed to have divined his query. 


“We are in the Eighteenth Universe... Planet Hongwu, to be precise. Once it hosted the 
Palace of the Black Dragon, the olden residence of the Grand Numen. The structure you now 
look upon is but a shadow of its former self.” 


Stellus and company next beheld a gargantuan multi-tiered pagoda. Its peak seemed to reach 
all the way to the top of Hongwu’s... polychromic skies? 


“What is this? I thought we had escaped the Void!” 


“We have, Grand Strategist Tyskus. As you well know, no beings, save those with power 
greater than that of Numina of Deletion, may leave the Realm of Void without ceasing to 


exist afterward. Fearful lest we should be obliged to flee our abode of torment, I and mine 
readied a contingency plan: since we cannot return to the physical realm just yet, our sages 
and men of science have done the next best thing...” 


“Bring the Void Realm with us.” 


Former God of Destruction Nolet of Universe 12 had spoken. Sparing a disdainful glance at 
Raquetan below, the human hybrid surveyed the edifice and nearby areas from the sky. 
Having taken a good look around himself, Nolet’s predecessor addressed the Exalted Ones. 


“Saved from oblivion and nonexistence... all this time, and I still cannot believe it. Verily we 
are all in your debt, All-Hegemon.” 


“Really, Zafar, sycophancy does not become you.” 
Unfazed by Raquetan’s unamused scoff, Quitela’s predecessor made the scene. 


“You are hardly in any position to pass judgement, Sazerac. As I recall, you did quite a lot of 
that yourself when you served under Agavia.” 


Sazerac glowered. 


“Don’t remind me. Did what I had to, tryin’ to stay alive... not that you ’d know anything 
‘bout that.” 


The simian flashed a sly grin. 

“Ts that jealousy I hear, Lyman?” 

“Just stating facts, monkey.” 

Raquetan chirped with a condescending laugh. 


“Pathetic... all those eons, and your witty retorts remain little better than a toddler’s! And 
here I thought Raki was a bore!” 


“The next time you say that name will be the last, heir of Hendrick.” 


Tayek LIII left the dead sycamore upon which he’d been reclined. The stern usurper 
Hakaishin of Universe 5 made to speak again, only to be cut off by Nolet. 


“Gentlemen... as amusing as this pissing contest promises to be, I have other business to 
attend to. Those Icejins (or what remains of them, anyway) have a lot to learn before they can 
be of any real use to us.” 


Sazerac rolled his eyes. 
“You always were a stick in the mud, Seagram.” 


The human hybrid scowled. 


“Have a care, cat. I’ve dealt capital punishment for less than that.” 


“You gonna break my thumbs, Gordon? You must have me confused with that six-armed 
meathead who fed you your lungs.” 


“T still hold him in higher regard than I do the rest of you... and Peychaud? At least I didn’t 
get my gonads fed to me by one of my catamites.” (To Chifir and the Exalted Ones). “With 
your leave, my Lords.” 


The deposed Hakaishin went their separate ways. 


The main gates of the pagoda yawned open. Several throngs of Therian Agents made their 
way to the Grand Numena and bowed before her along with their leader, a short, bespectacled 
anthropomorphic amalgamate of Cuban solenodon, reef stonefish, and hummingbird, with 
underlying Dorakiyan characteristics. 


“Hail, Lady Chifir. We have received tidings of the latest happenings. As per your orders, the 
cloning chambers are being readied.” 


“Hail, Agent Synanchus. Is it safe to initiate the procedure?” 


“Our scientists have just finished conducting the initial tests. Lord Houkui says we may begin 
in two hours.” 


“Two hours? Why such delay?” 


“That is how long it takes to conduct the full diagnostics, according to Lord Houku1’s 
stipulations. He is most adamant in that regard, milady. None of us dare gainsay him.” 


“T see... tell Lord Houkui the procedure must be readied in two hours’ time. No further 
delays.” 


“As you wish.” 


Bowing once more, Synanchus reentered the palace. Once he was gone, Chifir relayed further 
instructions to the soldiers, then dismissed them. 


“Grand Numena... what are these ‘cloning chambers’ you spoke of?” 


“A contingency plan, Grand Hegemon Artois. As I warned thou and thine’s, the Song of 
Resurgence likely would not succeed in restoring your full power, e’en aided by the magicks 
of the Dark Citadel. Knowing this, I tasked Numen Houkui and others with acquiring 
materials to create sturdier bodies for ye should such come to pass. While the process of 
gathering and combining materials and crafting frames best suited for thyself and Lords 
Stellus, Tyskus, Gaezia, and Ciechan consumed far more time than initially anticipated, Lord 
Houkui and his men have forg’d bodies capable of housing and unleashing your full might.” 


“T see...” 


“Regarding the loss of Umriah... attending the wisdom of Lord Baimao and Lady Sencha, I 
tasked the best amongst our magisters with constructing a replica of the floating continent 
and the Ansaba Ghebbi, the citadel of the Dread Emperor. Our sorcerers spent millennia 
studying the magicks of the demon to replicate them. We were aware of the aeonic feud 
between Dragon Lord Summanus and the House of Dumuzid, so we deem’d it possible he 
would conduct an attack similar to the one we narrowly escaped. Regrettable as the loss of 
Umriah hath proven, our revision will prove a most worthy substitute once ye are ready to 
initiate the Resurrection Phase.” 


“Resurrection Phase?” 

Grand Vizier Ciechan had spoken. 

“Do ye not wish to revivify your fellow Seitoshin?” 
Stellus allowed himself to laugh. 


“Most impressive, Grand Numena! With your diligence and foresight, we are sure to triumph 
over Phanes and his allies. Why—” 


A deafening explosion derailed the All-Hegemon’s train of thought. Having warped to the 
inner courtyard of the palace, the dragoness and the Seitoshin soon found its source. 


“What is the meaning of this, Caron-sama!? Why dost thou disturb the peace!?” 
Still bloodied and mangled, the scion of Allpa hissed a laugh. 


“Apologies, dearest sister. I merely thought fit to rebuke mine pupils on account of their most 
grievous failure.” 


Chifir and her charges surveyed the area. The courtyard was strewn with corpses, besmirched 
by blood of all colors. 


“T shall not warn thee again, Amaru-kun. Our soldiers are not cattle for thee to slay at will.” 
The snake man spat to his left. 


“Well, methought it best to instill the terror of God unto these fops.” (Grumbles). “All those 
eons, all that training... what a gods-damned waste! To make matters worse, we lost three 
most promising pupils to the King of All and his band of sots.” (Brief pause). “Shame they 
didn’t take ye instead...” 


Tapping into God-Might, Caron levitated Daiya Mainyu, Janus Portunus, and Helel Auror to 
where he stood. Once he’d taken his sweet time bashing the trio against the ground, walls, 
and each other, the reptile tossed Auror and Portunus aside to focus on Mainyu. Coughing 
and spitting bloodied earth from his broken mask, the Dark Adept dared not face the Warlord 
Deity. 


“I humbly beg your forgiveness, Master! I will not disappoint you again! You can be sure of 
it!” 


The spiteful snake spat to the left. 
“Indeed.” 


The serpent god lifted Mainyu off the ground with God-Might. Having covered the disciple’s 
head with his remaining hand, Caron squeezed it with increasing intensity, deaf to the 
screams of the Dark Adept. It took the snake deity all of one second to crush Mainyu’s head 
like a grape. 


Whole of him stained with black blood and brain matter, the cobra dropped the corpse like so 
much rubbish. Licking his hand with unabashed delight, the Bushoshin next turned his 
attention to Portunus and Auror. 


“Now... regarding the two of ye...” 
“That is enough.” 


Sencha had spoken. Lower body still missing, the Gorugonian projected a holographic image 
of herself for all to see. 


“The Grand Numena speaks wisdom, milord. We cannot afford such wantonness. Our 
soldiers—” 


“Our soldiers? Speak for thyself, Euthalia. I would entrust those fops of thine’s with naught 
but swabbing floors with their bare tongues.” 


“What I said remains true nonetheless, Dhejava Chinokiba...” 
The serpent god snorted contempt. 


“I am Caron, ninety-fifth of mine name, son of Itzcuil, of the Sun-Sired House of Allpa. I 
bend the knee to no one, save those whom I deem worthy. Thus far only four have proven 
thus... thou art not one of them, daughter of Euphemios. I tire of thy pointless palaver. If thou 
hast naught else to say, kindly be on thy way. These mongrels, these so-called disciples of 
mine, have disappointed me most grievously. In the name of the All-Siring Sun, I swear I'll 
make them rue the minute they first beheld the light of day.” 


Having spoken thus, the cobra walked to the horrified Dark Adepts, only to stop and spare a 
disdainful side glance at the remains of Daiya Mainyu. Whole of him brimming with Chaos 
Dynamis and Shinsen Might, the Warlord Deity spoke in blood-curdling Nahuatl. 


“fPerish...}.” 


Words still lingering, the corpse was set ablaze in Chaos Dynamis, disintegrating it and the 
entirety of Mainyu’s being in a matter of microseconds. Sparing one final contemptuous spit 
upon now empty scorched earth, the serpent god turned to his pupils. 


“Pick yourselves up, bastards! Ill salt ye to mine heart’s content till you prove deserving of 
respite!” 


Master and pupils scurried away. Sencha excused herself before taking her leave as well. 
“Lord Caron... he is most driven indeed.” 
Grand Scribe Gaezia had spoken. Chifir solemnly blinked. 


“His excesses must not go unsanctioned. Left unchecked, they pose more of a threat to our 
project than Demiurge Phanes and his group.” (Brief pause). “Let us be on our way, mine 
Lords. Lord Houkui’s preparations are far from finish’d, and there is still much we must 
acquaint ourselves with.” 


Having said this, the shinobi and Seitoshin headed inside the palace... 
The Omni-King 5 Realm, two days later... 


Groaning out loud, Salmer Khaitan finally managed to open his eyes. Sitting up on the bed, 
the former Therian Agent found himself in a sparsely furnished hospital room. Tearing 
himself away from the bandaged stump remaining from his right arm, the sensation of 
wearing something damp and heavy over his face nearly compelled the late Lord Geene to 
scratch himself, only to stop himself when someone else entered. 


“No touching. Doctor says you’ ll have to wear that thing till further notice.” 


The warrior once known as God of Destruction Geene couldn’t say anything. His tongue and 
mind were hellbent on defying him. 


“Bokma’s in another room. Elyx and Ag are watching him. Kid’s been having nightmares 
since he got here... barely eats, always lookin’ over his shoulder. As for Zumot... Cukatail’s 
with him most of the time. That Suspect of Lice did a number on him. PII save you the dark 
and gritty details for some other time.” 


Silence. Picking up a small hand mirror, Khaitan realized he’d been fitted with several layers 
of gauze, all of it blackened by his own blood. 


The door opened once again. In came a Kualuan, roughly four feet tall. Oblong jasper-green 
eyes blinking, the new arrival’s oval-shaped visage shifted between bereavement, 
wonderment, and gratitude. Vitreous scales reflecting yellow-orange, the Universe 12 sigil 
etched on her uniform told Salmer all he needed to know as to who she was. 


“Hapu...” 
“Lord Geene... the others... I... Pm sorry...” 


Darting past Ciroc, Hapusa Terai enveloped Khaitan in a teary embrace. The Agent of 
Destruction still wept when a familiar orcish male let himself in. 


“Hey there, kiddo. Long time no see.” 


“Uncle Ed...” 


Behind Mill trailed a pale blue-skinned female of his species, dressed in a simple gown and 
sandals. The haloed newcomer wiped the tears off her soft chestnut eyes before stepping 
inside. 


“Hello, Salmer.” 
Khaitan’s eyes began to tremble. 
“Yovsa...” 


Behind Ed and Yovsa awaited Martinu, now back to base form. Much as the Guide Angel 
strove to conceal it, her puffy eyes laid her state of mind bare for all to know. Though the 
Attendant had long since recovered from Caron’s near-fatal attack, the area surrounding the 
bitemark had shifted into a sickening cinnabar bordering on burgundy, part of which could be 
seen, despite her robes concealing most of it. 


“Salmer... there’s somebody else who wants to see you.” 


Stepping aside, the Guide Angel invited another female in. It took a conscious effort for 
Khaitan not to flinch at the sight of those red-brown eyes, wraparound glasses, yellow and 
thistle scales... it was her... it was... 


“T... Tyree?” 


Other than the halo over her head, the dragoness looked much the same as when she was 
alive. Following Tyree, an elderly bearded Doragonian male entered, also bearing a halo over 
his head. 


“Dassal...” 


Salmer sat transfixed. His mind urged him to speak, cry, gesticulate, but he couldn’t move or 
do much of anything, other than gawk at the new arrivals. The warrior formerly known as 
God of Destruction Geene remained numb, even after Hapusa allowed Tyree some room. 


“My love... I have missed you so much...” 


Despite returning Tyree’s embrace, Khaitan remained unable to respond for a good five 
minutes. Afterward, the disgraced ex-deity forced himself to face the female he loved. 


“Ty... Bokma... he hates me... and it... it’s all my fault...” 

“Salmer... now is not the time to worry about that.” 

“I... I hurt him... I wish... I wish I was dead. I wish I... I was never... born...” 
“No... don’t say that... don’t you ever say that...” 


Jodhpur opened her beloved’s clenched fists. Black blood had stained the bed sheets and 
floor before Martinu healed the injuries. Eyes trembling, the mutated Kualuan ventured 
another look. 


“I need to see him.” 


“We’ll see him together. I haven’t met him yet. He was sleeping when we reached his room. 
Our son needs his rest. So do you...” 


“It’s ok... it’H all be ok. I love you, Salmer. I always will.” 
“He needs to rest. You should, as well. P11 keep him company.” 


Martinu had spoken. Once the others were gone, the battered warrior laid back down and shut 
his eyes. Two or three minutes went by before he spoke again. 


“Weak...” 
“Salmer?” 

“I was... too weak.” 
“That’s not true.” 


“Universe 12... Tyree... Bokma... Dagon... Phimal... Kerbrok... Soncar... Kimon... 
Sonram... you...” 


The fallen God of Destruction sat back up with a jolt. Eyes on Martinu, the amphibious 
warrior barely took notice of the gelid tone in his own voice. 


“I have to do better than that... I have to be better than that.” 


Crimson-encircled yellow tinting his irises, Salmer Khaitan sank his claws into the palms of 
his hands. It took all of Martinu’s remaining strength to smother the scream she nearly 
unleashed... 


Elsewhere... 


Reclined on his bed, Zumot al-Massaya futilely sought to meditate. Countenance smothered 
in bloodied gauze, new Suppression Collar clasped around his neck, the mutant felt around 
himself. He was likely strapped to some kind of machinery. His first impulse was to rip away 
all those wires and cables tethered to him, yet he thought better of it. Something more urgent 
was on his mind. 


“|What's going on? My eyes... I cant feel my eyes!].” 


The nearby door opened. In came Cukatail, now back to base form, still bearing wounds from 
the fight. 


“Lord Arak...” 


Facing ahead, the Calamantian tuned into his Attendant’s energy signature. 


“Cukatail... what happened to me? Why can’t I feel my eyes?” 
Eyes shut and reopened, the Angel released a heart-wrenching sigh. 


“Lord Arak... Zumot... you lost control of the Aspect of Light during the battle. Your power... 
it overwhelmed you. It burned through your whole body, inside and out. Your organs 
sustained catastrophic damage, particularly your eyes. The medics could not save them. 
Weakened as we are due to the invasion, my magic and that of Father, my siblings, and His 
Eminence couldn’t heal you entirely. We managed to mend the worst of it, but you’! require 
several Gen Essence immersions to completely fix the damage. In the meantime, you must 
remain in bed till you recover from your first round of surgery. I’m so sorry...” 


Whole of him shaking, the fallen Destroyer from the Universe of Balance mustered all 
remaining willpower before he could collapse anew. 


“Are you hungry, milord? Is there anything I can do to make you comfortable?” 
The Calamantian shook his head. 
“Salmer and Bokma...” 


“They’re both housed elsewhere in the Hall of Refection. Last I asked Martinu, she said the 
lad was fast asleep. She hasn’t said much regarding Lord Geene, however. From what little 
she has let slip, Salmer... uh...” 


Shaking his head, the Guide Angel of Universe 5 took a seat next to the bed. 
“Now is not the time to discuss that. You should rest, my Lord.” 
The former Hakaishin frowned. 


“Please... call me Zumot. I’m not God of Destruction Arak anymore. I don’t deserve that 
name, that title...” 


“Don’t say things like that. You’re not to blame for what happened.” 
Zumot sharply turned. 


“How can you say that!? I was the Hakaishin of our universe! It was my duty to protect it, to 
safeguard all who inhabit it, to maintain the balance between Destruction and Creation!” 
(Brief pause). “I failed, Cukatail. It’s all I’ve ever done. I failed Bokma... I failed Salmer... 
Ciroc... Miswa... our children... Avso...” 


“Enough!” 
The Attendant rose in a huff. 


“I won’t let you speak so vilely about yourself! Sir Ali, Lord Mabruk, Lady Miswa, Masters 
Tuak, Bali, and Giabel would weep if they could hear you!” 


“| With laughter, right?|. “Mother and Father were right, after all... I am cursed.” 
“Zumot... don’t do this to yourself. Y—” 


A soft knock derailed the Angel’s train of thought. The Attendant next beheld a Calamantian 
dressed in a nurse’s uniform. Visage concealed underneath a burka, the new arrival looked on 
ahead at Cukatail, as if seeking assurance, at the same time Zumot found her ki signature. 


(Translated from Arabic). “{Greetings, Lady Ramallah. Please come in}.” (Brief pause). “Lo 
—Zumot, this is Ramallah bint Muaddi. She will be looking after you as well.” 


What little could be seen of Ramallah’s greenish eyes betrayed puzzlement and discomfort. A 
couple of false starts later, Zumot addressed her in the same language. 


“{Uh... my apologies. I realize you must be frightened by my appearance... not that I blame 
you. I’m a Calamantian, like you}.” (Brief pause). “{Well... I was born as one, to be precise. 
You needn’t be afraid, though. I mean you no harm}.” 


Following a polite bow, Ramallah pushed in a cart containing cleaning materials and other 
necessaries. The nurse whispered something into Cukatail’s ear, after which she busied 
herself tidying up the room. 


(Sotto-voce). “(Lady Ramallah said she’Il serve you supper once she’s finished cleaning).” 
(Brief pause). “(She only speaks in whispers).” 


“(Why?).” 
“(I’m not at liberty to discuss that, milord. Suffice it to say it’s painful... for her).” 
“(I see...).” 


Another knock. Once Cukatail opened the door, the fallen Destroyer could only look outside, 
slack jawed before two familiar energy signatures. 


“Samir... Muscat...” 


Acknowledging Ramallah and Cukatail, the tegu and Naatsusian let themselves in. Save for 
the halos above their heads, the former Agents of Destruction were just as Arak remembered 
them. Following a short bow, Samir addressed the former Agent Siddhar. 


“We’re here to help, Lord Arak. All of us are.” 


The Guide Angel took notice of something else. The reptile and the rodent were... holding 
hands? 


“Samir... Muscat... thank you.” 
The tegu sat next to the bed. 


“No need to thank us.” 


“It’s the least we could do, my Lord.” 


“Muscat... call me Zumot. God of Destruction Arak is...” (Brief pause). “Have you gone to 
see Salmer?” 


The Naatsusian pulled up a chair next to Cukatail. 

“Lady Martinu said he fell asleep just now. I’ve never seen her so frightened.” 
“Frightened?” 

Samir sighed. Cukatail made to speak, only for Muscat to cut him off. 


“Sir Cukatail, Lord Arak... Zumot... there’s something you ought to know: Salmer’s energy 
feels... off. Samir and I didn’t set foot in his room, but even outside we could sense a 
foreboding cold around him. There is an unnatural darkness in him... the Dark of Kekuatan.” 


“Your energy feels askew as well, Lo—Zumot. It’s... eerily warm. Muscat says it’s the Light 
of Kekuatan, but...” 


“Lemme guess: it feels wrong... unnatural.” (Brief pause). “Something happened to Salmer 
and I back in the Void Realm. Those people, they forced Bokma, Salmer’s son, to awaken our 
faculties. Salmer was... ‘fixated’ on the Aspect of Dark. I was fixated on the Aspect of 
Light.” 


Muscat’s shudder wasn’t lost on the group. 
“Milord... the ones who perpetrated such iniquity... were they wearing grey robes?” 
Zumot spared a somber nod. 


“One of the people in charge, Numena Sencha, she’s an Adept of the Light. Her sister Kocha 
is an Adept of the Dark.” 


Muscat put on his thinking cap. Barely a moment went by before the Adept of the Devas 
came across an important truth. 


“This Sencha... is she a Gorugonian?” 
Zumot looked up. 

“Yes... yow did you know?” 

Samir picked up where Muscat left off. 


“Those so-called Awakenings were practiced by several ancient Adept Schools. Sencha likely 
belongs to one of them.” 


Muscat left his seat. 


“One of the most prominent among them was the Schola Tsai from Universe 15. It was 
almost entirely comprised by Gorugonians. I could be wrong, but Sencha might well belong 
to it.” 


“Your guess is as good as mine. She didn’t let much of anything spill around us.” (Brief 
pause). “We should ask Mule. He...” 


The fallen god’s flood of sweat and hard swallow wasn’t lost on the group. Fortunately, it 
wasn’t long before the son of Ksarak collected himself. 


“We met a coupla times when we were training, back in Mate’s palace. Zevion... he dreaded 
being around Sencha. He’d go out of his way not to be alone with...” (Brief pause). “Oh 
gods... Zevion...” 


Silence. It was up to Samir to take control of the situation. 


“Lord Arak... Zumot... you mustn’t dwell on that. You should rest and recover. Leave the 
hard work to us for now. We can—” 


Another knock. In came another familiar figure. Zumot already knew who it was before 
searching for his ki. 


“Nochirasu...” 


Leaning on a rudimentary walking cane, the former Numen acknowledged everyone before 
stepping inside. The slug pretended not to notice Ramallah’s furtive glances as she went 
about her tasks. Samir and Muscat rose and bowed before the sage, who reciprocated as 
Cukatail pulled a seat for him. The snail mystic was about to speak, when Muscat addressed 
him. 


“Greetings. You are attuned to Kekuatan, as I am.” 


“l Indeed. Although I was reared as an Adept of the Dark, I have embraced the Light as well. 
It gladdens me to see thou hast done the same.” 


“That means you’re a Dual Adept... I am Muscat of the Sabrat Clan. This is Samir, my 
significant other.” 


The late Lord Arak couldn’t help but wonder. 
“| ‘Significant other’?].” 


“T belong to the Tumak Clan. It’s an honor to meet you, Sage Nochirasu. We have heard 
about you, how you aided Lord Arak and the others throughout their captivity.” 


“[ ‘Twas the least I could do, milady].” (Brief pause). “[Hail, Zumot al-Massaya. I have come 
to inquire about thy welfare].” 


“My welfare!? Nochirasu, you... you took one pummeling after another! How is it you can 
still move!?” 


“(Iam a Servant of Chikara. I can ill afford to whine and fret about mineself, when there are 
so many in need of succor].” 


“T see... what about Mate and the others?” 


“(Mine brother doth convalesce herein].” (Frowns). “| His mind is in turmoil, his heart 
enmesh’d in sorrow. Makoto-kun blameth himself for what came to pass. Our sister s betrayal 
and that of Sir Beinwell hath dealt him a blow thrice more dire than any he received in battle. 
Lords Ganlu, Lahpeth, and Mulaban recuperate in this very place as well. As for mine 
beloved Euthymia... she and Lord Mule have been working in tandem since they first came to 
this realm. Their own injuries have yet to heal, yet already they labour on behalf of the sick 
and wounded|.” 


“Sounds like Mule, alright... he always was a workaholic...).” (Brief pause). “Uh, 
Nochirasu... about Zevion... is it true? Did Sencha really...” 


The mollusk spared a somber nod. 

“(Dwell not on that, mine Lord. Thou art in need of rest].” 

A knock from outside. In came no other than... 

“Ciroc...” 

“Zumot... I’m here. All of us are.” 

Unable to contain himself, the Calamantian wept bitterly. 

“Ciroc... I... Pm sorry. I couldn’t protect Salmer... I couldn’t... protect Bokma... I... a 
“Zumot... don’t. What happened wasn’t your fault. I know that... we all do.” 


“I... I failed them both. Salmer... I should’ve known it, realized it... how much he was...” 


“That’s enough, al-Massaya. All those things you said, they’re my fault, not yours.” (Brief 
pause). “Salmer... he was hurting... suffering. He was so hard on the boy because he... 
because he wanted to protect him. I should’ ve stepped in sooner. If I had, maybe Bokma 
wouldn’t have left. Me and Salmer... we could’ve patched things up. I... I thought he’d be 
able to work things out on his own, like I did... like I thought I did. I’m so fucking stupid!” 


Cukatail put his foot down. 


“That’s enough. Now is not the time to dwell on the past. Both of you must calm down and 
rest. You're both here, still alive. You still have time to mend what was broken, but this is not 
the way to do it.” 


Silence. Two or three minutes went by before Zumot next spoke. 


“Nochirasu... could you... could you teach me to control my powers? The Light... it’s eating 
me alive. Everyone... everything... out of balance. They must... they must all be made to 


embrace it so—” 


The son of Ksarak smothered his maw too little, too late. The fallen Destroyer God wept. It 
wasn’t long before Cukatail’s hand laid on his shoulder. 


“Zumot...” 


“Cukatail, I... I don’t know... what to do... this damn thing... please... don’t let it... don’t 
let me become... a monster. I... I’m scared. I’m such a fucking coward... Avso... Miswa... 
Bal—” 


“Zumot... it’s alright... it’ll be alright...” 


The mutant’s weeping and blubbering dispersed the silence. Ramallah spared one last 
sorrowful glance before resuming her duties... 


Elsewhere... 


Bokma finally managed to sit upward on his sickbed. Though the lad had been sleeping for 
most of the day, he still felt drained. Visage wrapped in gauze, the half-Doragonian rose. The 
floor felt icy to his fowl-like feet. For all his efforts, the son of Geene could only sit back 
down and sigh. 


The late Agent Enki turned to the sound of a door opening. In came a teary-eyed haloed 
Asurendran, khaki skin speckled with black stripes, height roughly eight-foot-nine. 


“Aunt Elyx...” 

“Bokma... I... Pm so...” (Brief pause). “I’m so happy to see you, sweetie.” 
“Papa and Zumot... are they...?” 

“They’re recovering, too. Oh Bok...” 

Sitting on the bed, the colossus barely smothered the urge to embrace the youth. 


“I’m so sorry, Bokma. Ciroc, Zumot, Salmer, all of us... we looked everywhere. We... we 
didn’t know. Poor Ciroc hasn’t stopped crying.” 


The lad shook his head. 


“It’s... it’s not your fault, Auntie. If I’d stayed in Universe 12, if I could’ve been what Papa 
wanted me to be, none of this would’ve happened. I... I’m so fucking stupid, I—” 


“Bokma Jodhpur!” 


Glowering by now, the Asurendran bade the spooked mutate to face her. The son of Geene 
considered himself a dead man... for all of five seconds. 


“Bokma... don’t you ever say things like that again. What happened, what those godless 
pieces of shit did to you... it was not your fault. We know what went on between your father 
and you. None of us blame you for leaving. I just wish we could’ve done more...” (Brief 
pause). “Are you hungry?” 


The boy shook his head. 

“IĮ feel like shit. Papa... I... I wanted to... oh gods...” 

“Bok... don’t. The three of you are alive, here, with us. That’s all that matters.” 
“Tt... it should’ve been me who died... not Mama...” 

“Bokma!” 


The pair turned to the opened door, where Ag had just come in. Eyes aflood, the Supreme Kai 
of Universe 12 nearly smothered the lad in a tight embrace. 


“Don’t say that. Don’t you ever say that.” 

“Bokma?” 

The trio spotted another new arrival. Groggy as he was, the lad could only wipe his eyes. 
“Who... who are you?” 


The newcomer was a female Doragonian, with yellow and thistle-colored scales similar to his 
own. It took roughly ten seconds for Bokma to connect the dots. The boy couldn’t help but 


gasp. 
“M-Mama?” 
“My son!” 


Tyree Jodhpur all but threw herself upon the boy. The former Therian Agent sat transfixed, 
barely able to blink. 


“Bokma... my boy. How I have longed to see you.” 

“Why?” 

“Excuse me!?” 

The despondent ex-Therian Agent took a look at himself. 

“Mama... I... I’m a monster now. I don’t even look like you and Papa anymore.” 
“Don’t you ever think that. I don’t care what you look like. Yov’ll always be my son.” 


Looking up, the late Agent Enki spotted another new arrival: Dassai Jodhpur. 


“Grandpa...” 
“My sweet dear boy...” 


Another teary embrace. The sight of another figure standing at the threshold brought the lad 
crashing down to here and now. 


Cradling the remnants of his right arm, Salmer Khaitan looked upon his son with grieving, 
blood-encircled eyes of amber. Forgotten invectives, recent trespasses, words born from 
anger, resentment, spite, fear... it all came back to them. 


He has to die... 

He’ gotta pay... for everything. 

Nothing... never... good enough... he... hates me... 
H-He... h-he doesnt deserve to live. 

THIS ISN’T GOOD ENOUGH! 

YOU’RE WEAK! TOO FUCKING WEAK! 
SHUT THE FUCK UP! 

MOM’S DEAD BECAUSE OF YOU! 

I HATE YOU! I FUCKING HATE YOU! 
YOU HAVE TO DO BETTER THAN THAT! 
YOU HAVE TO BE BETTER THAN THAT! 
“BOKMA!” 


The half-Doragonian bolted out of the room before anybody could stop him. Mind overrun 
with baleful voices and wicked laughter, the youth stumbled and fell into a broken heap of 
nothing, shrinking from Tyree and Dassai’s approach. 


“I ALMOST KILLED HIM! I... I almost... killed him... Pm sorry... I’m sorry...” 
“Hush... it’s ok... it’s alright.” 

Back to base form, Grand Zen-Oh and Grand Priest cautiously approached. 

“Little one?” 

The Omni-King called to the son of Geene. Eyes red with tears, Bokma looked upward. 


“Z-Zen? Zenny?” 


“What!?” 

Salmer made the scene, with Martinu, Ciroc, Elyx and Ag hot on his heels. 
“Bokma... why did you call the Omni-King ‘Zenny’?” 

“Salmer...” 

The King of All somberly shut and opened his eyes. 


“I probably should’ve told you this, but... back in the day, I kinda used to pop over to your 
place while you were away and play with Bokma when he was little. Please don’t be mad at 
Martinu and Ag. I told them not to say anything.” 


The warrior once named God of Destruction Geene blinked in utter stupefaction. Finally, 
after two or three false starts, the mutated Kualuan loosened his tongue. 


“YOU DID WHAT!?” 
“Poor kid was alone all day long. He was so sad and lonely, so I...” (Brief pause). “Salmer?” 


The world around the fallen Hakaishin came crashing down. Stare blank, gaze peering into 
infinitude, a bereaved Salmer Khaitan made to speak, only to collapse on his back and lose 
all notion of time and space. 


“SALMER?!” 


Cradling his successor, the late Lord Bonak and Martinu spirited the Kualuan back to his 
quarters, leaving Tyree and the rest to look after the boy... 


Elsewhere... 


Okocim Lech-Sa gradually opened his remaining eye. Much as he wanted to take a look at 
himself, the Sphygian was in too much pain to do anything, other than face in front of him as 
his mother, sister, and girlfriend sprang to attention. 


(Translated from Standard Sekhmetian). “{He has awakened! Thank the gods!}.” 


Brulle Féverte-Se rushed to the Medical Chamber. Upon closer inspection, the Late Lord 
Beerus found himself submerged within a shimmering liquid, similar to the one used on his 
grandfather. Speaking of which... 


“{My dear boy... praised be the gods!}.” 

“*Grandfather... you’re alright! You’re all alright!}.” 

“{Okocim... we were told to prepare for the worst. Thank the gods w-we...}.” 
Blanton Bourbon-Sa wept. 


“fT... I was afraid I would lose you ... my dear boy...}.” 


“Lord Beerus!” 


Son Goku let himself in, followed by Desmond Jimador, the other four Heralds, Fennel, and 
Cumin. 


“Goku... Nappa, Raditz, Gohan, Vegeta, the others... are they...” 
“We’re alright, Okocim... just really tired and banged up.” 


“[So what else is new?]. Goku... I couldn’t have done it without you. Thank you... for 
believing in me.” 


“Hey, we should be thanking you. You saved all of us and—” 
“Let me get a word in, Desmond.” 


Facing the male she loved, Anise Lozada vainly strove to speak. Trembling all over, the 
dancer sobbed in front of the chamber. 
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“Okocim... there’s something I gotta tell you... I— 
The Tien-Shin pupil was about to speak when someone else all but pushed past her. 
“Quitela!” 


“What the fuck was that all about!? What the hell were you thinking, Beerus!? You left us all 
in the lurch! You have any idea what could’ve happened if—” 


“Outta my way, S-S-Sauza!” 


The late Lord Champa cut in front of the mouse. Teary eyes ardent with outrage, Lanson 
Brulle-Sa drilled his stare into his twin brother. 


““W-Why the h-h-h-hell d-d-d-d-did-d you d-d-do that f-f-for!? What h-happened t-to w-w- 
working t-t-together!?” 


“Lanson... I-L...” 

“Y-You c-c-c-c-c-could’ve d-d-d-die-d-d, Ok-k-k-k-kocim! D-Do y-y-y-you h-have i-i-idea 
h-h-h-how m-m-much y-you’ve h-hurt us!? M-M-Mother a-a-and A-A-Asahi have b-been c- 
c-crying for d-d-d-days n-n-n-now! A-A-A-Anpu sp-sp-sp-spends his f-f-f-free t-t-time t-t-t-t- 


trying to c-c-c-console them! S-S-Sakar h-h-has b-b-b-been losing s-s-s-sleep! G-G- 
Grandfather b-b-b-blames h-h-himself! I... I...” 


The former Lord Champa wept openly. 


“H-How... h-h-how c-could you!? W-W-We... I... I a-almost I-l-lost-t-t y-you! Don’t-t-t... d-d- 
don't e-e-ever d-d-do anything... anything l-l-like this a-a-a-again...” 


“Lanson... I’m sorry... IL” 


“That will be all, guys.” 
Bael had spoken. 


“We’ll have plenty of time to chew him out. For now, let’s just be glad we have the chance to 
do so.” 


Further visitors made the scene: Liquiir and Iwan’s fathers. 

“Lord Righetto... where’s Rugato? Is he alright?” 

Bereavement upon his countenance, Liquiir’s predecessor looked up to the patient. 
“He’s alive, but... you must rest, dear boy.” 

“Lord Righetto... please...” 

Solemnly blinking, the Varupian sighed. 


“We explored Mate’s palace after the battle ended. With the aid of Rugato and other former 
Therian Agents, we located a chamber. It contained... a machine... an unholy abomination.” 


Okocim swallowed hard. 
“Was it... was it that machine Rugato told me about... the one that runs on Angel ki?” 
The late Lord Nebbiolus nodded. 


“We also found... Angels... thousands of them... dead... all but two. Awamo’s life is 
hanging by a thread. Korn...” (Voice breaks). “He... he was already dead by the time we got 
there. Rugato... he was the one who found him. My boy... he went insane... started 
screaming. We had to knock him unconscious before he hurt himself. My dear Rugato... he 
blames himself... no matter what we say.” 


“Where is he now?” 


“He’s been cared for by his mother and siblings. His lover and kits have yet to see him. 
Rugato... he spends every waking moment weeping, shivering, rambling incoherently. Last 
night, we caught him... harming himself. His Eminence’s medics have kept him sedated for 
most of the day. He... he is a wreck, dear lad. That’s the only way I can describe it.” 


“Lord Righetto... I... I’m so sorry...” 
Righetto somberly shook his head. 


“You mustn’t blame yourself. You saved my son once again, Okocim Lech-Sa. I am forever 
in your debt. In the name of my father, my mother, my brethren, my beloved, my children, 
my ancestors, the entirety of House Amarone... I thank you.” 


“What about Iwan? Mule... Arak... Geene and his son?” 


Riise von Bundaberg took over. 


“Okocim, Lanson, Riazul, Strongbow, Bael... I too am in your debt. I don’t know how I can 
ever repay the five of you. Stroh... he... he’s spent the past couple of days in bed. That stare 
of his... it’s like he’s looking at everything and nothing all at once. He barely responds when 
his mother, siblings, and I speak to him. He... he doesn’t even react when we touch him... 
when we approach him. He eats practically nothing, barely moves. He just... sits there... 
blinking at nothing. The one time he spoke since we got here, he asked for someone named 
Shriya. We couldn’t tell him anything. We dare not discuss Awamo just yet. He may never 
recover if the worst comes to pass... I...” 


“Riise...” 

The door opened again: Ciroc Musgrave and his fellow Predecessors. 
“Kid... glad t’see you’re awake.” 

“Ciroc... Geene and Arak... are they...?” 


“They’re alive... so’s Bokma. Okocim... I... I’m sorry, I... 


Overcome by grief, Geene’s predecessor collapsed on his knees. Leaving him under the care 
of Krupnik, Noilly thought it best to take over. 


“Thanks to you and the others, we managed to rescue Salmer, Zevion, Zumot, Stroh, and four 
other Therian Agents. We also secured three captives from the Lost Universes.” (Brief 
pause). “Belsazar and Solera... they’re still in the hands of the enemy.” 


The late Beerus the Destroyer shook his head. 
“Shit...” 
Hypatia al-Shedeh continued. 


“Do not blame yourself, son of Lech. All of you went beyond the call of duty... I... forgive 
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me... 


A weeping Doza turned away in time to meet the Omni-King, Grand Priest, Whis, Vados, 
Anpurion, and Sakar, all back to base form. 


“Dad...” 

“Sakar... are you alright?” 

“Still healing up. Thank the gods you’re awake.” 
“Same here...” (Brief pause). “What about Tusker?” 


“He hasn’t stopped working since we got back. He’s even more volatile than usual. We 
thought it best to leave him be... least for now.” 


“I see...” 

“Son of Lech...” 

The King of All had spoken. 
“Your Eminence... did we win?” 


“We did... for now. Chifir, the Exalted Ones, and the rest got away. They’re likely holed up 
in one of the occupied Universes.” (Brief pause). “Okocim... why did you do it? Why did 
you take on all that ki by yourself?” 


Much as he tried to, the warrior once known as Beerus the Destroyer couldn’t tear himself 
away from everyone’s stares. Having taken a deep breath, the Sphygian addressed the group. 


“I... I don’t know, Sir. I was going to share it, but then... something... something told me not 
to. Look, I... I didn’t want to kill myself or endanger the mission. There were so many times I 
almost chickened out, but... Sauza... Lanson... Strongbow... I couldn’t let you guys go 
through with it. If someone had to die... it might as well be me. You... you all have so much 
to live for.” 


“And you don’t!?” 
“Anise... I... Pm sorry... I didn’t mean...” 
A stern Strongbow Mead stepped ahead. 


“She’s right, Beerus. That was stupid and careless of you. We could’ve done it together, 
shared the burden... it didn’t have to be like this.” 


“Strongbow... I... I’m sorry. I’m not enjoying this any more than you guys are, but I—” 
“Enough.” 


Everyone turned to the King of All. Somberness upon him, the Supreme Benefactor urged the 
son of Lech to mark his words. 


“Okocim... the situation is grim. That stunt you pulled didn’t just fuck you up inside and out. 
By taking on all that extra energy, and overexerting yourself with Gen Rush, on top of it all, 
you ravaged your body’s ki paths. Long story short, you won’t be able to use or sense ki at all 
for the remainder of your life.” 


The former Destroyer shuddered. 
“T-Is there a way to fix it?” 


“Yes and no. While it is possible to repair the paths, doing so will take months, perhaps years. 
Even if we succeed, however, you’ll never return to the way you were. You’ll be much 
weaker, in pain for the rest of your life...” 


The late Lord Beerus swallowed hard. 
“So this is it, then? My fighting days are over?” 
“Not necessarily.” (Brief pause). “I think we should let them explain, Whis.” 


The Guide Angel of Universe 7 showed a hologram on his Attendant staff for all to see. 
Much to Okocim’s puzzlement, two others looked on from the other side. 


“Zevion... and... sorry... didn’t quite catch your name.” 


“[ am Euthymia, daughter of Euphemios. Once I was clepp’d Numena Kocha, daughter of 
Chamat, of House Tsai. Euthal—Numena Sencha is my twin sister. Apologies for addressing 
thee thus. Mine vocal cords were ravaged eons ago, so I can only speak through an artificial 
voice modulator, the sound of which is grating to mine ears].” 


“T see... how’re you holdin’ up, Mule?” 


Spectacled eyes blinking, the mutant Chertenokian faced his counterpart from the Universe of 
Trust. 


“Never mind that now. To make a long story short, Euthymia and I worked some 
modifications into the Gen Essence you’re floating in. In case you don’t know, it’s the same 
healing fluid that was used on your grandfather back in the Absolute Space-Time Realm. As 
for what it does, I'll spare you the technical jargon. Suffice it to say our upgrades help the 
Gen Essence (or ‘Neo Gen Essence’, as it were) work better and faster. While this’Il cut your 
recovery time in half, you’ll still be out of commission for several months. Even then... 
you’ll never be quite the way you used to.” 


The late Lord Beerus could only weep. 
“T’m sorry, guys... I... I didn’t mean to... gods... I ruined everything.” 


“(Perhaps not. There is another viable remedy, yet... ‘twould be best for them to explain, 
Thine Eminence].” 


Now it was Vados’s turn to activate her staff’s holo projector. Two darkened visages, one 
bearing four eyes like shimmering sapphire and amber, the other bearing four eyes like 
smoldering garnet and golden beryl, stared back. Much to his embarrassment, the fallen 
Hakaishin couldn’t repress an ominous shudder running through his battered body. 


“Uh... hi... you guys are... wait... don’t tell me... it’s on the tip of my tongue... 
Somnambulus and Alex?” 


Okocim’s kin and the rest cringed with second-hand shame. Rumush’s facepalm broke the 
awkward silence that followed. 


“Summanus and Alekto. Apologies, Master. Okocim means well, but he’s got his... quirks.” 


“So I see...” 


Much to their chagrin, Summanus’s voice brought shivers upon Okocim and the others. 


“The situation is thus, son of Lech: Alekto and I know of an ancient magical procedure 
capable of hastening your healing process, completing it in roughly four weeks. It is called 
the Dark Investiture.” 


Alekto continued where her counterpart left off. 


“The procedure is not without risks, however. As Summanus said, your healing will be 
significantly accelerated... should you be willing to pay the price.” 


“W-What pr—” 


Son Goku couldn’t finish his sentence. Tapping into his magical abilities, the son of Apo 
rendered the Saiyan unable to speak. 


“PI undo the spell once we’re out. Please continue, Master.” 
Summanus took over. 


“The Investiture works as follows: our magics shall course through your body, healing the 
damage and regenerating your lost limbs. Nevertheless, you will likely suffer from chronic 
pain for the remainder of your life. More importantly, said magics will permanently and 
irreversibly alter you in the process. There is no other way for it to work. Once it is complete, 
my blood and that of Alekto will flow through your veins.” 


“W-What’re you saying? I’m gonna turn into you guys? No offense, you know...” 
“Enough puerilities...” 
Summanus’s response set the group ill at ease before Alekto resumed the explanation. 


“The process will alter your flesh and blood to their very core, thereby transforming your 
‘genetics’. While you will remain a Sphygian, your body shall take on primary, secondary, 
and tertiary characteristics belonging to our Draconiad race. These include, but are not 
limited to, draconic wings, scales, spikes, and ridges across the head. Your tongue will also 
assume a forked shape alike that of a serpent.” 


Summanus continued. 


“Be not afraid. The flesh and blood you will receive from us will be minimal, so the changes 
will not be drastic. As Alekto stated, you will still be a Sphygian, albeit one with significant 
alterations.” 


The son of Lech swallowed hard. 


“Lastly, the Investiture may grant you the ability to call upon the Dark Fire both of us wield. 
Should that occur, however, your abilities and might will be nowhere close to ours. We shall 
elaborate later on, should you be interested.” 


Silence. Eyes bouncing all over the room to Anise, then Afsnath, Asahi, Lanson, Sakar, 
Blanton, Whis, Vados, and the rest, the warrior once known as Beerus struggled to speak. 


“I... I don’t know. It sounds tempting, but...” 
Alekto blinked. 


“You need not decide right away. Summanus and I will remain in the abode of the King of 
All for quite some time. Ponder your decision for as long as you require.” 


“Yeah... that’s reasonable. Thanks, you two.” 


“It is we who owe you thanks. You and your allies prevented the Numina from seizing the 
stronghold of the Dread Emperor and abusing his power. In the name of my father and the 
House of Dumuzid, I thank you.” 


Summanus blinked. 


“Due to your actions, the power of the Dark Sovereign will taint no other worlds. In the name 
of my son and the Enclave of Shadows, you have my thanks.” 


A bemused Okocim could only spare an awkward grin. 
“O-kay... I guess?” 

“Take your rest for now, son of Lech. We shall parley later on.” 
The pair killed the transmission. Whis took this chance to speak. 


“Everyone... there’s something important I need to discuss with Okocim and Anise. If you 
could give us some privacy...” 


“Very well. We’ll talk later.” 
Having spoken thus, Grand Zen-Oh made to leave, only to stop shortly after. 


“Actually, there’s one last thing you ought to know. While splitting up the energy would have 
been the smart thing to do, there’s a chance doing so would’ve made the explosion less 
effective, not to mention the fact it would’ve hurt your fellow Heralds just as bad. By doing 
what you did, you made sure Stellus and company couldn t conduct their attack. Beerus... 
Okocim... as foolish and ill-advised as your actions were, there’s no denying the fact they 
saved the Multiverse... all of us. For that, you have my eternal gratitude.” (Brief pause). 
“Let’s go, everyone.” 


Once a mute Son Goku made a thumbs-up gesture, the group took its leave. 
“Whis?” 


The Guide Angel solemnly blinked. 


“Anise... as you well know, you took severe damage during the battle at Universe 7, 
specifically during your scuffle with Agent Camphor.” 


Silence. Much to her lover’s worry, the Tien-Shin pupil took some time before she could 
reply. 


“Anise? Are you ok?” 


“Okocim... Camphor... she punched me in the gut... while we were fighting. I... I spat out 
blood, lots of it, and... and... Cim... I... I was pregnant.” 


It took a while for the statement to register in the Sphygian’s mind. Once it did, the son of 
Lech required roughly three seconds to reply. 


“You were what!?” 


“I didn’t know... I swear I didn’t know. Things were so hectic... I didn’t have time to run the 
usual tests, and...” 


The Nekoningan let the tears loose. 

“I’m so sorry, Cim... if Pd known, I... I wouldn’t have...” 
Now it was Okocim’s turn to weep. 

“Anise... Anise, it’s ok... we can... we can...” 

Silence. After enough time had passed, Whis cleared his throat. 


“After the battle, I came across the remains and protected them from the elements. Here 
comes the important part: though my powers are significantly weakened due to the invasion, 
I can bring the cub back to life and age it up to the newborn stage. However, since we will be 
fighting a war for the foreseeable future, I thought it best to consult with the two of you.” 


Okocim all but shone with joy. 


“You hear that, An!? We can have our cub back and... sorry... got a little ahead of myself 
there.” (Brief pause). “Anise... I want this... I really do, but... I can’t just decide for the both 
of us. If you want to have the cub, that’s fine. If you don’t want to... that’s fine, too. It’s your 
call.” 


“Cim... I... I want it too, but Whis is right. Things are going to be difficult. I... I don’t know 
if it’s such a good idea...” 


The Guide Angel blinked. 


“It’s ok, Anise. I don’t expect the two of you to decide right away... still, I must warn you: 
with my powers thus limited, I won’t have the means to keep the remains fresh indefinitely. 
Sooner or later, you'll have to make a decision.” 


“How long can you keep them?” 


“Three or four months, assuming the situation doesn’t deteriorate further.” (Brief pause). 
“Take this time to talk things over.” 


The Guide Angel made to leave. Turning around, Beerus’s former teacher beamed a warm 
smile at the couple. 


“Okocim, Anise... thank you for everything. I’m proud of both of you.” 
Once Whis had gone, the Tien-Shin pupil pulled a chair next to the healing chamber. 
“Anise... I meant what I said. Pll fully support you, no matter what you decide.” 


“This isn’t just my decision to make either, Cim. I... we need time to think, get our heads 
together and all that.” 


“Yeah... we’ll pull through. I promise.” (Brief pause). “So... what now?” 
“We have a lot to talk about.” 

“S’ok... ain’t goin’ nowhere for the time being.” 

The felines chuckled to their hearts’ content. 

“No argument here... where should we begin?” 

“Yeah... about that Dark Investiture thing... I think I...” 

Thus the hours passed... 

One month later... 


Door opened before her, Anise Lozada entered the room. Having quit the healing chamber, 
Okocim had just finished dressing up. 


The Tien-Shin pupil came in at the same time the late Lord Beerus was putting a shirt on. 
Reptilian eyes blinking sapphire and yellow beryl, the son of Lech exhibited widespread 
scaly black patches, irregularly spread across the body. His ears had also assumed a more 
draconic appearance, same as the spiked tail, which otherwise resembled that of any given 
Sphygian. Forehead, cheekbones, and chin decked with minute spikes, the nose and snout 
were stuck somewhere in between cat and dragon. 


One long, awkward silence later, the son of Lech managed to break the ice. 
“So... what do you think? Doesn’t look all that terrible, right?” 
“No, not at all... it’s still gonna take some getting used to, though.” 


“Yeah, I see what you mean...” (Smiles). “Dunno if Whis already told you, but this thing 
Summanus and Alekto did, it came with a sweet lil’ bonus. Wanna guess what it is?” 


The Tien-Shin pupil gathered her thoughts. 

“You're stronger and faster.” 

“Yeah, that’s true... that ain’t it, though.” 

“You have a healing factor? You can regenerate lost limbs?” 
“Also yeah, but that’s not it, either.” 

“You can breathe Dark Fire?” 


“True... almost, but not quite... give up?” (Brief pause). “Remember that pesky ki control 
problem I had? It’s gone! I don’t have to make that much of an effort to fly, shoot energy 
blasts and stuff anymore! Training and fighting are gonna be a lot less of a hassle from now 
on!” 


“Really!? That’s awesome!” 


The couple allowed themselves a lengthy, warm embrace. All but radiant, the Tien-Shin pupil 
resumed speaking. 


“Cim... are you happy?” 
The son of Lech wept tears of joy. 


“Yeah... this is the best I’ve felt in ages.” (Brief pause). “I still can’t believe it, you know. 
One month ago, I was the God of Destruction of Universe 7, doin’ nothing but layin’ around 
all day, making a pest of myself, bein’ an all-around douche, just because I could. Now... it’s 
like I was born again. I can really do better, be better this time around... and it’s all because 
of you.” 


“T’m so glad I got to meet you...” 
“Same here, An... same here.” 


The door opened. Whis and Vados came in holding a bundle, which they handed to Anise and 
Okocim. 


“Hey buddy... how did you sleep?” 
Smiling all over, the son of Lech planted a kiss on the cub’s forehead. 


“He hasn’t stopped running all over the place. Vados and I have to make sure he doesn’t 
bump into everything in his path. Isn’t that right, little Blanton?” 


Laughter was had by all. Vados saw fit to break the silence. 
“Your final rounds of treatment... I thought this day would never come.” 


“And not a moment too soon. Hate to spoil the moment, but...” 


“I know, Whis. It’s only a matter of time before the Void Realm makes its next move. We’ll 
be ready.” (Brief pause). “C’mon, An, let’s go get our training gear! I can’t wait to get back 
out there. I'll make sure to do things right this time around.” 


The Attendant from the Universe of Trust smiled for all to see. 
“I know you will... Lord Beerus.” 


The four headed outside. On their way to the courtyard, they passed by Riazul, Monji, 
Caway, and Ganos, all busied with playing with a little otter girl, a dead ringer for the 
Shinobi Mage. Warm smile upon his visage, Channel Ducts glimmering quietude, Sauza 
waved before he and the other three rose to greet Supreme Kai Kuru of Universe 4 and their 
new instructor, a female anthropomorphic opossum bearing Channel Ducts much like the 
Naatsusian’s, who also happened to be the new Goddess of Destruction of Universe 4. 
Nearby, Nink, Shantsa, Shosa, Damon, Gamisaras, and Dercori sparred under the watch of 
Cognac. 


Not that far away, Cocotte and Vuon stretched as Dyspo performed a kata under the watchful 
eye of Marcarita. Though still getting used to his cybernetic prostheses, the dinosaur Pride 
Trooper had made significant progress since day one. Lastly, the former Agent Khemenu was 
now somewhat like he used to be before all hell broke loose. The days of weeping and 
lamenting over what he had done that fateful day in Universe 7 would hopefully be behind 
him... someday. 


About a yard away, Mule and Zoiray trained with their new weapons. Under the guidance of 
Bulma and Camparri, Zevion made the most of that new cannon he installed into his systems 
(with a little help from Euthymia). Laszlo was getting pretty good with that weird triangular 

energy blade of his. The President of Capsule Corp and the others waved at the group before 
continuing their work. 


Strongbow and Lavender honed their skills along with the new Supreme Kai and Destroyer 
God-in-training of Universe 9, an anthropomorphic male bulldog with a muscle-gutted build. 
Their teacher was a stern, human-sized red-haired Great Ape built similarly to the canine. 
The group allowed themselves a quick wave as Okocim and company passed by. 


Some ten yards away, Rumush, Kamakiri, and their families practiced their skills under Kusu, 
Gowasu, and Summanus’s watch. Though the Guide Angel and Supreme Kai seemed to have 
aged well over five thousand years, their cheery no-nonsense demeanor had returned to stay. 
As for Summanus, the dragon man (or whatever he was) had lost none of the dreadful 
foreboding which clung to him like a cloak. Regardless, Bael and the rest couldn’t have asked 
for a better instructor. 


Further on ahead, Euthymia and Nochirasu took it upon themselves to guide Zumot and Basil 
in mastering the laser-sword and deepening their connection to Kyma. Further meetings with 
Cukatail, Ciroc, and his former Agents of Destruction had done wonders for the 
Calamantian’s mood and disposition in the following days. That pair of cybernetic eyes 
Zevion and Euthymia put together for him was also a huge plus, along with the time Zumot 
spent with that kind, quiet burka-wearing nurse. While the late Lord Arak still wasn’t about 
to get chummy with just anybody, his state of mind had definitely changed for the better, 


having become the opposite of that self-righteous prune Okocim remembered from back in 
the day. 


Salmer and Bokma serenely meditated close to Samir and Muscat. Okocim briefly stopped 
when the eyes of the late Lord Geene opened and met his own. It took a lot of willpower not 
to flinch before those golden-crimson irises given to the Dark. While Khaitan had yet to 
warm up to him (and most people other than Tyree, Martinu, Muscat, Samir, Ed, and Yovsa, 
for that matter), at least he wasn’t as hostile as in the first few days. The fact he received a 
prosthesis to replace his lost arm definitely helped. 


Bokma was in better spirits, as well. The scars on his visage would never fade completely, yet 
they were healing adequately. The fact the boy spent his free time getting reacquainted with 
his mother, grandfather, Ciroc, Elyx, and the rest of his old man’s friends and former 
teammates also helped. While father and son still weren’t on speaking terms (and wouldn’t be 
any time soon, from the looks of it), they were learning to tolerate one another, if nothing 
else. 


Rugato and Stroh trained alongside their parents and siblings, watched over by a wheelchair- 
bound Awamo. The late Lord Liquiir still had trouble sleeping, as made all too evident by the 
bags underneath his eyelids. In keeping with Righetto’s warning, everyone steered clear of 
mentioning Korn (or even alluding to him) whenever the fallen Destroyer from the Diligent 
Universe was within earshot. Okocim shook his head. Rugato would never again be as he 
once was... then again, the same also applied to himself and pretty much everyone he knew. 


As for Iwan, the part of his shell Bokma shattered had yet to heal. While the fallen Hakaishin 
was in a more stable mood, that passion and cheeriness that characterized him had perished 
along with his former self. The fact the mutate Shivajin spent his nights tossing and turning 
in bed, worrying about the mysterious Shriya as he battled night terrors and depression was 
the icing on the proverbial shit cake. 


For their part, Mate, Mulaban, and Ganlu trained with Negroni, Asahi, Brulle, Blanton Sr., 
Lanson, Anpurion, and the few surviving Void Realm soldiers that remained loyal to the 
former Grand Numen, or switched sides after his rousing speech. The ex-Numina seemed to 
be getting along well with their new comrades, even if the former couldn’t understand the 
latter at times, and vice-versa. Okocim took notice of Makoto’s furrowed brow, the bags 
underneath his eyes. Luckily, the former Sakujoshin managed to regenerate his lost arm much 
faster and with little in the way of pain, thanks to his mutation. The Doragonian and the rest 
took a few seconds to wave at the former Destroyer, then went on with their day. 


Nearby, Besserat Moines and Supreme Kai Fuwa of Universe 6 watched over little Lyria. 
Bess and Lanson’s daughter seemed to be doing well after Vados used her powers to hasten 
the gestation process and make the birth absolutely painless and bloodless. Bess... the 
Cornish Rex seemed a lot more at ease, in a far better mood than the few other times Okocim 
and Anise recalled interacting with her. 


Finally, the four came across Son Goku, Tien Shinhan, Fennel, Cumin, Earth’s warriors, and 
the rest of the rescued ex-Therian Agents. Going over drills with Hypatia, Noilly, Krupnik, 
and Ciroc, the strongest warrior in the Multiverse and the others chimed a friendly wave 
before returning to training. 


The four reached the felines’ shared quarters. Having donned their training gear, Anise and 
Okocim went on their way after entrusting little Blanton to Vados and Whis. Just outside of 
the Omni-King’s palace, the pair sighted Hakaishin Emeritus Tusker, hard at work 
conducting drills with his men. Strangely enough, Lech Blanton-Sa wasn’t doing much 
yelling and ranting this time around. To his credit, Tusker had shown little interest in his new 
grandchildren. While father and sons weren’t interested in patching things up, they could at 
least be civil to one another. 


Having made their way back to the Training Area, exchanging looks of warmth, Okocim 
Lech-Sa and Anise Lozada took a couple of minutes to bask in the sunlight. Things had 
changed so much in a matter of months. The old order of things that had stood for countless 
eons had crumbled in what seemed like an instant, replaced by a period sure to be rife with 
conflict, bloodshed, and heartbreak. 


What kind of world would emerge afterward? Would it be better than the previous? Would 
they and the others live long enough to see it themselves? Stretching to their hearts’ content, 
the felines thought it best to leave these questions alone, at least for now, figuring they’d have 
plenty of time and space to answer them later on. 


In the meantime, they would give their all to make sure it would come to pass. Their son 
would inhabit a better, kinder world than the ones they’d known. Little Blanton would grow 
up and live out his life as a mortal, hopefully untouched by (and unconcerned with) the 
goings-on of deities and other so-called superior beings. 


The times of Destroyers were over and done with, at least for the present. Rather than the 
death of the old world, Okocim, Anise, Son Goku, and their allies had borne witness to the 
beginning of its end. 


Once a Destroyer, always a Destroyer. Before Creation, there must first come Destruction. 
The birth of a new world, heralded by the passing of olden watchmen. A time of strife, 
sorrow, suffering, hope, joy, and possibility. 


The Age of Mortals... the Twilight of Gods. 
The End 


To be continued in Dragon Ball Super: Twilight of Gods, Saga II: On Lineages and Shame... 


Chapter End Notes 


Thus ends Book 1. Thanks to all my readers and commenters. 


This has certainly been a learning experience. I like to think I have a much better grasp 
on how to write the novels I’ve always yearned to read myself. 


As always, comments, questions (long as they aren’t spoilers), and constructive criticism 
are welcome. Thanks to all of you for your patience and support. 


I'll spend the next few weeks correcting the whole thing from start to finish. Hopefully I 
won't have to revisit it... at least for now. 


Revisions complete (26/XI/2022). 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


